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INTRODUCTION. 


I  conTESs  that  I  am  far  from  being  assured 
what  kind  of  reception  a  tale  of  cbiTalry  and 
feadalism  may  be  thought  to  deserve  in  the 
present  day  from  general  Readers.  It  has 
been  whispered  to  me,  indeed, 

'*  In  a  dark  hint  soft  and  slow/' 

that  a  later  date  wonld  have  been  more  ad- 
visable— that  the  days  of  full-bottomed  wigs — 
of  gold  canes,  and  laced  sleeve  ruffles,  are 
more  in  popular  odour,  just  now,  than  those  of 
helm  and  hauberk.  **  Chivalry,"  as  Lady  Caro« 
line  Braymore  says  of  Tom  Jones,  <<  is  such  a 
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Haclu*  I  trust  the  answer  to  her  Ladyship 
may  still  hold  good ;  "A  Hack,  Lady  Caroline, 
which  the  knowing  ones  have  warranted 
sound."  It  was  this  Hack  which  made  the 
hobby  of  Ariosto  and  Spenser,  of  Tasso,  of 
Chaucer,  and  of  Scott* — which,  if  Milton  did 
not  himself  mount,  he  was  delighted  to  see 
reined  by  others !  and  which  Dryden  would 
have  ''turned  and  winded  like  a  fiery  Pega- 
sus,*' had  he  not  been  "  overtaken  by  age,  and 
a  more  insufierable  evil, — want." 

The  objection,  however,  may  have  great 
force  with  those  who  regard  freshness  of  ex- 
ternal form  rather  than  internal  spirit.  I 
have  only  one  strong  ground  of  confidence  to 
retire  upon  ; — I  have  not  trusted  to  forms  of 

*  '*  The  mightiest  chiefs  of  British  soDg, 
Scorned  not  snch  legends  to  prolong ; 
They  gleam  through  Spenser's  elfin-dream. 
And  mix  in  Milton*s  heavenly  theme ; 
And  Dryden  in  immortal  strain 
Had  raised  the  Table  Round  again, 
But  that,  &c.,  &c." 
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any  kind;  to  the  **  crust  of  antique  words  aod 
images,"  or  to  anything  simply  external.  I 
have  endeavoured  to  rely  only  upon  the  uni- 
versal sympathy  with  man's  universal  business 
and  bosom.  I  have  looked,  if  not  with  an- 
swering success,  at  least  with  faith  and  ear- 
nestness, to  Truth  and  Nature ;  and  I  am  not 
afraid  that  they  will  "wear  out" — that  they 
will  "  lose  their  gloss  with  novelty,  or  their 
effect  with  fashion.'* 

As  to  the  more  serious  objections  to  chival- 
rous subjects,  they  deserve,  I  think,  little 
serious  consideration.  A  modem  writer  has, 
indeed,  charged  "  highly-coloured  pictures  of 
knighthood"  with  leading,  to  "  false  opinions 
respecting  the  progress  of  general  improve- 
ments, and  inducing  inquirers  to  regard  pre- 
sent advantages  as  of  less  value  than  they 
really  are."  If  this  is  a  Utilitarian  bye-blow 
at  the  children  of  Utopia,  I,  shall  merely  parry 
it  upon  my  own  part,  by  an  assurance  that, 
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in  the  pages  of  **  Rufub,**^  the  gorgeous  and  the 
gay  have  not  overlaid  the  savage,  the  terrible, 
and  the  revolting.  In  this  respect,  at  least,  I 
am  not  afraid  even  of  the  judgment  of  those 
who  read  with  the  fear  of  the  New  Police 
before  their  eyes,  and  a  discreet  reverence  for 
the  Coast-guard  service. 

The  First  of  this  class  of  productions — ^first 
both  in  date  and  excellence — (it  is  needless 
to  name  "  Ivanhoe") — ^was  received  with  such 
transports  of  admiration,  that  a  host  of  imi- 
tators immediately  sprang  up,  in  whose  hands, 
the  lance  so  gallantly  shivered  by  the  great 
Master,  was  "  broken  across,*"  with  extreme 
and  blundering  awkwardness ;  whose  produc- 
tions were,  to  those  of  their  prototype,  as  the 
galvanized  monster  in  *'  Frankenstein"  to  the 
awakened  marble  of  Pygmalion.  I  am  here 
echoing  only  the  general  voice ;  not  one  of 
these  prolusions  having  fallen  in  my  own  way; 
and  if  any  living  writer,  except  Mr.  James, 
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(who  gtaads  high  aloof,)  claims  honourable 
ezeeptum  from  tho  censure^  I  can  only  plead 
my  honest  ignorance  in  apology. 

In  resuming  and  completing  the  present 
work,  after  a  long  interral,  I  have  been  en- 
eoaraged  by  the  opinion  of  a  judicious  literaiy 
friend,  that  it  is  not  yet  too  late  to  awaken 
general  sympathy  for  our  iron*clad  forefitthers 
of  the  early  day,  if  the  elements  of  good  story- 
telling be  well  moulded  in  the  attempt ;  that 
is  to  say,  if  the  interest  turn  wholly  upon 
human  passion,  action,  and  suffering,  and  the 
characters  are  drawn  like  things  of  flesh  and 
bloody  speaking  and  acting  as  men  and  women 
(not  Heroes  and  Heroines)  may  be  supposed  to 
speak  and  act,  under  the  imputed  circum- 
stances,  whether  they  wear  iron  or  broad-cloth 
— ^hats  or  helmets.  *^  If,"  said  my-  kind  ad- 
viser, *'you  can  give  the  true  Promethean 
touch  to  your  *  gorgeous  Dames  and  Blirons 
old,'  even  the  blundering  failures  of  your  pre- 


Vlll  INTRODUCTION. 

deceflsors  will  not  scare  the  public  from  listen- 
ing to  the  trumpet  and  gazing  upon  the 
pageant.  Only  beware  of  elevating  your  ad' 
juncts  into  prindpaU—oi  labouring  upon  the 
frame  instead  of  the  picture  —  of  supposing 
that  dry  antiquarian  details  will  compensate 
for  the  neglected  workings  of  the  human 
heart.  Beware  of  this.  Construct  a  story  of 
social  and  political  interest — ^make  your  dra- 
matis personm  sentient  and  natural — give  them 
identity  and  wraisemhlance — ^breathe  into  them, 
as  it  were,  the  life  of  the  age,  stormy  and  fierce 
and  restless ;— do  all  this,  and  you  will  be  read 
and  relished  even  by  those  who  are  heartily 
tired  -of  'modem  antiques,'  stiffened  out,  like 
old  brocade,  with  goi^eous  ornament,  but  omar 
ment  glittering  only  upon  a  skeleton,  with  no 
internal  substance  of  life — no  healthy  pulses  of 
feeling  or  of  fancy — no  sublimating  power  of 
Imagination  to  ^  bid  the  dry  bones  live.'*  "^ 
I  had  the  same  encouragement  and  the  same 
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advice  from  the  late  admired  aad  esteemed 
Mr.  Surtees  of  MainBforth,  Historian  of  Dor- 
bam,  and,  many   years,  the  warm  personal 
friend  of  Scott.*     His  active  memory  and  ex- 
tensive learning  supplied  me  with  many  mate- 
rials, against  the  imprudent  use  of  which  his 
judgment  suggested  a  strong  caution.     ^* Scott 
himself,'*  he  observed,  ^'  has  always  appeared 
to  me  too  much  the  poet  of  tailorg — ^too  intent 
upon  jerkin  and  hose.   Stick  to  human  passion 
— deal  with  the  great  elements  of  humanity — 
show  rather  what  your  characters  are  thinking 
and  doinffj  than  how  their  doublets  are  tied 
and  their  beards  trimmed.     Have  a  care  of  al] 
this,  in  a  well-constructed  narrative,  and  then, 
take  my  word  for  it,  you  may  dress  your  actors 
in  sheepskin^  if  you  choose.'' — '*  In  the  pre- 
sent day,"  says  the  same  authority,  (I  copy 
from  a  letter  now  before  me,)  **  there  is  a  r^e 
amongst  scribblers  for  being  antiquarian  and 

*  See  Harold  the  Danntlesi— «  My  Sorteei !"— Canto  3. 
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precise — rigid,  forsooth,  in  the  chronology  of 
costume ;  as  if  a  laced  coat  or  a  cocked  hat 
had  never  been  worn  a  little  earlier  or  a  little 
later  than  such  matters  were  absolutely 
ftahionable  or  general  !^ 

"Heraldry  and  antiquarianism,"  he  once 
observed  to  me  in  conversation,  *'  may  be 
compared  to  packthread  upon  which  pearls 
are  strung — said  packthread  is  in  itself  a  sorry 
creature,  but,  as  it  holds  together  things  of 
beauty  and  price,  becomes  dignified  by  asso- 
ciation and  utility.  Now,  upon  the  packthread 
of  Heraldry,  and  so  forth,  may  be  strung  the 
memories  of  heroic  worth — ^the  blazonry  of 
lofty  names  and  natures — and  so  fiu*,  and  no 
farther,  such  things  are  estimable.*' 

It  is  not  to  be  supposed  that  Mr.Surtees 
denied  the  power  of  appropriate  costume, 
manners,  customs  and  habits,  in  a  work  of 
fiction ;  or  was  ignorant  that  they  give  an  air 
of  identity  and  verisimilitude  to  the  characters 
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and  iiu»dent8.  He  did  not  sappose  that  onr 
old  Dramas  were  Jiner  prodactions,  because 
forms  and  institations,  ezclosiTely  English 
and  modem,  were  ascribed  freely  to  distant 
countries,  and  even  to  the  classical  ancients. 
He  only  meant  to  plead  against  the  undue 
preponderance — ^the  tedious  heaping  together 
of  such  things,  until  the  life  of  the  story 
becomes  extinct  under  a  caput  martuum  of 
inert  materiaL 

I  hare  anxiously  endeavoured  to  profit  by 
the  lesson.  I  hare  trusted,  if  the  repetition 
may  be  pardoned  me,  nothing  to  matters  ex- 
trinsic  and  external.  I  plead  guilty,  indeed, 
to  three  rather  elaborately  finished  portraits 
of  well-equipped  warriors  of  the  age ;  but  they 
occur  in  the  first  two  chapters,  and  were  in* 
tended  to  familiarise  the  reader,  at  the  outset, 
with  the  picturesque  aspect  of  a  military  age 
and  world.  la  that  respect  they  must  be  con- 
sidered rather  as  representatives  of  a  species, 
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than  individuals.  These,  however,  once  fairly 
exhibited,  I  gave  up  emblazonry — ceased  to 
paint  arms,  offensive  or  defensive,  and  ex- 
changed the  language  of  the  valet  and  the  vir- 
tuoso for  that  of  universal  nature.  I  repeat 
that  the  first  two  chapters  contain  nearly  the 
whole  of  my  antiquarian  tediousness  as  to 
matters  of  attire,  and  surely  they  will  as  little 
affect  the  general  purity  of  the  work  as  the 
single  rusty  nail  of  Cervantes  did  the  pipe  of 
wine  into  which  it  had  fallen. 

In  other  respects,  what  I  have  done  or  left 
undone,  I  do  not  presume  even  to  hint  or  con- 
jecture. **  I  have  gone,*'  as  Hazlitt  said, 
''  through  the  task  intended — I  have  done  as 
well  as  I  could  .''*  History,  I  may  be  allowed 
to  say,  has  done  little  for  me.  I  have  invented 
all  but  the  mere  naked  fact  of  a  rebellion 
against  King  William  Rufus.  It  has  been  my 
care,  however,  to  preserve  Historical  truth, 
and,  when  that  failed  me,  Historical  proba- 
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bility.  I  bave  availed  myself^  without  any 
seraple  or  timidity,  of  those  general  stojres 
long  since  considered  the  common  property  of 
romancers;  the  forest  and  the  castle,  the 
damsel  and  tbe  dwarf — ^the  hero  and  the  op- 
poser —  the  minstrelsy  and  the  banquet  — 
the  council  and  the  battle.  I  have  used  them 
as  the  architect  uses  the  columns,  the  bases, 
the  capitals,  the  cornices,  tbe  pediments  and 
the  friezes,  which  a  thousand  and  a  thousand 
have  used  before  him.  It  only  remains  to 
know  whether  they  are  so  disposed,  combined, 
and  relieved  as  to  produce  once  more  an  aspect 
of  grace  and  truth,  boldness  and  harmony — 
whether,  in  fact,  the  things  of  the  world  with- 
out  are  dignified  by  association  and  sympathy 
with  the  things  of  the  world  within — ^with  the 
hopes  and  joys,  the  cares  and  aspirations  of 
onr  common  human  nature. 

''  RuFUs"  is  my  first  serious  effort  in  com- 
position.    I  do  not  say  this  as  challenging 
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indulgence  for  general  faults,  but  to  suggest 
to  severer  critics  some  extenuation  of  such  as 
are  peculiarly  incident  to  the  unpractised — 
faults  in  the  construction  of  the  plot  corrected 
by  no  previous  experiment. 

" What  is  writ,  it  writ. 

Would  it  were  worthier  1" 

But  I  now  bend  with  perfect  submission  to  the 
award  of  the  Public. 


BiSHOPWKAJillOUTB, 

December  26,  1837. 
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THE.    RED    KING. 
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S«y  fntlk  thy  tale,  and  twry  not  the  tune." 

CUAUCSB. 


Ths  great  father  of  English  8tory*tellers, 
both  in  Terse  and  prose,  has  bequeathed,  in 
the  words  of  our  motto,  an  invaluable  precept 
to  all  his  successors. 

Every  tourist,  no  doubt,  has  remarked  with 
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what  zest  and  animation  he  takes  the  wings 
of  the  morning  for  his  career  over  some  ro- 
mantic region;  how  elastic  the  tone  of  his 
spirits — how  active,  buoyant  and  enterprising 
the  whole  frame  of  his  mind — how  acute  in 
perception — how  lively  in  association — how 
ardent  in  adventure  and  research !  He  could 
trace  the  windings  of  every  stream ;  explore 
the  depths  of  every  cavern ;  climb  every  pre- 
cipice ;  visit  every  ruined  tower  that  nods 
over  the  landscape ;  and  mark  every  variety 
of  leaf  and  moss,  of  wild  flower  in  the  valley, 
of  lichen  upon  the  rock,  of  weather-stain 
upon  the  broken  battlement.  Every  sense 
seems  to  have  acquired  an  enlarged  faculty  of 
enjoyment ;  and  nothing  is  too  remote  or  too 
abundant  for  the  grasp  of  his  attention. 

As  day  rolls  on,  the  fine  edge  of  all  this 
wears  very  perceptibly  away.  He  begins  to 
look  upon  objects  in  the  gross,  and  forbears 
to  break  them  into  detail.    The  e^an^ merges 
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in  l\ie  soblime ;  and  the  curiatts  in  the  terrible. 

Re  looks  complacently  upon  the  pretty  and 

tlie  pastoral,  tbe  streamlet  and  the  meadow, — 

\Mit  reserves  liis  raptnres  for  the  cataract  and 

the  precipice,  the  wild,' and  the  wonderfni. 

Still  poetical,  he  ceases  to  be  scientific;  he 

sinks  the  florist ;  he  drops  the  herbalist ;  he 

grires  geology  the  cut  celestial. 

With  the  approach  of  evening  a  yet  more 
sober  and  prosaic  feeling 

"  Deepens  the  murmur  of  the  falling  floods, 
And  breathes  a  browner  horror  o*er  the  woods/' 

The  religio-loci  becomes  a  farce ;  and  to  every 
hint  of  adjacent  liansj  of  fine  old  abbeys  and 
romantic  glens  "  within  a  8tone''s  throw,"  he 
tarns  a  dull  eye  and  a  deaf  ear. 

But  when  night  has  fairly  set  in,  one  feel- 
ing rapidly  absorbs  all  others ;  viz.  a  most 
religions  longing  for  the  end  of  his  day's 
journey.      Guide    and   Guide-book, — stream 
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and  crag, — valley  and  waterfal,  may  all  go 
to  the  devil  en  masse !  for  his  sensea  are  lapt 
in  a  vision  of  tea  and  toast,  easy  slippers,  a 
lounge  on  three  chairs,  and  a  finale  of  hot 
negus  and  cigars!  all  and  sundry  awaiting 
him  in  that  earthly  paradise — the  traveller's 
romn  of  the  Black  Bull  or  the  King^s  Head. 

Now,  it  is  precisely  thus  with  the  reader  of 
a  Romance.  He  is,  at  first,  all  vigour  and 
freshness  ;  the  very  pattern  of  patience  ;  the 
model  of  complacency.  He  submits,  without 
a  murmur,  to  descriptions  of  the  indescribable ; 
endures,  without  a  yawn,  the  rusty  nothings 
of  antiquarianism ;  and  suffers  his  g^ide,  the 
author,  to  bestow  all  his  tediousness  upon 
him  with  impunity. 

This  is  the  morning  of  his  jaunt.  But,  with 
Volume  the  second,  comes  the  afternoon  feel- 
ing of  incipient  weariness.  He  cares  not  a 
straw  for  antediluvian  kirtles  and  tunics ;  for 
the  difference  between  chain  mail  and  armour 
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of  pUte;  between  a  AVelsk  glaive  and  a 
brown-bin.  He  nods  ower  tbe  p1iilo8<^hie; 
be  dozes  oyer  the  sentimental  ;  and,  oh  jt 
'' strong  tedious  talkers,"  of  tbe  picturesque! 
be  snores  oyer  every  paragraph  in  which  the 
moon  glitters,  and  tbe  stream  murmurs. 

Volume  tbe  tkird  and  last  is — the  evemmg 
and  the  night,  Notliing  is  then  endured  which 
does  not  seem  hurrying  him  to  the  catastro- 
phe with  tbe  velocity  of  an  enchanter's  griffin. 
''  Ce$t  It  fin  qvi  couronne  le  taut.''  He  corses 
tbe  writer  by  his  gods  for  every  single  step 
out  of  the  high  road  to  that  most  welcome  of 
cara  anseries — tbb  bud. 

Courteous  Header !  in  our  present  Utopian 
jaunt  it  is  fully  more  than  noon-day  with  us, 
and  we  are  now  bent  to  make,  if  possible, 
practical  application  of  our  own  exordium. 
'*  Be  blithe,  therefore,"  as  Ancient  Pistol  hath 
it ;  ''bristle  thy  courage  up  !*'  and  admire  with 
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what  a   sustained,   unbreathing   celerity   we 
hurry  to  the  goal ! 

"  Like  quarrell  shot  from  steel  cross-bow 
Forth  laanchM,  on  oar  career  we  g^o  1" 
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CHAPTER  I. 


«t' 


The  eyes  of  your  imagiiwtaofi  mnit  endearoar  to  reach 
tfaron^  tlie  diaUoice  of  ages,  and  re|»«8eiit  Chem  to  na 
and  aedng  on  thai  aoil  where  even  the  dost  cit  their 
kUiBg  leBoi  ia  no  longer  to  be  founds  •  Imagine  old  Bngland 
koce  peopled  with  iti  inirmdera  and  ita  Tanqniahed  of  the 
devealh  eeatory — figure  to  yonrselTea  tiie  former,  proad  and 
fertuater  the  latter,  inToking  death  aa  more  tolerable  than 
alavcry.  Seven  hundred  yean  have  already  paaaed  away  sinise 
Iheae  aaen  ceaaed  to  breathe — ainoe  their  hearti  ceased  to  beat 
with  pride  or  auffeiing.  Bot  what  it  thia  tq  the  imagination  ? 
whid  knowa  no  paat,  and  to  which  even  the  fntuie  ia  pre- 
it  V*-^nurrf9  Hittoiy  qf  tke  Omq^iui. 


a 

For  some  time  after  the  Norman  Conquest, 
the  political  and  social  state  of  the  English 
nation  (we  speak  of  the  purely  native  English) 
might  be  compared  either  to  that  of  the  men 
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of  Rabbah,  and  of  the  cities  of  the  children  of 
Ammon,  under  saws,  and  harrows,  and  axes 
of  iron ;  or  to  the  condition  of  the  lost  spirits 
in  Dante's  Malebolge,  when  rent  and  flayed 
by  the  demoniac  flesh-hooks  of 

"  FangM  Ciriatto— Graffiocane  fierce, 
And  F^arello,  and  mad  Rubicant  I*' 

Every  reader,  of  course,  is  aware  of  this  to  a 
certain  extent,  but,  as  the  incidents  of  the 
following  story  had  their  rise  and  progress 
during  that  stormy  period,  we  shall  venture, 
for  the  benefit  of  all  indifferent  memories,  to 
snatch  k  brief  prefatory  glance  at  the  more 
striking  features  of  its  convulsion.  It  will,  at 
least,  enable  us  to  see  clearly  under  what 
blessed  auspices  the  mixed  sul^ects  of  King 
William  Rufus  saw  the  gripe  of  that  fiery 
monarch   close  upon  the  iron  sceptre  of  his 

flEbtber. 

The  industrious  tyranny  of  the  Conqueror 
completed  with  a  heavy  hand  that  sweeping 
work  of  confiscation,  by  which  the  whole  body 
of  English  nobility  and  clergy  was  hurled 
from  rank  and  authority,  and  their  possessions 
lavished  upon  Normnn  barons  and  Italian 
priests.      Both  revolutions  were,  no  doubt, 
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billed  by  the  yictore  with  load  pieans  to  the 
soperior  valoar,  eourtesy  and  refinement  of 
the  former,  and  to  the  excelling  learning  and 
sanctity  of  the  latter.     In  common  prudence, 
indeed,  to   say   nothing  of  gratitnde,   both 
classes  of  winners  manifested  abundant  zeal 
for  their  royal  patron.     The  laity  spared  no 
cruelty  which  could  weaken  yet  further  the 
groaning  Saxons,   and  the  clergy  were  not 
slow  to  strike  with  the  canonical  axe  in  the 
common  cause.    So  that  even  a  warm  firiend 
of  the   first    William  confesses,  that    ^*  the 
foreigners   formed  a    close    league,   bearing 
upon  one  another  just  as  upon  the  body  of 
the  infernal  dragon,  scale  is  laid  over  scale." 
Nor  did  the  evils  of  despotism  emanate  only 
firom  the  higher  sources,  ^*  dogs  in  authority," 
strove  everywhere   to   mimic  the  arrogance 
and  cupidity  of  their   superiors.      Contem- 
porary writers,  indeed,   seem  at   a  loss  for 
terms  sufficiently  expressive  of  the  prevailing 
enormities ;  they  speak  indignantly  of  ignoble 
squires,  and  impure  vagabonds  disposing  at 
pleasure  of  the  best  young  females ;  shedding 
blood  for  very  wantonness,  snatching  the  last 
morsel  from  the  mouth  of  the  unfortunate, 
and  seizing  upon  everything  within  the  grasp 
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of  their  rapacity.  "  Frantic  wretches !"  ex- 
claims one  of  these  honest  chroniclers,  *'  they 
wondered  at  their  own  acts,  and  went  mad 
with  pride  and  astonishment !" 

Eyen  the  inferior  landholders,  the  frank- 
lins or  rural  proprietors,  who  had  either  re- 
sisted at  Hastings,  or  subsequently,  upon   a 
pettier  scale,  fell  the  victims  of  their  unavail- 
ing patriotism ;  while,  of  the  few  who  had  not 
thus  provoked  destruction,  it  may  be  supposed 
the  condition  was  sufficiently  wretched.  Some, 
at  a  dear  rate,  purchased  uncertain  protection 
from   a  neighbouring  tyrant;    others  .barri- 
cadoed  their  houses  as  if  for  a   siege,  and 
nightly,  amidst  their  families,  prayed  aloud 
for  defence  from  the  spoilers.     Some,  reduced 
to  penury  by  long  exaction  and  pillage,  be- 
came, at  last,  for  a  little  bread,  the  menial 
slaves  of  men  who,  from  obscure  or  infamous 
adventurers,  had  suddenly  sprung  to  wealth 
and  rank  amidst  the  horrors  of  the  conquest. 
Such,  indeed,  was  the  extent  of  this  last  Nor- 
man dispensation  of  tender  mercies,  that  be- 
sides including  the  great  mass  of  the  rustic 
population,  and  supplying  thousands  of  de- 
pendents to  the  great  abbeys,  victims  yet  re- 
mained in  abundance  for  an  extensive  foreign 


band  even  upon  the  proad  nobles  who  aped 
their  mtsier^s  adoption,  and,  no  donbt,  bred 
mach  of  tbat  banglity  diBCOlitent  which  rented 
iteelf  ultimately  in  more  than  one  rebellion. 
Many,  in  £ftct,  regarded  with  a  secret  pre- 
ference the  clum  of  Duke  Robert  to  his  bro- 
ther's crown,  and  for  the  better  security  of 
their  own  poaeeseions  on  both  sides  of  the 
channel,  would  gladly  have  seen  one  lord« 
paramount  sway  at  once  both  the  kingly  and 
dacal  sceptres. 

If,  to  these  fruitful  causes  of  evil  we  add  a 
general  neglect  of  tillage,  with  its  natural 
attendant,  famine — ^the  bigotry  of  the  old,  the 
profligacy  of  the  young,  and  the  moral  igno- 
ranee  of  all — some  idea  may  be  formed  of  that 
jarring  state  of  things  which  we  have  thus  en« 
deavoured  to  premise* 

Upon  the  fiery  and  reckless  spirit  of  the 
Red  King,  however,  all  these  accruing  evils 
lay  like  morning  dew  upon  the  leafy  mo- 
narchs  of  the  forest.    With  little  of  the  re- 
finement, but  all  the  chivalrous  daring  of  a 
good  knight  and  true  of  that  knightly  age, 
he  found  in  the  distraction  of  his  realm  a  fitter 
theatre  for   adventurous  career  than   in  the 
repose  of  a  well-ordered  state ;  ardent  in  the 
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pursuit  both  of  pleasure  and  of  business,  he 
brooked  no  interruption  of  the  one  from  the 
earnestness  or  levity  of  the  other ;  and  at  the 
precise  period  of  our  story's  commencement, 
not  even  the  disastrous  close  of  a  campaign 
against  the  Welsh  (to  pursue  which  he  had 
thrown  up  the  war  in  Normandy)  could  either 
defer  or  lessen  the  splendour  of  his  prepara- 
tions for  the  regal  festival  of  Pentecost  in  the 
good  old  city  of  Winchester* 
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CHAPTER    II. 


**'V\at\3atnQ«ba  of  tlie  rs^csiixigr  liorde 
Otforagnv^Wenl     Bapine**  ¥n ailed  difdplei^ 
IteliftcnQltkAiDeiceBaTy  laiftc» — 
Tbe  ttcver-iitod  gofgiets  of  the  tat. 
And  drvnkuds  intb  tlie  strons-     Tme  childrai  thej 
Of  tiie  BvoH'ik  dan^tcTs  of  tlie  l&one-leeclif  whose 
Cry  CTcria^tiiig  is '«  Give  I  give  1"     A  eiine 
Hetiy  and  giim^ng  as  Hie  wrong!  we  taSer, 
Cfini  to  them  aU  \  the  'Norman  and  his  tools  I 
And  trmmpled  into  darker  bondage  still 
Be  every  Saxon  sbKve  who  prays  not  thus  I" 

OrB  scene  opens  amidst  the  woodlands  of 
Southern  England ;  in  one  of  those  districts 
forming,  at  the  period  we  treat  of,  the  most 
&Tonred  portion  of  her  royal  forestry. 
Sloping  BO  gently  from  the  uplands  as  scarcely 
to  deserre  the  name  of  a  valley,  the  sylvan 
ground  to  which  we  more  peculiarly  direct 
the  reader  made,  however,  the  nearest  ap» 
proach  to  such,  of  any  spot  between  the  Chan- 
nel coast  and  Winchester. 

It  was  the  noon  of  a  summer's  day.  All  in 
the  sequestered  glade  was  mute  and  stirless, 
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except  the  song  of  a  few  birds — the  stilly  flow 
of  a  brook — the  hum  of  insect  life,  which 
seems  rather  to  deepen  than  to  disturb  silence 
— the  waving  of  foliage  in  a  light  breeze,  and 
the  shadows  of  clouds  that  drifted  spirit^like 
before  it,  hurrying  over  bank  and  wood,  and 
checqnering  them  with  a  hundred  changeful 
effects  of  light  and  shadow.  One  moment 
such  was  the  noon-tide  hush  and  quiet;  in 
the  next  they  were  broken  by  the  neigh  of  a 
courser  and  the  clank  of  steel,  and  a  mounted 
traveller,  solitary,  as  it  seemed,  rode  heedfuUy 
down  the  mild  declivity. 

The  appearance  of  the  cavalier  who  broke 
thus  picturesquely  upon  the  still  life  of  the 
landscape,  was  at  once  striking  and  prepos- 
sessing. He  was  well  armed  from  head  to  foot, 
and  had  that  sort  of  seat  upon  the  war-saddle 
which  indicated  a  long  familiarity  with  its  occu* 
pation.  He  seemed,  however,  to  be  little  past 
what  is  commonly  considered  the  hey-day  of 
youth,  if,  indeed,  that  climacteric  had  not  been 
prolonged  as  well  as  anticipated  by  constitu- 
tional ardour ;  as  was  strongly  suggested  by  the 
fire  of  a  quick  dark  eye,  a  cheek  and  brow  un- 
roughened  except  by  military  exposure  to  sun 
and  blast,  and,  above  all,  glancing  over  fea^ 
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tnm  irregularly  handsome,  the  spirit  of  ad« 
TcntnrouB  levity,  tlie  laughing  genius  of  impu* 
dence,  proper  only  to  the  period  of  untamed 
pasBioQ  and  restless  desire.  Something  of 
Tokptaousness  there  was,  bat  certainly  allied 
neither  to  ihe  cruel  nor  the  effeminate.  In 
ihort,  it  was  a  bold,  frank,  happy  countenance, 
Ml  of  mercurial  life,  good-humour,  and  imper- 
turbable self-confidence. 

His  equipments,  offensive  and  defensire, 
were  those  of  a  knight,  or  well-accoutred 
man-at-arms  of  the  time.  First,  a  gambeson, 
w  cumbrous  inner  vestment  of  woollen,  so 
thickly  quilted  as  to  deaden  the  stroke  of  a 
battle-axe.  Over  this,  a  hauberk  of  double 
chain-mail,  that  is  to  say,  a  complete  flexible 
dress  of  steel-rings  interlaced,  and  bedded 
upon  strong  linen.  The  upper  or  body-part 
of  this  "  excellent  garment  of  durance"  might, 
for  removal,  open  in  front,  like  a  modem  coot, 
bot  was  always  worn  closed  and  iast  clasped, 
and  riveted.  Appended  to  it  was  a  hood  or 
cap  of  the  same  linked  construction,  which 
protected  both  neck  and  head,  although  the 
hitter  was  still  further  secured  by  a  powerful 
conical  helmet,  truncated  as  if  for  the  very 
purpose  of  reeeiving  a  hostile  blow  with  its 
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full  vigour,  instead  of  glancing  it  off  as  might 
be  supposed  desirable.  With  this  exception, 
however,  the  defence  was  very  perfect;  the 
chausseSj  or  mailed  hose,  fitting  tight  to  the 
limbs,  like  pantaloons,  passed  also  over  the 
feet,  while  the  terminations  of  the  hauberk- 
sleeves  were  joined  bj  manneJdns^  or  mailed 
gloves  of  like  texture. 

Grasped  in  the  right  hand,  and  poised  in 
the  rest  below,  he  carried  a  long  and  powerful 
lance,  the  redoubtable  weapon  of  Norman 
chivalry ;  a  grmfamm^  or  light  streamer  flutter* 
ing  from  its  head«  In  aid  of  this,  a  heavy, 
straight-bladed,  cross-handled  sword,  was  sus- 
pended from  the  left  side  of  a  buff  baldric, 
charged  less  cumbrously  upon  the  right  with 
a  ^'  dagger  of  mercy,'*  ^*  un  petit  couteauy  namme 
un  mUericorde."  A  formidable  iron  mace  hung 
at  the  saddle*bow,  and  from  the  gorget,  or 
neck-part  of  the  mailed  hood,  a  convex  tri- 
angular shield,  bearing  for  its  device  a  broken 
tance  wreathed  round  with  laurel.  When  it 
is  added  that  the  person  thus  '^  girded  gallantly" 
was  of  the  medium  stature,  best  fitted  for  pro- 
longed exertion,  and  mounted  upon  a  horse  of 
great  spirit  and  beauty,  we  have  painted  pretty 
faithfully  the  very  chivalrous  exterior  of  Sir 
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Alberic  du  Coci,  one  of  the  many  adventurers 
exeerated  in  our  motto,  and  who  were  drawn 
to  merry  England,  as  to  a  common  centre,  hj 
the  well-known  liberality  of  its  monarch. 

Such  as  we  bave  endeavoured  to  describe 
him,  the  knight  now  rode  briskly  along  an 
esplanade   of   beantifiil    turf,  bordering  the 
course  of  the  brook,  already  mentioned,  and 
which  flowed  through  the  whole  length  of  the 
valley.    Almost  immediately,  however,  as  if 
irom  the  impulse  of  a  sudden  recollection,  the 
career  of  his  Bucephalus  was  again  checked, 
and,    while    the    noble    animal    impatiently 
wounded  the  smooth  emerald  of  the  sward, 
the   rider,    raising    himself   in   the   stirrup, 
scanned  the  prospect  around  with  a  heedful 
eye.     It  seemed  to  be  the  result  of  this  scru* 
tiny  that  he  drew  his  bridle  to  the  right,  and 
diverged  from  his  intended  course;   at  the 
same  time  blowing  upon  a  small  bugle  a  keen 
and  shrill  note.     The  purport  of  this  signal- 
blast  was  not   immediately  obvious,  but  an 
answer  was  at  length  given  by  the  appearance 
of  another  rider  upon  the  brow  of  the  same 
gentle  eminence  from  which  Du  Coci  had  him- 
self descended.     He  rode  down  with  more  pre- 
cipitation than  prudence  warranted,  and  not 
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without  one  or  two  admonitory  stambles,  which 
it  required  all  the  skill  of  a  dexterous  horse* 
man  to  retrieve.  Foot  and  hand,  however,  did 
their  office,  and  the  new-comer  speedily  drew 
rein  in  safety  by  the  side  of  Sir  Alberic. 

Now,  between  these  travellers  the  difference 
of  rank  was  scarcely  less  manifest  in  bearing 
and  general  expression,  than  in  the  more  ad- 
ventitious circumstances  of  dress  and  equip- 
ments. It  is  true  the  esquire  (for  such  was 
the  last  arrived)  bestrode  his  steed  fairly ;  and 
in  point  of  age,  was  at  least  ten  summers  in 
the  rear  of  his  master.  Still  there  was  a  want 
of  that  indefinable  something  which  accom- 
panies,  and  either  reveals  or  implies  high  birth, 
with  its  long-familiar  habits  of  authority  and 
command.  He  wore  a  bacinet^  or  light  open 
helmet,  and  a  coat,  or  rather  shirt  of  mail, 
lacking  the  knightly  appendages  of  sleeves, 
hood,  or  chausses.  His  weapons  were  sword, 
poniard,  and  mace,  and  he  carried  also  a 
roundel,  or  circular  light  shield,  studded  with 
broad  nails.  Although  not  wanting  in  indica- 
tions of  strength  and  activity,  his  figure  was 
of  that  ordinary  kind  which  attracts  no  obser- 
vation, but  his  features  were,  on  the  other 
hand,  sufficiently  remarkable ;  the  more  so  for 
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i  tjrro  of  cbWalry  that  they  belonged  in  cba- 
neler  and  expression  to  the  pecnliar  pbjti* 
ogi!omy  of  that  scattered  race  from  whose  de- 
spised and  persecuted,  children  proud  knight* 
^ood  was  least  likely  to  choose  the  neopbjtes 
of  its  order.     In  plain  terms,  the  face  of  Sir 
Alberic  8  esquire  was  decidedly  Jewiih.    There 
was  the  high  aquiline  nose — the  darkly  sallow 
complexion — the  depressed  cheek— the  elerated 
forehead — the  keen  black  eye,  and  an  aband« 
ant  expression  of  the  imputed  worldly  craft  of 
a  child  of  the  promise  ;  dashed,  howerer,  and 
strangely,  with  the  lines  of  eccentric  whim  and 
mischievous  oddity ;  so  that  the  whole  coun- 
tenance seemed  alive  with  busy,  prying  impn« 
dence,  and  spoke  rather,  perhaps,  of  humour 
raaning  riot  (with  little  heed  to  time,  place, 
or  person),  and  of  light,  ingenious  knavery, 
cbockling  over  its  adroitness,  than  of  the  keen 
plodding  of  a  genuine  bargain-maker. 

Du  Coci,  who  with  half-reverted  head  had 
watched  his  descent  and  approach,  accosted 
him,  as  be  rode  within  ear-shot,  thos : — 

*'  Betwixt  thee  and  thy  steed,  friend  Nicho- 
las, who  shall  decided 

"  Touching  what  points,  sir  knight  T  ^ 
qoeried  the  retainer. 
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•'  Marry,"  said  the  lord,  "  thy  halting 
judgment,  and  his  stumbling  paces.^ 

**^  God  send  us  both  better  masters  !^'  retort- 
ed Nicholas,  *^  and  with  that  blessing  we  will 
amend ;  but  touching  my  judgment,  halt  or 
not  halt,  I  see  not  yet  that  it  hath  missed  any 
path  which  your  knightly  wit  can  discover  in 
this  pleasant  penfold.^' 

''Why,  thou  hooded  buzzard P*  said  the 
knight,  '^  look  around  thee  I'" 

And  as  he  spoke  they  doubled  some  huge 
oaks  and  beeches,  and  came  at  once  upon  a 
wider  prospect  and  a  beaten  horsetrack. 

**  Now  by  our  Lady  ! "  ejaculated 

the  squire. 

**  Our  Lady  l"**  interrupted  his  lord — ''Out 
upon  thee !  what  bast  thou  to  do  with  good 
christian  oaths,  that  hast  well  nigh  utterly 
forgotten  the  very  spot  where  thine  infidel  lips 
first  uttered  *  Ave  Maria ! '  Thou  swear  by 
the  blessed  Virgin  !  pish !  Swear  me,  if  thou 
must  needs  swear,  by  the  beard  of  Abraham, 
or  the  bones  of  Jacob,  or  the  stafi^of  Isaac,  or 
such  other  misbelieving  oath  as  may  smack 
strongest  of  the  synagogue  !  ^ 

**  If  a  man,^  said  Nicholas,  **  hath  one  spe- 
cial good  gift  fairer  than  another,  it  is  like 
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Ae  lieron's  best  plume,  eT-er  the  first  to  be 
/^ioeked  away.  Wby,  I  remember  me  to 
a  foot's  breadth,  tlie  very  ground  whereon 
I  bad  eTer  the  grace  to  do  a  good  thing; 
the  more  surely  that  such  liave  chanced  rarely 
nitb  me,  since  I  follo^wed  a  leader  of  free- 
knces* 

*'  As  rarely ,"  cried   Sir  Alberic,  "ag  calrea 
are  Uttered  with  six  legs." 

'*  Very  like,**   responded  the  candid  Nicho- 
las— ^^^but  as  for  «toearaji^ — ^by  the  fiuth  of  my 
body !    I  will  swear  for  a  smnmer'a  day  with 
the  beat  Christiazi — aye,   the   best  Nomum 
Christian  that  ever  pattered  a  Credo  while 
plandering  a  Saxon  abbey  !     But  by  pyx  and 
chalice  */*  he  continued,  ^*ye  did  well.  Sir  Al- 
beric,  to  play  your  own  guide  ere  I  had  led  ye 
blunderingly   into  the  wilder  depths  of  yon 
eternal  forest !    this,  indeed,  is  a  fiur  hap  and 
a  strange,  to  regain  our  lost  road  in  this  *TaI« 
ley  of  conversion ,**  as  the  snuflBing  prior  of  St. 
Mary'd  called  it,  when,  under  this  very  beech, 
and  with  a  helm-full  from  yonder  brook,  he 
cleansed  me  from  the  filth  of  Judaism — nay,  I 
remember  his  holy  jargon,  and  how  he  blessed 
oar  Lady  and  St.  Benedict,  that  he  had  brought 
so  goodly  a  lamb  into  the  fold/' 
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"  A  goodly  jack-an-ape  be  broaght,'*  replied 
Du  Cociy  '*  as  ever  grinned  at  his  own  mopping 
and  mowing.  But,  in  fair  earnest,"  added  the 
knight,  as  they  rode  under  the  magnificent 
branches  of  the  old  beech — **  I  bethink  me  it 
was  indeed  under  this  rery  tree  that  thou  for- 
sworest  thy  beard  before  thou  hadst  it,  and 
wert  transmewed  from  the  Jewish  lout  Simeon, 
to  the  christian  rarlet  Nicholas."^ 

^Thereby,"  rejoined  the  squire,  "bringing 
me  (as  the  old  proverb  hath  it)  out  of  God's 
blessing  into  the  warm  sun.  Verily,  for  ought 
of  good  that  hath  been  in  my  path  since  I  took 
to  Made  and  buckler,  I  might  as  well  have 
turned  pagan  outright/' 

**  And  hadst  thou  indeed  been  a  black- 
browed  slave  of  Mahound,''  replied  the  knight, 
**  I  warrant  thee  thou  hadst  thought  thyself 
no  unmeet  page  for  the  disgraced  and  luckless 
Du  Ck>ci,  who,  when  he  first  beheld  thy  Israel- 
itish  visage,  even  in  this  valley  of  villanous 
remembrances,  surveyed  it  frony  forth  a  horse- 
litter,  where  he  lay  like  a  sick  monk,  or  a  bed- 
ridden crone,  unable  to  wield  lance,  or  bestride 
steed,  while  quitting  the  land  where  he  had 
lost  shield,  saddle,  and  stirrup  before  the  lance 
of  a  traitor!      By'r  Lady,  an  ugly  recollec- 
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tioDJ" — ^And  for  a  moment  or  two,  as  he  in- 
dulged tbese  tristefiil  reminiscences,  some- 
thing like  a  cloud  bung  upon  the  good  knight's 
brow. — ^His  facetious  and  very  familiar  depen* 
dent,  however,  rejoined  with  little  sympathy 
for  the  unwonted  mood ; — 

**  Truly,  master  mine,  ye  were  in  sorry 
trim  that  blessed  evening  for  pricking  and 
prancing  ;  still  worse,  as  the  fiend  would  have 
it,  for  being  daintily  curious  in  choice  of  vas- 
sals.— I  remember  me  a  mad  fellow  who  joar* 
neyed  by  at  the  time,  swearing  that  ye  might 
jumble  your  litter-load  of  broken  bones  to  the 
gates  of  Jericho,  and  fare  worse  at  the  journey's 
end.  Ye  looked  as  tho'  ye  had  run  a  tilt  with 
Death,  and  gotten  a  shrewd  thrust  of  old  Bare- 
bone's  lance  under  the  fifth  rib !    As  for  the 

irmtcr  ye  talk  of " 

''Well,  sirrah!^  interrupted  his  lord, 
**  what  of  him  in  the  great  abundance  of  thy 
wit !  what  of  Robert  de  Mowbray  V* 

'*  Why,  that  be  he  traitor  or  true  man,  men 
say  he  is  on  the  bright  side  of  the  wall  now, 
and  they  who  would  walk  in  the  same  blessed 
sun-light,  must  cry  him  mercy  with  dofied  cap, 
and  have  a  care  how  their  shadow  falls,  lest  it 
offend." 
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"By  St.  George!"  exclaimed  Du  Coci,  "  I 
will  doff  neither  cap  nor  casque,  were  he  the 
best  De  Mowbray  of  his  race,  and  the  boldest 
court-climber  that  ever  toiled  up  the  slippery 
steeps  of  ambition  !  there  be  who  have  clam- 
bered higher  than  an  earldom  and  yet  dashed 
themselves  to  pieces  ere  their  weary  feet  could 
reach  a  resting-place. 

"  A  good  rede !  a  good  rede  !'*  said  the  squire, 
"  and  sounding  the  more  especially  wise  in 
the  mouth  of  one  who  is  even  now  about  to 
strain  .foot,  hand,  and  knee  up  that  said  slippery 
steep/' 

"  And  in  good  time,  friend  Nicholas,  or  the 
day  may  go  by  when  a  brave  lance  may  find 
work  or  guerdon  in  this  fiur  realm  of  England. 
Seven  winters  have  stripped  these  branching 
giants  of  their  verdure  since  De  Mowbray  and 
myself  ran  that  accursed  course  in  the  lists  at 
Gloucester,  and  little  do  I  now  bring  back  to 
the  shores  from  whence  that  luckless  en- 
counter drove  me,  save  a  commodity  of  iron 
thewes  and  sinews  under  a  good  hauberk — 
thy  busy,  meddling  self,  Nicholas  de  L'Epee 
— and  yon  round  score  of  plundering  knaves, 
whom  we  have  left,  with  never  a  groat,  mal- 
content at  Dover !    As  stout  a  band  of  free 
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lances,  and  with  as  little,  of  honesty  or  re- 
morse, as  eTer  foQght  under  a  poor  gentleman's 
banner!'* 

"  By  Saint  George  !'*  rejoined  the  squire,  "  I 
think  they  would  fight  under  it  at  the  gates  of 
hell  for  pay  and  plunder ;  but  I  see  not  what 
that  avails  us  if  your  exchequer  lies  yet  in  un- 
known purses.  They  be  rare  dancers  to  the 
golden  pipe ;  but  ye  may  as  well  look  to  see 
the  towers  of  Dover  in  marching  array  as  a 
ringle  lance  of  them  pricking  after  ye  without 
fidr  security  for  speedy  payment,  and  some- 
thing in  pouch  the  whilst,  to  the  boot  of  that.*^ 

"  Well,"  said  Du  CkKsi,  "  the  devil  that 
tempts  me  upward  shall  furnish  the  wings  to 
soar  withal.  But  what  a  cold-livered,  false- 
breasted  villain  art  thou,  to  prate  thus  !  Why, 
thou  son  of  a  race  of  mammon !  thou  that 
wert  boru  in  usury,  and  swaddled  in  extortion ; 
cradled  amongst  shekels,  and  fed  with  bezants! 
canst  thou  open  no  golden  wicket  in  this  ex- 
tremity, to  let  in  hope?  Or  must  I  indeed 
believe  what  thou  hast  ever  told  me  with  such 
a  lying  leer,  that  the  whole  tribe  of  thy  long- 
bearded,  pawn-exacting  kindred  have  gone 
down  to  the  place  of  their  unbelieving  fathers  ? 
What,  man  I  for  once  in  thy  life  do  the  foul 
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fiend  a  shrewd  turn,  and  speak  two  words  of 
truth  !  Say,  hast  thou  no  yellow-capped  sire 
or  kinsman  in  yonder  goodly  city  of  Win- 
chester, from  whose  ill-gotten  treasure  heaps 
thou  mightest  conjure  a  few  accursed  coins  to 
help  me  in  this  evil  pinch  ?  ha  I" 

To  this  address,  which,  however  lightly 
spoken,  had  at  least  sufficient  earnestness  in 
its  matter,  the  squire  replied  with  a  smile  of 
very  doubtful  significance,  saying, 

^'  I  pray  you,  Sir  Alberic  du  Goci,  with  all 
reverence,  to  push  on  for  Winchester,  where 
I  will  know  what  winds  are  like  to  blow  over 
us  ere  I  say  or  unsay.  If  ye  list  to  believe  me 
— so :  if  notf  why — so  again.  But  take  this 
with  you,  sir  knight  of  the  broken  lance;  I 
will  let  no  man  dip  a  finger-point  into  the 
pasty  of  my  counsel  until  I  have  thrust  my 
whole  hand  into  his^" 

The  knight  laughed  aloud  at  this  flourish  of 
consequential  mystery,  and  said,  as  they  re- 
sumed the  brisker  pace  which  this  colloquy 
had  slackened : — 

**  Set  on,  sir  knave  I  thy  brow  and  bearing 
are  too  brazen  to  give  token  of  better  metal ; 
yet,  beware  that  ye  be  not  some  day  put  to  a 
rough  alchemy  !     Meanwhile  I  would  we  were 
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at  the  blessed  gate  of  Saint  Mary's,  that  we 
might  wash  down  the  dust  of  our  mid-day 
trayd  with  a  cup  of  especial  Rhenish — 

«« '  The  joQy  moiik*0  gneft 
Ew  qoalh  of  the  best.' 

Oar  Lady  grant  that  these  unquiet  times  have 
not  marred  the  good  fathers'  kitchen-craft,  and 
broken  the  cellarer^s  key  P 

This  natural  apprehension  ^ectually  qoick- 
eaed  their  rate  of  trarel,  and,  before  hazarding 
another  speculation  as  to  the  hospitable  capa- 
bilities of  Saint  Mary^s,  they  gained  the  tenni- 
natioii  of  the  valley,  from  whence  a  narrow 
defile  ascended  to  the  upland  glade  of  one  of 
those  vast  forest-tracts,  corering  at  that  time 
almost  all  the  southern  districts  of  Hampshire. 
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CHAPTER  III. 


«  Tell  Qi  your  fiction/*  said  one ;  "  for  whom  are  70a  ?  '* 
«  Tell  me  first/'  said  the  soldier,  "  for  whom  are  youf  the 
itrongest  party  should  speak  first." 
"  We  are  for  Ood  and  the  king/*  replied  the  odier. 
"  I  am  for  God  and  my  standard  I "  answered  the  sin^  rider. 

A  Legend  qfMomtroee, 

"  That  deimoe  thon  hast,  betake  thee  to  it.  Thy  intercep- 
tor, foil  of  despight,  bloody  as  the  hnnter,  hath  in  him  what 
pride,  strength,  skill  and  wrath  can  fomish  man  withal — sonl 
and  body  will  he  dirorce !  His  incensement  is  so  implacable 
that  satisfaction  can  be  none  bnt  by  pangs  of  death  and  se« 

pulchre!  '* 

J^effth  Night,  Act  III.  Sc.  4. 

Imhbdiatblt  upon  gaining  the  open  glade, 
our  traTellers  looked  upon  a  fair  and  busy 
scene.  At  some  distance,  on  the  one  hand,  a 
long  train  of  riders  appeared  winding  amongst 
the  huge  oaks  and  elms,  between  whose  mighty 
trunks  the  road  took  its  beautifully  sylvan 
direction.  Only  the  rear  of  the  party  was  in 
sight ;  but  the  power  and  consequence  of  its 
leader  were  suggested  by  the  yet  visible  num- 
bers, and  by  the  splendour  of  their  equipments 
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aiiilk(Mismgs,^V\c\i  glittered  ixi  tlie  noon-daj 
sun. 

A  little  to  t\ie  fight,  "but  xnoving  in  the 
same  generil  diTection,  &  eeocnd  band  rode 
onwvdmTery  gaVlant  array,  trnder  two  ban- 
ners bearmg  different  devices,  and  led  by  two 
knights,  who,  by  t\i«  sndden  issuing  of  Da 
Coci  from  the  defile,  were  placed  almost  side 
by  side  with  tbat  adventarer.  A  stronger 
contrast,  perhaps,  could  not  be  conceived  than 
was  exbibited  by  tbe  appearance  of  these  cava- 
lien  in  every  respect.  Tbe  oldest,  a  man  of 
at  least  fortj-iiTe,  tall,  square-built,  muscular 
and  athletic  in  figure,  and  of  a  stem  and 
gloomy  countenance,  was  (notwithstanding  the 
lapse  of  several  years)  immediately  recognised 
by  Sir  Alberic  as  the  potent  Hugh  bb  Mont- 
GOMEBT,  Earl  of  Shrewsbury  and  Arundel, 
and,  at  the  period  we  treat  of,  Loan  High 
Marshal  of  England,  the  third  office  of 
rank  and  power  in  a  feudal  kingdom.  A  bold 
and  successful  soldier,  he  had  forfeited  none 
of  the  advantages  bequeathed  him  by  his 
father,  Roger  de  Belesme,  who,  for  his  ser- 
vices at  Hastings,  and  as  a  kinsman  of  the 
Conqueror,  had  received  from  that  monarch 
almost  the  whole  of  Shropshire,  and  about 
roL.  I.  c 
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one  hundred  and  sixty  manors  in  other  parts 
of  the  realm,  together  with  the  title  of  Earl  of 
Shrew^ury,  on  his  subduing  Edric  Sylvaticus^ 
the  Saxon  noble  of  that  addition. 

The  superstitious  remorse  of  Earl  Roger  in 
his. declining  years,  reared  a  magnificent 
abbey  in  his  city  of  Shrewsbury,  and,  finally, 
drew  him  to  its  cloisters  in  fancied  expiation 
of-a  long  previous  life  of  violence  and  horror. 
Tl)e  earldom  and  the  marshalship  then  de- 
volved upon  his  second  son  Hugh,  in  whom,  it 
must  be. confessed,  the  ferocious  honours  of 
the  sire  found  no  unmeet  guardianship.  The 
hardy  Cambrians,  indeed,  from  whom  he 
wrung  Cardigan  and  the  greater  part  of 
Powis-land,  and  whom  he  and  his  brother 
Arnulph  are  said  to  have  "  torn  with  claws  of 
iron,"  had,  at  the  period  of  our  story's  com- 
mencement, taken  no  common  vengeance 
upcoi  these  and  other  of  their  Anglo-Norman 
oppressors. . 

In  vain  had  Rufus  given  the  royal  sanction 
to.  his. barons  to  hold  whatever  lands  they 
cojild  conquer  from  the  Welsh,  and  counte- 
nanced tlw  little  less  than  regal  authority  of 
the. first  lord  marchers,  who,  in  their  castle  of 
Cardiff,  k^t  their  chancery,  exchequer  and 
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crnirt  in  imitafion  of  an  aetaal  monarch,  ex- 
ercising "Jura  regalia'*  in  all  cases  except 
the  power  of  granting  pardon  for  treason.    In 
rain  had  these  powerful  barons  toiled  to  secure 
tbeir  conquests  by  the  erection  or  repair  of 
strong  castles  at  Bristol,  Gloucester,  Shrews- 
bttiy,  Chester,  &e.,  &c.,  as  a  chain  of  military 
posts  upon  the  frontier;  everywhere  the  un- 
broken spirit  of  the  mountaineers  rose  against 
the  usurpers.    Their  desperation  foiled  eren" 
the  energy  of  the  Red  King  himself,  and,  in 
fitct,  he  had  just  returned  in  discomfiture  to 
celebrate  the    great  Festival    of  Pentecost, 
which,  opportunely  demanding  his  presence 
in  Winchester,  took  something  from  the  appa- 
rent disgrace  of  the  retreat. 

The  tide  of  victory  then  rolled  with  un- 
broken force  upon  the  march-wardens,  who 
were  all  driven  with  great  slaughter  into 
England.  The  chieftains  of  North  Wales 
joining  the  sons  of  Cadwgan-ap-Bleddyn  (a 
prince  of  Powis)  carried  death  and  havoc 
before  them  over  the  English  frontier;  nor 
did  the  fury  of  the  torrent  subside  until  many 
a  powerful  fortress  had  fallen  into  their 
avenging  hands,  and,  amongst  others,  thie 
stnmg  hold    of  Earl    Hugh — Montgomery 

c2 
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Castle — of  which  the  garrison  was  put  to  the 
sword  without  remorse,  and  the  building  itself 
burned  to  ashes. 

After  such  humiliating  mishap,  well  might 
the  countenance  of  Hugh  Goch  (as  the  Welsh 
called  him  for  the  redness  of  his  hair)  look 
doubly  stem  and  gloomy  when  presented  to 
Sir  Alberic  as  we  have  stated. 

In  point  of  defensive  equipment,  this  for- 
midable warrior  exhibited,  probably,  the 
utmost  fulness  and  perfection  which  the  age 
had  attained.  For  this  reason,  and  because 
we  do  not  intend  in  subsequent  instances  to 
bestow  our  antiquarian  tediousness  upon  the 
reader,  as  to  mere  externals,  we  will  venture 
here  to  describe  pretty  minutely  Montgomery's 
appearance  in  the  eye  of  Du  Coci.  He  wore, 
then,  a  hauberk  of  trellised  mat/,  as  it  was 
termed,  the  first  seen  in  the  kingdom,  studded 
with  knobs  of  steel,  over  a  thickly-quilted 
gambeson,  and  between  these  a  plastron  or 
breastplate  of  hammered  iron.  The  hood  or 
head-piece  of  the  hauberk,  was  surmounted 
by  the  chapeUe  de  fer ;  a  wide  iron  conical 
cap,  without  a  nasal  or  defence  of  any  kind 
for  the  face ;  but  a  squire,  who  rode  behind, 
carried  upon  his  saddlebow  a  huge,  heavy^ 
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cylindrical  helmet,  having  a  face*gnard  of 
wrought  plate,  perforated  with  two  crosses 
for  the  eyes,  nostrils,  and  mouth,  and  which 
cumhrous  piece  of  protection  is  only  used  in 
the  shock  of  battle. 

Another  squire  bore  a  mighty  lance,  such  as 
few  hands  could  have  guided  in  au  encounter, 
the  stave  of  extraordinary  length,  and  the 
fluted  blade  upwards  of  a  foot  long,  and  at 
least  nine  inches  in  breadth.  In  his  own  grasp 
was  another,  somewhat  lighter,  having  a  gon* 
fanon  streaming  from  its  head.  A  massy 
heater  shield  hung  from  his  neck ;  and,  in  ad- 
dition to  the  usual  sword  and  poniard,  he 
wore,  at  the  left  saddle-bow,  another  of  the 
former  species  of  weapon,  long,  and  sharp 
pointed,  such  as  was  afterwards  called  Vepie 
a  Vestoc.  But,  besides  all  this,  even  the 
addition  of  a  heavy  mace  or  mallet  of  arms 
(an  iron  missile,  something  resembling  an  old- 
fashioned  chocolate  mill  in  shape)  was  not 
thought  sufficient  to  exclude  a  ponderous  bat- 
tle-axe, which  seemed  to  demand  the  arm  of 
a  giant  to  wield  it.  He  rode  a  huge  black 
charger,  the  gift  of  a  Flemish  knight,  in  whose 
country  the  breed  of  giant  coursers  was  then 
beyond  all  rivalry  the  finest.    The  powerful 
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animal  was  barjbed  from  head  to  crupper,  tliat 
is  to  sajy  armed  in  a  style  worthy  of  its  rider, 
for,  although  the  refinements  of  defensive 
skill  had  not  yet  generally  extended  to  horse 
as  well  as  man,  yet  did  the  bulky  steed  of  Earl 
Hugh  exhibit  some  rude  promise  of  that  tre- 
mendous panoply  under  which  the  steeds  of 
subsequent  caviiliers  rushed  upon  lance  and 
stake. 

Something  there  was  about  all  this  ostenta- 
tious fulness  of  equipment  scarcely  compatible 
.with  the  peaceful  entry  into  a  metropolis,  or 
the  well-known  bravery  of  the  person  display- 
ing it ;  a  quality  to  which,  however,,  none  had 
asserted  a  more  successful  claim,  although 
dimmed  by  the  fierce  vices  which  too  frequently 
tarnish  military  reputation. 

In  strong  contrast  to  the  Earl  of  Shrewsbury 
rode  Sib  Ilbbbt  db  Tumbbidob,  a  Baron  of 
.Pictou,  who  certainly,  far  more  than  his 
sombre  and  overloaded  companion,  resembled 
one  journeying — 

"  Where  threnfi  of  kniglito  and  beroni  bold, 
In  weeds  of  peace  h^h  trUmphs  hold.'' 

His  scarlet  riding  attire  was  of  the  finest 
luaterials  which  the  looms  of  Flanders  could 
supply,  lined  with  the  richest  sable,  and  as 
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eourtly  in  its  fashion   fts  the  greatest  stickler 
for  exterior  elegance  coald  desire.     The  cloak, 
dthongh  like  the    garment  imtnortalised  in 
Scottish   aongy    •*  in    longitnde    'twas    sorely 
Beanty "  and  fully    meriting  on  that  acconnt 
tbe  well-known  philippic  of  Charlemagne,  was 
yet  of  no  more  than  strictly  fashionable  brevity. 
A  bonnet,  or  cap  of  cloth  of  gold,  with  three 
keron's  plumes  secured  in  front,  sat  lightly  on 
a  well-formed  head,  from  which  hung  a  'profn- 
sbn  of  dark  curls,  then  as  much  the  abomina- 
tion of  the  severer  clergy  as  in  the  d^  of  "a 
latter  and  worse  monarch,  when  the 'precise 
Prynne  anathematized  that  very  fashion  from 
the  pulpit.     The  rich  tunic  of  this  tasteful  and 
rec.WcA^  wearer  was  fastened  at  the  waist  by 
a  silken  baldric,  supporting  a  light  sword  and 
poniard,  both  hilts  richly  inlaid ;  but,  except- 
ing these  costly  weapons,  the  gay  cavalier  was 
altogether  unarmed. 

We  will  further  venture  to  particularize  tvtt 
characteristic  appendages  of  Sir  Ilbert*s  gay 
exterior :  First,  a  richly  embroidered  hawking- 
glove,  worn  upon  the  left  hand,  and  upon  which 
he  carried  a  favourite  Norway  falcon  of  great 
value,  such  as,  in  the  sportsman's  phrase,  would 
have  *^  stooped  at  a  ciane,"  and  was  then  thoagbt 
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no  insignificaDt  present  even  to  a  monarch. 
Secondly,  the  knighfs  boots  of  courtly  maro- 
quinCy  the  peaked  ends  of  which  were  fantas- 
tically curled  upwards  to  a  preposterous  length, 
and  the  extremities  attached  by  chains  of  silver 
to  the  knees.  A  monstrous  fashion,  against 
which,  as  well  as  the  ^^  unloveliness  of  love- 
locks,*' the  thunders  of  the  church  were 
vainly  directed.  They  continued,  indeed,  in 
defiance  of  spiritual  fulminations,  to  be  so  long 
admired  by  all  high-bred  gallants,  that  we  are 
told  of  the  Austrian  cavalry  before  the  battle 
of  Sempach, 

"  Tht  pedti  they  hewed  from  thar  boot-points 
Might  almost  load  a  wain  I" 

Upon  the  whole,  the  Knight  of  Pictou  dis- 
played as  much  of  the  softer  vanities  of  this 
life  as  did  the  Earl  of  Shrewsbury  of  the  more 
fierce  and  active.  There  was  at  least  as  much 
of  the  luxurious  and  effeminate  as  could  be 
well  counterbalanced  by  fair  horsemanship, 
a  goodly  figure,  and  manly  features,  especially 
as  the  latter,  in  their  general  expression,  might 
have  suggested  to  a  keen  observer  a  light  and 
sanguine  spirit,  impatient  of  reproof,  tenacious 
of  petty  regards,  and  easily  susceptible  of  irrita- 
tion.    Something,  too,  might  have  been  dis- 
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as 


ceroed  of  vaciWation  and  irresolution ;  the 
wandering  and  the  perplexity  of  a  proud  weak 
mind,  jealous  of  the  opinions  and  respect  of 
others,  but  incompetent  to  influence  or  com- 
mand  them. 

Behind  these  powerful  nobles  rode  several 
knights  of  lesser  name  and  fame,  yet  all  gal- 
bintly  arrayed  and  attended  more  or  less  by 
their  men-at-arms,  archers,  squires,  varlets, 
and  grooms.  The  great  body  of  the  cavalcade, 
however,  was  made  up  of  the  immediate  house- 
hold and  retainers  of  Earl  Hugh  and  De  Tun- 
bridge. 

No  sooner  had  the  quick  eye  of  Montgomery 
caught  a  glance  of  Du  Coci  than  he  exclaimed 
(in  no  silver  tones) — 

"  Diablezot !  Sir  Knight !  methinks  I  have 
seen  that  head  of  thine  ere  now  upon  the  shoul- 
ders of  Alberic  du  Coci?" 

"  Now  the  Lord  preserve  it  there ! "  an- 
swered the  gallant,  **  it  were  ill  parting  with 
so  old  a  friend,  and  I  trust  the  rather  to  have 
met  one  in  the  noble  Montgomery,  who,  per- 
chance, will  not  hold  that  if  a  good  hand  be 
once  stricken  down,  it  should,  therefore,  never 
lift  up  finger  again  .'^ 
"  By  our  Lady,  no!**  said  the  rough  soldier, 

c3 
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''  if  the  mishap  chanced  not  from  craven-heart, 
I  would  rather  put  fresh  steel  in  its  gripe. 
But  where  hast  thou  been  serving  thy  master, 
Satan,  this  many  a  day  ?  " 

**  Nay,"  replied  the  adventurer,  **  I  have 
fought  under  his  banner  as  sparingly  as  a  poor 
gentleman  might,  seeing  that,  in  point  of 
worldly  guerdon,  the  ibul-fiend  hath  ever  a 
more  open  hand  than  our  Lady  and  the  saints  ; 
nevertheless,  in  n^ore  counjtries  than  pne,  I 
have  been  fain  to  serve  Heaven  so  as  not  tor 
offend  St.  Nicholas.^ 

**  And  where  last,  I  pray  you  ?^  queried 
Montgomery. 

"  In  the  land  of  the  vine.  Sir  Earl ;  in  merry 
France,  where  a  man  may  prick  his  courser 
from  cock-crow  to  sun-down,  through  vine- 
yard and  orchard,  instead  of  such  a  howling 
wilderness,  such  a  thirsty  desert  of  oak  and 
beech-wood  as  this/' 

"  Gramercy,  sir  traveller,"  said  the  Earl, 
*^  what  dost  thou  then  in  this  poor  realm  of 
England  ?  ^ 

**  Marry,  I  ri^e  upon  its  fr^  turf,  and  feed 
upon  its  free  air,  for  lack  of  hf^tter  employ  and 
more  solid  repast.  But,  by  the  heard  of  Pen* 
dragon,  I  would  that  I  (^iniplc  as  I  ri^e  ^ere> 


36 

bad  been  King  of  France  for  a  brief  space  in 
liea  of  Phtlip  the  Fat,  ^hen  oar  own  hot- 
browed  William  the  Red,  Btrore  to  pluck  off 
DnkeKobert's  crown  ;  and  thoa,  Montgomery, 
and  the  constable  I>e  Miles,  and  I  wot  not 
wbo  else  of  your  island-chivalry,  gave  yoar 
spread  banners  to  the  gales  of  Normandy!'" 

"And  wl&at  tken^  sir  knight?'*  said  De 
Tnnbndge,  with  a  jealons  hangbtiness,  for  he 
aUo  had  been  amongst  the  number  of  those 
irho  backed  the  Red  King  in  his  recent  nnjnst 
aggression  upon  his  brother  Robert,  when  the 
alliance  of  France  with  the  latter  was  bought 
off  by  the  splendid  bribes  of  RuFus.  To  iMt 
Da  Coci  alluded,  when  he  replied — 

**  TheHj  had  I  known  whether  it  be  fairer  to 
be  thrust  out  of  the  saddle  with  steel  or  gold. 
And,  moreover,  the  rust  of  emptiness  had  been 
scoured  out  of  my  coffers,  which,  I  think,  are 
like  to  be  eaten  through  with  it,  unless  it  please 
Heaven  to  replenish  them  by  mercy  especial ! 
Under  the  glutton  Philip,  a  man  of  action  may 
fritter  his  body  away^  flesh  and  fell,  without  so 
much  recompense  as  an  acre  of  barren  earth, 
with  as  many  stones  as  would  build  up  a  black 
prison  of  a  tower  to  starve  his  lean-jawed  vas- 
sals in !  and  call  it  a  castle^  good  lack  1    By 
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our  Lady !  when  it  was  bruited  that  Duke  Ro* 
bert  was  like  to  lose  the  fairest  feather  of  his 
wing,  /  bethought  me  of  striking  a  good  blow 
in  his  cause ;  but,  beshrew  ye  all — French^ 
Norman,  and  English,  I  had  scarce  ridden 
within  lance-length  of  the  frontiers,  when  ye 
must  needs  dance  to  the  drowsy  pipe  of  fal 
Madame  Peace !  Away  went  William  the 
Red,  and  the  rest  of  ye,  to  lay  load  upon  the 
Welch  kernes ;  he  of  the  short  hose,  I  mean 
Duke  Robert,  to  his  fair  leman  of  AlenQon  ; 
PhiKp,  the  huge-bellied,  hiccupping  back  to 
his  gormandize,  with  unbuckled  mail ;  and 
I,  Alberic  du  Coci,  to  call  in  levies  with  a 
light  hand  for  my  own  peculiar^  amongst  fat- 
brained  burgesses  and  scoundrelly  jack-pea- 
sants ! '' 

'*!  tell  thee,  Du  Coci,""  said  Hugh  Goeh, 
''  that  these  Welch  kernes,  as  thou  callest 
them,  have  done  right  fairly  for  King  Philip*8 
exchequer,  and  for  Duke  Robert's  cities  and 
castles ;  but,  by  Heaven  and  our  Lady !  they 
have  done  marvellously  ill  for  William  of 
England  and  bis  peers !  as  thou  migbtst  have 
known  to  thy  cost  (as  well  as  others^  if  thou 
hadst  not  preferred  marauding  amongst  French 
clowns  and  Flemish  pedlars,  to  jeoparding  that 
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fair  body  of  thine  with  us  upon  the  mouDtains 
of  Western  Britain." 

"  Make  me  constable  of  thy  castle  of  Mont- 
gomery, noble  Hugh,**  cried  the  adventurer, 
^*  and  I  will  hold  it  for  thee  against  all  Powig- 
landl  there  shall  not  come  the  twang  of  a 
Welsh  bow,  nor  the  glimmer  of  a  Welsh  glaire 
within  a  fair  league  of  its  battlements ! " 

^'  Seek  thy  constableship  amongst  blackened 

tshes  and  smoking  min ! "  said  the  earl,  with 

a  dark  look.   *'  Montgomery  Castle  hath  gone 

to  the  four  winds  of  heaven  in  whirling  flame 

— God's  corse  be  apon  their  heads  that  fired 

it !    Better  or  braver  wilt  thou  never  be,  Du 

Coci,  than  Reginald  Fitzwalter,  who  was  my 

seneschal  in  that  goodly  hold,  and  had  as  stout 

a  garrison  at  his  beck  as  ever  plied  cross-bow 

and  mangonel  upon  a  besieging  host  I    Yet, 

hath  he  fallen  beneath  the  blazing  ruins  of  his 

Keep,  and  there  escaped  not  one  of  his  band  to 

say,  ^Thus  fell  Fitzwalter  and  Montgomery !' " 

"  Now,  by  St.  George ! "  exclaimed  Sir  Al- 

beric,  "  that  was  indeed  an  evil  hap !  and  a 

deadly  reward  do  ye  owe  the  workers  thereof 

when  time  shall  serve!" 

"  If  I  repay  it  not,  be  the  blood  of  Regi^ 
nald  Fitzwalter  upon  me!"  said  Earl  Hugh. 
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"  Meanwhile,  not  with  me  alone  rests  the 
shame  of  unavenged  repulse;  others  are  as 
deep  in  the  red  debt  as  I — ^my  brot  her  Amulph 
of  Pembroke — stout  Bernard  Newmarch  of 
Brecknock— yon  misproud  Earl  of  Chester — 
the  sleek  Hugo  d'Abrinces,  who  rides  so  sul« 
lenly  before  us  there.  These,  and  other  of 
the  marchers,  have  all  their  portion  in  the  hot 
labour  of  vengeance." 

**  Which  the  blessed  saints  hasten,  say  I ! " 
cried  the  knight  of  the  broken  lance.  "  But 
I  marvel  that  King  William  kept  not  his  oath 
as  touching  these  cat-a-mountain  Welsh;  it 
was  told  me  by  one  of  Anjou,  that  he  had  sworn 
by  St.  Luke's  &ce  never  to  turn  his  charger's 
head  eastward,  till  he  had  ground  them  as 
Were  betwixt  the  upper  and  nether  millstone." 

"  Marry,  sir,"  said  Montgomery,  "  it  was 
a  foolish  selling  of  the  wolf  before  the  chase 
began.  But  thus  did  his  father,  the  conquer* 
ing  Bastard.  I  remember  me  when  the  stoat 
men  of  Dol  dropt  their  portcullis  in  his  teeth, 
how  he  swore,  by  the  splendour  of  God,  never 
to  pass  from  beneath  their  towers,  until  his 
banner  floated  above  them  ;  and  yet,  ere  the 
world  was  a  day  older,  up  came  the  lances  of 
Bretagne  to  the  rescue,  and  many  a  fair  mile 
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did  William  put  betiiv^L&t  }xis^  charger's  hoo&  and 

tk  gates  of  Dol !     Tueh  ,  tush— 'tis  an  ill  habit 

fwearing  b;  saints  and  martyrs,  to  break  this 

and  to  bend  tbat,  when,  God  wot,  the  stoatest 

arm  that  ever  wielded  a  hattle-aze  may  be  cleft 

off,  by  the  fthioulder  hlade,  ere  it  strikes  another 

blow.  And  yet" — continued  the  grim  speaker, 

▼ith  a  alight  ch^mge  of  voice,  '*  yet  can  I  tell 

ofaa  oath  tbat,  if  matters  tarn  not  out  the 

/airer,  may  have  an  ill  import  for  thee^  Alberie 

duCocil" 

**  Aye,  marry  I"  said  be  of  the  broken  lance, 
"  and  what  may  that  be,  1  pray  you  ?*' 

**  It  was  sworn,"  replied  Montgomery,  ''as 
I  have  beard,  upon  St.  Cutbbert's  altar-stone, 
at  Durham  ;  and,  if  thou  wilt  send  thy  wits  so 
iar  northward,  I  warrant  they  will  bring  thee 
hairk  a  shrewd  guess,  tfy  whamf* 

*'  Never  an  ill  shaft  from  thence,*'  exclaimed 

DuCk>ci,  '*  rapped  upon  my  mail,  but  there  was 

one  the  less  in  the  quiver  of  De  Mowbray — ha?" 

"Well,  look   to  it,  sir  knight,"  rejoined 

Earl  Hugh — "  be  is  Earl  of  Northumberland, 

and  hath  fearful  potency.    A  king  and  a  king's 

son  bath  he  stricken  down,  at  the  bead  of  their 

armed  thousands,  since  thoa  and  he  tilted  at 

Oloncester.      Malcolm  of  Scotland,  and  his 
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fair  son  have  bloody  graves  in  De  Mowbray's 
earldom.  Have  a  care,  good  Alberic !  He 
hates  thee  with  a  deadly  hate,  and  hath  the 
long  arm  of  power,  which  may  reach  from 
Bamborough  to  Winchester,  and  strike  thy 
head  from  its  prop,  an'  if  thou  keep  it  not  the 
more  heedfuUy." 

"  At  least,"  replied  the  leader  of  free  lances, 
"  it  shall  not  be  pvffed  off  my  shoulders  with 
big  words,  were  they  sworn  upon  the  holiest 
rood  in  Britain,  and  by  the  best  lips  moreover 
that  breathe  within  its  four  seas !  Speak  out. 
Sir  Earl!  What  hath  Robert  de  Mowbray 
sworn  in  the  fair  aisles  of  Durham,  as  ye  have 
heard  r 

"  Marry,"  replied  the  marshal,  with  some- 
thing of  a  malicious  smile  upon  his  grizly  fea- 
tures— *'  I  think  it  ran  thus,  that  if  Alberic 
du  Coci  should  ever  more  plant  foot  on  English 
turf,  by  holy  Cuthbert  and  St.  Oswyn,  Earl 
Robert  would  so  deal  with  him  that,  verily, 
t^ere  shpuld  be  a  death-mass  sung  for  his  soul 
;  n  seven  weeks*  space .  Be  advised ,  Sir  Alberic ! 
Look  to  it — look  to  it  well !  It  is  ill  sailing  in 
the  teeth  of  the  storm  ;  how  thinkest  thou,  De 
Tunbridge  f 

There  was  a  momentary  interchange  of  sig- 
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''lTa\3,m\g\i\  I  «ydv\se,  the  good  koiglft  will 
spe^iiy  put  tW  deep  seas  l>et^reeii  him  and 
Earl  KoWl*'' 
"  Aye,'*  rejomed   Montgomeiy,    "  or  take 

sanctuary  awbWe  peTcYiancc " 

" Or  pray  ILing  William  for  his  especial 


protection** — added  X>e  Tanbridge. 

**  Or  send  snch  bamble  greeting  northward/' 
(continued  the  Earl)  ^^  as  may  beget  mercy  in 
the  breast  of  the  great  man.  Oh,  sir !  it  were 
a  periloos  world  and  a  brief  to  offend  Earl 
Robert !  He  is  no  suckling  to  cope  withal  I 
warrant  you  !" 

The  object  of  all  this  ill-omened  mockery  of 
admonition  suddenly  checked  his  courser — drew 
himself  erect  in  the  saddle,  and,  with  clear  ex- 
panded brow,  and  such  a  glance  of  his  dark 
eye  as  betokened  scorn,  even  to  laughter,  of 
the  implied  perils,  exclaimed, — 

*^  Look  ye,  my  masters !  Hugh,  Earl  of 
Shrewsbury,  and  thou.  Sir  Knight  of  the  Fal- 
con, I  am  come  to  this  fair  land  when,  belike, 
tbe  harTest  of  plunder  is  ^ell-nigh  gathered 
io ;  but,  by  St.  George !   did  a  thousand  De 
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Mowbrays,  with  the  great  arch-fiend  at  their 
head,  seek  to  gainsay  me,  I  woald  thrust  in  my 
sickle !  Tut,  noble  sirs !  ye  have  flown  -your 
hawks  at  the  wrong  quarry  !  In  seven  weeks 
space  I  will  stand  in  iairer  plight  than  ever,  or 
ye  shall  have  good  leave  to  shoot  me  dead 
with  wit-shafts!  Meanwhile,  on  ride  I  to 
court ;  and,  for  Earl  Robert,  if  he  be  yet 
minded  to .  grasp  my  throat  rather  than  m j 
hand,  this  do!  say,  and  frankly,  I  will  meet 
him  as  a  good  knight  and  true,  whensoever 
and  ivheresoever  be  listeth ;  for  the  love  of  his 
lady  to  joust  three  courses  with  spear —three 
strokes  with  brand,  three  with  dagger,  and 
three  with  battle-axe.  What !  hath  he  nurst 
a  seven  years'  mood  for  a  few  wild  words 
banded  over  the  wine^cup,  and  which  were  well 
nigh  being  wadrod  out  in  my  heart's-blood  at 
Gloucester  ?  " 

"  Ye  say  well.  Sir  Knight,'*  answered  Mont- 
gomery— "  yet«re  *  vUUdn  and  *  traitor'  dark 
names  to  thrust  in  a  proud  man's  teeth." 

"  Had  I  called  him  such  twice  and  ogain," 
resumed  Du  Coci,  *'  what  less  did  he  approve 
himself  within  brief  space  after,  when  he,  and 
that  good  man    of  reverence,    his  kinsman 
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Geoffrey,  the  rough-banded  Bishop,  who  loMfd 
the  brown-bill  better  than  the  crosier,  gave 
Bath  and  Berkeley  Castle  to.  fire  and  sword  ? 
What  call  ye  rebellion  I  trow?  and  whom  cflU 
ye  traitor  ?  Marry,  they  had;dQne.as  much  for 
Ilchester,  had  not  its  Constable,  the  atqut  De 
Waleric,  been  of  a  right  soldier's  metlle.'— 
And,  well  remembered,  how  fares,  it  willi  that 
brave  knight?" 

"  I  think,''  answered  De  Tunbri4ge,  *'ibe 
is  seneschal  of  the  fair  <$astle  built  upon  Tyne, 
at  Monkehester,  by  Duke  Bobert-^-Hnem  .now 
call  it  the  New  Castle." 

''  So,"  replied  Du  Coei, ''  then  hath  A&  hot 
.Earl  of  Northumberland  a  &ir  neighbour — 
and  I  would  bly  thely  know  what  love  and  cour- 
tesy rest  between  them ;  yet  more  blytbely, 
what  between  Robert  de  Mowbray  and.^^, 
noble  Montgomery,  and  other  of  .the  true 
hearts  I  may  chance  to  encounter  at  Win- 
chester I " 

This  home  question  induced  another  ex- 
change of  intelligent  looks  between  the  Earl 
Marshal  and  his  friend ;  ^nd  it  was  not«without 
hesitation  that  the  former  replied, — 

**  We  will  discuss  this  when  thou  bast  over- 
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lived  the  seven  weeks'  grace  of  De  Mowbray's 
oath.  But  where,"  he  added,  "where  be  thy 
followers,  Du  Coci  i  what  power  hast  thou  at 
thy  back  in  this  evil  day  ?  ha  !*^ 

"  That  also,  lord  Marshal,  we  will  discuss 
when  time  serves ;  meanwhile,  here  is  my 
squire  of  the  body,  who  I  think  hath  devoured 
all  his  fellows,  man,  horse,  and  armour;  for  by 
St.  Francis !  I  know  no  better  tale  to  tell  of  the 
villanous  herd." 

"  A  fair  troop  have  they  been  ! "  said  De 
Tunbridge  scornfully,  "  the  good  knight  hath 

no  better  terms  for  them  than  such  as  the 

« 

Saxon  boor  flings  to  his  swine." 

"  And  yet,"  said  Montgomery,  looking  £](- 
ediy  at  our  friend  Nicholas,  **  if  this  varlet*s 
mazzard  telleth  a  true  tale,  he  were  scarce 
fitted  for  a  devourer  of  pork  !  Mass !  he 
hath  the  proper  visage  of  an  unbelieving 
caitiff!" 

"  Well,"  said  Du  Coci,  "  Satan  hath  been 
unhorsed  there  I  promise  you,  and  Mother 
Church  shall  acknowledge  her  own,  if  the 
good  Prior  of  St.  Mary's  be  notlapp'd  in  lead. 
What  ho !  De  I'Ep^e  !  make  thine  obeisance 
to  the  Lord  High  Marshal,  and  to  this  good 


knigbt,  whom  1  yet  know  not.  Ajid  now,  if 
TOD  be  indeed  the  Earl  of  Obester,  who  rides 
before  ug,  iway  upon  the  spur,  commend  me 
to  the  noble Hngo  as  fairly  as  thou  mayst  with 
thit  glib  tongue  of  thine  ;  and  desire  of  his 
nobleness,  when  and  where  it  lists  him  to  re- 
ceiTecertun  greetings  whereof  I  am  the  nn- 
wcmhj  bearer  from  France  and  Normandy! 
Away!" 
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CHAPTER  IV. 


*'  Era  thou  of  thy  mother  oameit, 
For  thee  was  a  mould  shapen-*- 
For  thee  was  a  house  built, — 
Unhigfa  and  low. 
(When  thou  art  in  it) 
The  heel-ways  and  side-ways, 
Unhigh  and  low  I 
Full  nigh  thy  breast 
Is  the  roof  built  I 
Loathly  is  that  earth-house 
And  damp  and  dark, 
And  cold  and  doorless, 
Grim  is  it  to  dwell  in  1 
Nerer  shall  friend  ask  thee 
How  that  house  liketh  thee, 
There  shall  worms  dwell  with  thee, 
There  art  thou  laid  silent. 
And  Death  keepeth  the  key  1 " 

The  Exeter  Manuteript, 


Hugh  Lupus,  or  Hughe  le  Loupe,  or 
Hugh  d'Abrinces,  or  Hugh  d'Avranches,  for 
by  all  these  appellations  was  the  nobleman 
distinguished  to  whom  Nicholas  de  I'Ep^e  now 
rode  as  envoy,  stood,  both  by  rank  and  pos- 
sessions, in  the  foremost  grade  of  Anglo- Nor- 
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27W  aristocracy.     A  neAT  Telative,  as  welia« 
iK?fld  of  the  Conqueror,  lie  "had.  received  from 
t\]iat\\\)eTa\inoii&Tck  tlie  earldom   of  Chester, 
^th  such  unwcmted  authority  anitexed  as  ren- 
dei^  the  possessor  little   less   than  an  inde- 
pendent pnnee.    Hugh  le  LiOupe-,  in  fact,  was 
the  first  noble  ttfter  the  Conqaest  in  whom  was 
Tested  the  extraordinary   powers  of  an  Earl 
PaUtme,  being  permitted,  as  we  now  state  for 
the  benefit  of  all  the  wonld-be-leamed  in  sach 
matters,  to  bold  his  territories  '*  tam  liber^ 
ad  gladiam  sieut  ipse  Rex  tenebat  Angliam 
ad  eoronam.*^     Yet  farther  be  it  known,  that 
the  offiee  of  sword-bearer  at  the  coronation 
was  also  held  by  tbe  weapon  with  which  Earl 
Hugo  (we  latinize  for  distinction)  was  inrested 
with  the  above  dignity.* 

l4Kiking  with  an  evil  eye  upon  his  ru^ed 
neighboarsof  Cambria,  Hugo  speedily  carried 
his  banner  with  the  wolFs  head  over  the  rirer 
Dee,  which,  at  the  extremity  of  OSa^s  dyke, 

*We  believe  that  this  Teiy  identical  weapon,  inscribed' 
"  Btfo  Qfma  Cetirae,"  is  still  preierred  in  the  British  Mn- 
;  the  evAnm  -or  the  seeptical  Biiist 
*'  Go  seek  it  these  and  see  9 
Ours  is  a  tale  of  the  Red  King, 
And  not  a  history'^'^-of  antiques. 
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formed  the  northern  limits  of  the  Welsh  ter- 
ritory. 

Norman  valour  and  discipline  soon  added 
Flint  to  the  Palatinate,  and  the  Earl  calling 
out  of  Normandy  divers  of  his  ancient  friends, 
**  kith  and  kin/'  began  to  exert  his  royal  pre- 
rogative by  the  formation  of  a  parliament,  or 
council  of  state.  He  created  eight  barons,  who 
were  to  uphold  his  dignity  by  payment  oF 
homage,  and  attendance  on  his  great  court  at 
Chester  Castle ;  and  in  time  of  war  with  Walea, 
to  find,  for  every  knight's  fee,  a  horse  with 
caparison  and  furniture,  or  ttoo  without  those 
additions,  and  to  defend  their  lands  with  their 
own  bodies  in  corselet  and  habergeon.  That 
these  peers  of  a  petty  sovereignty  were  "  pretty 
fellows  in  their  day,"  as  the  old  comedy  says 
of  Hannibal,  may  be  estimated  from  the  fact 
that  each  was  attended  by  four  esquires,  each 
esquire  by  one  gentleman,  and  each  gentle- 
man  by  one  valet ;  to  say  nothing  of  each  Ba- 
ron possessing  a  power  of  life  and  death  in 
his  own  court. 

Rank,  such  as  we  have  described,  and 
wealth,  such  as  we  attempt  not  to  describe, 
operating  upon  the  good  and  ill  of  a  proud 


mind,  and  in  Tmef^xxtX  dispositioxi  ,  li  ad  rendered 

HogoAe-liHip,  ot  iW  the  nobles   in    England, 

/^Huips,  the  most  profuse  and  tlie  most  diV 

contented;  t\&e  rnoAt  ^^^rerfnl  and   the  most 

irresolute.    As  to  Vis  profusion,  the  Humes 

snd  Lmgards  of  those  days  inform  U8  that  he 

earned  Vith  him  *•  rather  an   army  than  a 

fitmily,'* — despised  the  sordid  precautions  of 

receipts  and   dishnraen^nts — IsTished    away 

whole  estates,  and  (quoth  one  of  the  clerkly) 

^  had  greater  fondness  for  huntsmen  and  fill* 

eoners  than  for  holy  men  or  tillers  of  the  soil.*^ 

It  was  a  natural  consequence  of  all  this  that 

certain  ungracious  periods  occasionally  arrived 

when 

** Uerdry  and  mirth 


At  least  when  the  magnificent  banquets  of 
Chester  castle  were  scarcely  furnished  forth 
with  customary  fteility.     The  phantom  which 
^  Cometh  as  an  armed  man,*^  haunted  the  Earl 
of  Chester  in  his  huge  halls  and  galleries, 
along  which  he  paced  in  his  desperation,  swear- 
ing  by  erefy  saint,    Norman,   Saxon,    and 
Welsh,  fretting,  lotrigoing,  and,  more  than 
once,  rebeUiog.     Fetr    men,  however,  were 
fcss  fitted  to  phy  the   part  of  a  rebel.    He 
rot.  L  i> 
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wanted,  not  the  personal  bravery,  but  tbe 
mental  firmness,  the  concentration,  and  the 
self-possession,  necessary  to  the  political  fisher 
of  troubled  waters.    He  drifted  from  a  pur- 
pose on  the  current  of  his  own  passions,  or  was 
lightly  warped  from  it  by  the  address  of  more 
artful  colleagues.    Capricious,  in  short,  and 
way  ward,but  irresolute;  timid  of  circumstances 
though  not  of  persons ;  a  warm  friend,but  liable 
to  umbrage  up«i  trivial  grounds;  a  bitter 
enemy,  but  readily  conciliated  by  either  the 
reality  or  the  appearance  of  submission,— is  it 
necessary  to  say  more  for  the  reader's  appre- 
ciation of  Hugo,  Earl  of  Chester  ?    We  think 
not,  and,  before  resuming  our  narration,  shall 
merely  state  that  he  was  pursuing  his  way  to 
Winchester  with  his  feir  niece,  Matilda  de 
Aquila,  a  young  but  haughty  and  ambitious 
beauty,  whose  natural  loftiness  of  pretension 
was  increased  by  long  exclusive  residence  in 
her  kinsman's  capital,  as  it  might  be  termed, 
where  indeed  she  was  approached  with  such 
homage  and  adulation  as  men  ordinarily  pay 

to  sovereigns. 

The  road  pursued  by  all  the  personages 
hitherto  introduced  in  our  drama,  partook  of 
the  usual  variety  of  foreat-tracte,  now  expand- 
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iig  isto  wide  vnd  beiKatiCiil  glades,  of  iwluefa 
tk  Iredi  turf  pieBe&ted  a  gnieful  footing  to 
tk  hones,  aod  now  Barrawiikg  into  leafy  de- 
files, wUeh  Beoesauily  drew  out  the  cayalcade 
into  Ikde  loore  tiiaa  Jndiam/Ufi.  Such  espe- 
eiallf  was  the  case  at  tbe  uiovient  wben 
Nkholaa  de  UEpee  joiued  tbe  rear  of  Earl 
Hago'slwid.  Their  palk  fell  suddenly  into 
tbe  hoUow  of  a  water-course,  cuiabered  with 
ftones,  fragments  of  roots  and  tjraaks  and 
brasdiea,  and  fidlen  portionB  of  sod  and  day, 
the  whole  betokening  the  ravages  of  a  torrent 
emhaasied  bj  its  own  violence.  Upon  this  an- 
finronrable  ground,  (hastily  and  weakly  chosen 
by  the  Earl  to  avoid  closer  fiellowsbtp  with  the 
Mardial  and  De  Tonbridge,  who  kept  the 
0|Mn  glade)  two  horsemen  eould  not  ride 
abreast ;  and  it  seemed  as  if  some  time  had 
elapsed  Mnee  other  than  foot  travellers  had 
att»apted  it,  for,  at  little  more  than  the  height 
of  a  tall  man,  the  branches  of  many  yonng 
trees,  meeting  from  either  side,  were  tangled 
and  interknitted  so  closely  as  almost  to  forbid 
further  progress  to  an  eqnestrian.  Upon  the 
right  wss  a  high  and  precipitous  bank,  every- 
wbere  thickly  clothed  with  a  wilderness  of  ash, 
beech,  thorD,  bollyy  and  copsewood,  while  the 

p  2 
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left  presented  a  lower  but  scarcely  less  imper- 
vious wall  of  verdure,  the  spaces  between  the 
huge  old  trunks  of  oak,  and  beech,  and  elm, 
being  toickeredt  if  we  may  so  speak,  with  sap* 
lings,  and  dwarf-shoots,  and  underwood. 

The  riders  were  at  length  compelled  ta 
alight,  and  lead  their  coursers  through  a  chance 
gi^  in  this  ^^  close  inter tejstuf  e  of  innumerous 
boughs/'  It  gave  egress  to  a  gentle  and  un- 
encumbered declivity  of  sward^  at  whose  base 
again  arose  the  massy  children  of  the  forest, 
and  again  wandered  a  calm  clear  stream. 

The  Lady  Matilda  had  already  made  Iter 
escape  from  the  broken  water-course,  and 
Lupus  himself  was  about  to  follow,  when,  in 
despite  of  all  obstacles,  stock,  stone,  branch 
and  root,  up  rode  Nicholas  de  L'Epee,  and 
with  his  own  peculiar  grace  plunged  at  once 
into  his  embassy.  Its  reception  on  the  part 
of  the  Earl  was  that  of  mixed  surprise  and 
displeasure. 

''  Du  Coci!"  he  exclaimed,  ^^Alberic  du 
Coci  ?  Saint  Orimbold  I  methought  that  gal- 
lant was  under  the  tarf  this  many  a  day  i" 

And  he  looked  upon  those  near  him  with  a 
confession  of  perplexity  in  his  glance  as  to  the 
reception  of  this  unexpected  parvenu.     One 
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from  the  rear  of  the  party  now  whispered  him 
from  whose  band  the  messenger  had  been 
Ken  to  issue ;  upon  ^which,  tnrning  with  double 
eoMness  to  tbe  unahashed  envoy,  he  said — 

"  Commend  me  to  thy  lord.  Sir  Varlet,  and 

Ud  him  await  our  leisure  and  repose  in  Win* 

Chester.     It  boots  not  to  name  a  chamber  of 

aadienee,  until  it  be  seen  whether  our  good 

Lord  Marshal  purvey  the  &irer  lodging  for 

Hugh  Lupus  or  Alberie   da  Coci.*      Belike 

thy  master  hath  mustered  his  array  beneath 

the  banner  of  Montgomery,  ha !  or  hath  the 

feather-brained  De  Tunbridge  couneilled  him 

upon  this  wise  venture  of  a  second  court^quest 

in  England?" 

"  My  master.  Sir  Earl,**  replied  Nicholas,  in 
a  tone  which  smacked  still  stronger  of  his 
ordinary  easy  impudence,  "  cares  not  a  shaft's 
point  for  the  best  banner  that  flutters  in 
English  breeze !  That  is/'  (he  added,  qualify* 
ing a  little),  ''he  oweth  no  fealty,  save  to  Ood 
and  bis  own  pennon.  For  the  knights  at 
whose  bridle-rein  I  have  left  him ;  and,  also, 
toaching  what  your  nobleness  has  pleased  to 
call  *  a  wise  venture' " 

*  Allotment  of  quarter  was  one  of  the  rights  of  the  Earl 
ManhaL 
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"Stint  in  thy  shatter,  and  begone P*  ex- 
claimed Hago  Lnpns— -"  the  knave  hath  the 
tongne  of  a  jestonr  at  St.  Giles'  ftkir,  and  the 
Tisage  of  an  tmbeKeving  Jew !  dost  thou  not 
hear  ?  why,  what  sees  the  fool  in  the  coppice^ 
that  he  stares  into  it  as  though  green  leaves 
were  a  marvel  V* 

"  Look  to  thyself,  Sir  Earl  V*  suddenly 
shouted  De  L*Epee;  "here  be  archers  of 
King  Satan!'*  and,  drawing  his  weapon,  be 
sprang  into  the  thicket  on  the  right,  with  the 
agility  of  a  cat,  struggling  ftirioasly  to  force  a 
passage  to  whatever  ground  lay  beyond.  At 
the  same  instant  an  arrow  was  discharged  from 
amidst  the  coppice,  and  but  for  an  instanta- 
neons  turn  of  the  head  in  the  confusion  of 
De  L'Epee's  outcry,  that  Bioment  had  been 
the  last  of  Hugo,  Earl  of  Chester;  for  the 
cloth-yard  shaft,  which  glanced  from  the  side 
of  the  well-tempered  headpiece,  had  otherwise 
found  entrance  in  front,  and  flilly  accomplished 
the  purpose  of  the  shooter. 

There  was  a  general  shout  of  indignation, 
and  every  one  toiled  to  break  through  the 
woody  fence  beyond  or  amidst  which  the 
assassin  bad  taken  aim.  This,  although  no 
easy  task,  was  accomplished  by  several,  but 
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iheE&rU  whose  corpaleiicy  was  sncli  tbat  the 

Welsb  called  him  Hugo  Vra*  (Hogo  the  fat), 

WIS  &in  to  seek  more  legitimate  accem,  and 

Tode  out  hy  the  broody  poatern  before  men* 

tioned. 

In  a  more  open  glade,  not  reached  without 

toil  and  thne,  he  was  at  last  joined  by  sereral 

of  his  sqnires  and  retainers,  who  confidently 

declared  the  asaasstn  one  of  a  band  (number- 

ing,  at  least,  six  or  eijht),  now  plunging  into 

the  woodland  recesses  with  a  rapidity  which 

soon  baffled  all  their  pursuers. 

In  the  midst  of  this  scene  of  confusion  and 
disarray  appeared  also  Du  Coci  and  De  Tun- 
bridge,  who,  encountering  some  stragglers  of 
the  chace,  had  received  from  them,  in  the 
usual  spirit  of  surprised  and  alarmed  story- 
tellers, a  wild  assurance  that  Earl  Hug^  was 
either  slain  outright  or  mortally  wounded. 
The  chivalrous  generosity  of  the  age,  that  feel- 
ing which  mellowed  and  attempered  many  of 
its  fiercer  traits,  quelled,  in  the  mind  even  of 
De  Tunbridge,  all  the  insolence  of  faction. 
Tliey  rode  promptly  to  the  Earl's  side,  ex- 
claiming in  almost  the  same  breath  and  tone, — 
''How  fares  it  with  thee,  noble  Hugo? 
What  scathe  baat  thouT 
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*^  Not  a  scratch,  I/'  replied  Lapus.  **  Bat 
there  is  gear  at  hand,  I  fear  me,  worse  to  be 
amended !  follow,  noble  sirs !" — and  at  his 
beck  they  hurried  into  a  thicket,  amidst 
whose  obscurity  the  figure  of  Nicholas  de 
L*Epee,  sword  in  hand,  was  just  vanishing. 
As  they  gained  the  side  of  that  doughty  squire 
a  scene  presented  itself  which  strongly  indi- 
cated that  the  attack  on  Lupus  was  but  the 
supplementary  act  of  a  tragedy  already  too 
fatally  performed. 

Upon  the  ground,  silent,  motionless,  and 
literally  wallowing  in  gore,  lay  three  horse- 
men, all  transfixed  with  arrows  in  brow  or 
bosom,  and  crushed  amidst  the  plunging  hoofs, 
or  under  the  panting  bulk,  of  their  expiring 
horses,  each  of  which  had  shared  the  brief  and 
bitter  fate  of  its  rider.  This  fearful  consum** 
mation.  of  private  or  political  enmity  was  the 
more  revolting  in  its  aspect,  as  nothing  indi- 
cated ftir  hostility  and  defence — all  spoke  of 
assassin-like  surprise  and  slaughter.  The 
hands  of  the  dead  or  dying  victims  were  Ailed 
with  the  dust  and  clay  which  had  met  their 
last  convulsive  gripe,  and  not  with  the  good 
steel  which  might  have  quelled  or  repulsed 
an  honourable  foe.    They  had  perished  in  the 
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lecurity  and  relaxation    of    peaceful  travel ! 

Tiro,  by  their  infeTiority  of  equipment,  seemed 

mUitaiy  retamers  of  the  humbler  class,  but 

Ike  thirds  whose   manly  and  well-accoutred 

form  confirmed  the  soggeatioii  of  the  knightly 

behn  and  hauherk,  was  obviously  of  another 

grade.    He  lay  heneath  the  flank  of  his  dead 

charger,  his  hands   flung    abroad,    his  &ce 

baried  in  SEraas  and  weeds ;  but  three  mortal 

shafts  in  the  head  and  breast  told  that  Death 

had  been  momentary  in  his  triumph,  and  that 

the  spirit  had   passed  before  the  body  was 

eonsdous  of  a  second  pang. 

"  Now,  by  saints  and  angels !"  exclaimed 
De  Tunbridge,  ^*  here  is  an  ugly  slaughter  J 
St  Mary !  I  see  not  a  single  blade  drawn !" 

'*  Raise  the  bodies,'*  said  Earl  Hugo ;  *'  it 
may  be  there  is  yet  one  breathing." 

"  Marry,"  said  Du  Coci,  ''  I  think  there  is 
yet  liring  blood  in  this  gallant — ^what !  have 
ye  here  a  priest  within  beck  or  holla?  the 
pestilent  boohHi^bosoms  are  ever  far  to  seek 
when  there  is  sudden  shriving-work  to  be 
done  r 

**  Nay/' said  Nicholas  de  L'Epee, ''  it  boots 
swt^  ye  may  put  them  all  to  bed  with  a  pick* 

d3 
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axe,  they  will  never  prance  over  other  men** 
rineyards  again,  I  warrant  them !"  ' 

"  Look  to  him  in  the  goodly  hauberk  !** 
cried  another ;  ^*  I  wot  he  has  been  a  stont 
knight  and  a  true  by  his  fair  harness !  what 
hope,  Sir  Ilbert  ?  had  we  here  a  leech,  it  may 
be    ■ 

"  To  the  foul  fiend  with  leechcraft  !**  said 
De  Tunbridge ;  "  he  is  death's  prisoner,  res- 
cue or  no  rescue !  help  me  to  drag  the  body 
from  beneath  the  steed — ^by  our  Lady  a  goodly 
one !  softly  my  masters-— lay  him,  (fie,  what  a 
red  puddle  of  gore  is  here !)  lay  him  with  hid 
face  towards  heaven  ;*^  then  suddenly  spring- 
ing to  his  feet,  he  exclaimed,  in  thrilling  tones, 
"  Now  as  I  live  and  breathe  it  is  Db  Mowbray 
of  Northumberland  J" 

**  Now  our  blessed  Lady  forbid  ;**  cried  Da 
Coci,  generously ;  "  he  was  as  brave  a  knight 
as  ever  donned  harness !  thai  will  I  say  for  him , 
were  his  htitred  to  me  and  mhie  as  deep  and 
deaf  as  the  wild  ocean !  Say  not  it  is  he,  let 
me  yet  hope  to  look  upon  him  alive,  afthongh 
our  next  meeting  be  more  deadly  than  the  last!** 

Not  a  word  broke  from  the  lips  of  Earl 
Hugo,  tmtil  stooping  over  the  dead  man,  and 
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looking  fixedly  upon  ^\s  |»a\lid  visage,  he  ez- 
dinnedrntlietcme  of  one  Ixifinitely  relieved, 
^HgoicevhowWV — eorrow^  'wlio  may — this  is 
wm  o{  Qe  !&oir\>nLy .  His  liour  hatli  yet  to 
ke.  Yet,  by  my  soul,  tliis  rider  of  evil  chance 
and  lie  of  ^^or&umbeTlaxid  bave  l^een  manrel- 
lottsly  alike  m  form  and  favour — ^aye,  and  the 
Teij  hdm  and  mail  are  of  the  fashion  of  De 
MoTrtrays." 

'^  I  said  it  was  a  goodly  haaherk,"  cried  a 
fionner  speaker,  **'  but  here  is  not  the  broad 
brow,  nor  the  curled  lip,  nor  the  coal-black 
locks  of  Earl  de  Mowbray.^ 

**  Well,"  retamed  Lupus,  "  dark  or  fiiir,  he 
lies  a  bloody  corpse  at  the  foot  of  one  who 
win  strire  fiiirly  to  avenge  him,  be  he  who  he 
may.  I  warrant  him  a  ^Norman,  or  the  ac- 
cursed Saxon  dogs  had  not  dealt  upon  him 
thus  murderously !" 

'*  la  there  no  hope  for  the  brave  De  Wal- 
eric  r  said  a  strangely  subdued  voiee  which 
seemed  to  issue  from  a  hollow  of  the  coppice, 
and  struck  all  around  into  silence ;  **  then 
cut  me  these  detested  bandsy**  it  continued, 
''&at  I  may  look  upon  the  day  which  even 
but  now  was  as  bold  and  true  a  knight  as  ever 
wielded  a  lance  r 
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Every  one  looked  hastily  round  in  the  sud- 
den surprise,  but  nothing  was  distinguishable. 

*'  Who,  in  the  name  of  Satan,  art  thou  V* 

said  Du  Coci,  '*  and  where  ?" 

I'  I  am  manacled  to  the  earth,"  replied  the 
voice. 

"  And  by  earth  and  heaven !"  rejoined  Sir 
Alberic,  "  there  will  I  pin  thee  with  my  lance, 
if  thou  or  thine  have  but  stretched  forth 
a  finger  to  this  work  of  butchery  I  Speak  yet 
again ;  what  and  where  art  thou  ?*' 

''  Is  this  thj  nook  of  durance,  thou  invisible 
one  ?*'  said  Nicholas,  leaping  into  the  hollow, 
and  adding  presently,  "  aye,  Here  is  a  living 
bundle  of  legs  and  arms,  but  of  little  service, 
I  trow,  with  such  anklets  and  bracelets — he  is 
tethered  foot  and  hand  to  the  oak-roots  !*' 

*'  Cut  him  free.  Sir  Squire,  and  let  us  look 
upon  him." 

De  L*£pee  obeyed,  and  a  human  being, 
tied  strongly  down  with  fragments  of  a 
knight's  baldric  to  the  roots  of  an  oak,  amidst 
the  thick  underwood,  was  relieved  from  his 
strange  thraldom.  He  presented  to  the  sur- 
prised spectators  the  form  and  features  of  a 
youth,  probably  not  more  than  nineteen,  but 
with  the  expanded  form,  the  erect  gait,  the 


RITFI7S.  61 

free  carriage,  and  the  determined  countesaoce 
of  one  ¥rhose  claim    to   manhood  feir  would 
bare  thought  it  prudent  to  gainsay.    The  sim- 
ple dress  of  a  squire  sat  upon  well-knit  limbs 
of  admirable  proportion  ;  locks  of  dark  brown 
clustered  thickly  beneath  the  bacinet  rim — his 
face  was  pale,  but  not  as  if  habitually,  or,  with 
a  lighter  emotion  than   that  of  sorrow.     His 
forehead  was  high   and  intellectual ;  his  gaze 
as  quick  and  piercing  as  ever  flashed  from  the 
eye  of  the  ger-falcon,  and   over  the  whole 
aspect  was    that  *  fervid  spirit'  of  expression 
— ^that  deyelopment  of  Shakspeare's 

**  Co-miDgling  Uood  and  judgment," 

of  the  gentle  and  the  firm — the  daring  and  the 
loving — the  generous  and  the  proud,  which 
man  looks  upon  with  delight,  and  woman  with 
adoration. 

He  threw  himself  upon  the  turf  beside  the 
bleeding  De  Waleric,  (for  so  he  had  just  named 
the  murdered  knight,)  pressed  the  cold  hand 
aod  the  clammy  brow,  and,  after  a  moment's 
gaze  upon  the  dead,  sprang  again  to  his  feet, 
exclaiming — 

"  Are  they  that  have  thus  perished  Norman 
curs  or  Saxon  slaves,  that  ye  look  upon  them 
thus,  and  not  a  foot  in  the  stirrup  for  pursuit 


62  BUFUS. 

and  vengeance  ?  the  victims  yet  warm,  and  the 
marderers  scarce  beyond  a  shaft-flight." 

*'  Measure  thy  speech/'  said  the  Earl,  ^^  it 
will  the  better  befit  this  pres^ice.  For  pur- 
suit  of  the  dogs  who  have  wrought  this  black 
deed,  care  not  thou,  until  we  have  learnt  thine 
own  part  therein.     I  am  Hugo  of  Chester!'* 

But  not  for  this  annunciation  did  the  assu- 
rance of  the  youth  quail,  or  his  eye  lose  one 
spark  of  its  fire. 

"  Had  the  Lord  of  Chester,"  he  said, ''  been 
thus  found  by  De  Waleric,  that  true  and  loyal 
heart  would  have  spurred  his  best  charger 
until  it  foundered  in  the  chace,  ere  one  of  the 
accursed  wolves  had  sped  to  his  den  ^scathe- 
less!" 

**  Why,  who  in  the  devil's  name  art  tiau?'^ 
said  De  Tunbridge. 

^*  It  skills  not  prating  of  one  obscure  and 
nameless  as  myself,"  he  replied,  while  both 
tone  and  glance  seemed  at  once  to  disclaim  and 
belie  the  assertion.  *^  But  here,"  he  continued, 
M  here  with  the  arrow  of  an  assassin  in  his 
bosom,  is  De  Waleric  of  the  New  Castle.  He 
was  journeying  from  his  far  Northern  towers 
to  Winchester,  with  but  two  bare  retainers. 
We  met,  as  the  sun  threw  his  first  glance 
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il<mgthefore8t'-patb8,  and  journeyed  together 

rein  to  rein,  until,  in  tliis  accursed  spot,  a  volley 

oT  deadly  shads  0>e  tbe  bands  withered  which 

shot  them)  strack  lifeless  to  the  dost  both 

kingbt  and  T&ssals — ^rider  and  horse !    Word, 

groan,  nor  cry  did  they  utter — they  fell  as 

though  the  boits  of  heaven  had  flashed  through 

brain  and  bosom  \** 

••  And  tlum!^  interrupted  Dn  Coci,  "rapped 
there  not  one  shaft  upon   thy  mail?    Hadst 
thou  not  steel  by  thy  side,  and  the  blood  and 
bone  of  a  man  to  gripe  it  withal  ?  " 

**My  own  good  steed,^  resumed  the  stranger, 
**  fell  under  me  at  the  moment,  and  expired 
with  one  wild  agony.  Ere  I  could  drag  my 
foot  from  the  stirrup,  or  lay  hand  on  hilt,  the 
grssp  of  three  ruffians  was  upon  me,  and  in 
an  instant  more  they  bound  me  hand  and  fi>ot, 
snd  were  gone  like  spirits  of  evil !  ** 

**  A  proper  marvel !  '*  exclaimed  De  Ton* 
bridge,  with  something  of  incredulous  scorn. 
^  The  Saxon  villains  shoot  me  three  of  the  fair 
eompany  aa  dead  at  ever  was  buck ;  and,  by 
our  Lady,  they  spare  me  the  fourth^  and  lay 
him  gingerly  upon  the  turf  to  live  and  learn. 
What!  didst  thou  never  hear,  good  youth, 
that  dead  men  tell  no  tales  ?  " 


62  BUFUS. 

and  vengeance  7  the  victims  yet  warm,  and  the 
marderers  scarce  beyond  a  shaft-flight." 

*'  Measure  thy  speech/'  said  the  Earl,  ^*  it 
will  the  better  befit  this  presence.  For  pur- 
suit of  the  dogs  who  have  wrought  this  black 
deed,  care  not  thou,  until  we  have  learnt  thine 
own  part  therein.     I  am  Hugo  of  Chester !" 

But  not  for  this  annunciation  did  the  assu- 
rance of  the  youth  quail,  or  his  eye  lose  one 
spark  of  its  fire. 

*'  Had  the  Lord  of  Chester/'  he  said,  ''  been 
thus  found  by  De  Waleric,  that  true  and  loyal 
heart  would  have  spurred  his  best  charger 
until  it  foundered  in  the  chace,  ere  one  of  the 
accursed  wolves  had  sped  to  his  den  ^scathe- 
less!" 

**  Why,  who  in  the  devil's  name  art  tkouV 
said  De  Tunbridge. 

*^  It  skills  not  prating  of  one  obscure  and 
nameless  as  myself,"  he  replied,  while  both 
tone  and  glance  seemed  at  once  to  disclaim  and 
belie  the  assertion.  "  But  here,"  be  continoed, 
Mhere  with  the  arrow  of  an  assassin  in  his 
bosom,  is  De  Waleric  of  the  New  Castle.  He 
was  joumeying  from  his  far  Northern  towers 
to  Winchester,  with  but  two  bare  retainers. 
We  met,  as  the  sun  threw  his  first  glance 


»l(mg  the  Ibrest-paths,  and  journeyed  together 
rein  to  rein,  nntil,  in  this  accursed  spot,  a  volley 
of  deadly  shafts  (be  the  hands  withered  which 
shot  them)  stmck  lifeless  to  the  dust  both 
knight  and  Ttissals — ^rider  and  horse !  Word, 
groan,  nor  cry  did  they  utter — they  fell  as 
though  the  bolts  of  heaven  had  flashed  through 
brain  and  bosom !" 

"  And  tkaul ^  interrupted  Dn  Coci,  "  rapped 
there  not  one  shaft  upon  thy  mail?  Hadst 
thoa  not  steel  by  thy  side,  and  the  blood  and 
bone  of  a  man  to  gripe  it  withal  ?  " 

**  My  own  good  steed,"  resumed  the  stranger, 
^  fell  under  me  at  the  moment,  and  expired 
with  one  wild  agony.  Ere  I  could  drag  my 
foot  from  the  stirrup,  or  lay  hand  on  hilt,  the 
grasp  of  three  ruffians  was  upon  me,  and  in 
an  instant  more  thev  bound  me  hand  and  foot, 
and  were  gone  like  spirits  of  evil !  " 

**  A  proper  marvel !  "  exclaimed  De  Tun* 
bridge,  with  something  of  incredulous  scorn. 
^  The  Saxon  villains  shoot  me  tkree  of  the  fair 
company  as  dead  as  ever  was  buck ;  and,  by 
our  Lady,  they  spare  me  the  fourth^  and  lay 
him  gingerly  upon  the  turf  to  live  and  learn. 
What!  didst  thou  never  hear,  good  youth, 
that  dead  men  tell  no  tales  ?  " 
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^*  Impugn  not  his  faith/'  said  Du  Coci, 
''  there  is  truth  upon  his  broad  brow.  How 
many,  I  pray  you,  of  this  fair  archer^troop?  " 

*'  I  cannot  vouch  for  number/'  replied  the 
youth.  *'  Three  pinioned  me  to  the  earth, 
and,  as  I  think,  there  were  others  busied 
amongst  the  fallen ;  making  sure,  perchance, 
of  the  work  of  slaughter." 

*•  Tis  very  like,"  said  the  Earl,  "  but,  by  St. 
Antony,  thy  escape  is  right  marrellous.  / 
also"  (crossing himself )  ^^have  been  bucklered 
by  especial  grace!  Marry,  thou  hadst  lain 
groaning  here  many  a  long  hour,  it  may  be, 
had  not  one  of  these  clerks  of  St.  Nicholas 
essayed  his  bow-craft  upon  me  also.  But 
enough.  We  will  have  reverent  care  of  these 
dead  riders  ;  and,  for  their  murderers,  if  'the 
hundred '  bring  them  not  to  the  gallows  within 
brief  space,  right  heavily  mulcted  shall  it  be, 
I  promise  the  greasy  churls !  truly,  they  will 
scarce  prove  *  the  English  ry  '  *  of  the  knight ^ 

*  When  a  Norman  was  killed,  the  men  of  "  the  Hundred  *' 
had  to  bring  np  the  murderer  within  eight  days,  or  pay  a  fine 
of  47  marks  of  tUTer.  The  Sazona  endeavoiired  to  elade  this 
by  mutilating  the  bodies  of  their  Tictims,  but  the  expedient 
was  nullified  by  a  counter-decree,  that  every  man  found  dead 
should  be  considered  as  Norman,  unless  the  "  Hundred** 
oould  judieiallp  prove  Ami  of  Sworn  birth,  by  oath  of  two 


bebis  retoin«rs  of  wliat  strain  they  may.    For 

tkc,  Sir  Springald,  tliat  Uast  come  out  of  the 

wolfs  jawa  so  ^wondrously,  belike  King  Wil- 

Utm  will  himself  que»tioii  thee  of  the  death  of 

Ub  good  liegeman,  X>e  Waleric,  who  held  the 

Towers  of  MonltLchester-on-Tyne    from    the 

rajil  haBd.*' 

"  And  that  the  iLing  may  know  whom  to 
chilk&ge  in  the  scatter,"  said  De  Tunbridge, 
^^wy,  stripling,  ^bat  and  who  art  thou?" 

^^  I  am  Baymond,  sumamed  Cawr  d*Acier^" 
replied  the  youth,  ^^  equire  to  the  good  knight 
md  Earl,  De  Mowbray  of  Northumberland •*' 
It  seemed  as  if  the  very  name  of  this  potent 
nobleman  could  not  he  pronounced  without 
somewhat  of  a  stultifying  effect  upon  the  bear- 
ers.   For  some  moments  there  was  profound 
silence.     Du  Coci*s  eye  lit  up  with  a  strange 
^arkle.     Sir  Ilbert's  cheek  and  brow  actually 
flushed  with  the  surprise,  and  Nicholas  de 
L'Epee  pulled  a  grimace  of  significance,  ele- 
vating his  eyebrows,  and  laying  a  finger  upon 
his  puckered  mouth,  as  if  to  indicate  unuttera- 
ble things  most  sapiently. 
Earl  Hugo  alone  retained  the  settled  aspect 

BOi  and  two  women,  near  tVin  to  the  deceased,  by  ^ther  and 
HoCbcr'i  tide.    This  wa#  cafled  '^/irorm^  the  Sn^Htkiy,**^ 
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which  evinced  that  surprise  was  not  for  him — 
that  he  had  recognised  the  squire  of  the  nor- 
thern Earl  before  his  avowal. 

*'  L(K>k  to  thyself/'  said  De  Tunbridge,  apart 
to  Sir  Alberic,  "  where  the  imps  be,  the 
Master-Demon  is  not  far  off!  " 

^'  Far  or  near,"  replied  he  of  the  broken 
lance,  'Mittle  reck  I  of  that.  When,  even 
BOW,  Robert  de  Mowbraj  was  held  to  be  the 
dead  lion,  thou  sawest  me  not  pluck  him 
by  the  beard,  nor  am  I  bow  to  start  like  a 
scared  steed  from  the  print  of  his  foot.  Whis- 
per those  of  your  fiiction,  iair  sir,  /  stand 
or  iall  alone ! " 

'*  Perish  then  for  a  self-willed  dolt!"  said 
the  other,  and  immediately  drew  off. 

Lupus  then  gave  brief  orders  for  the  con- 
veyance of  the  dead  to  Winchester,  and,  as 
these  were  obeyed,  said  hastily  and  apart  to 
Goeur  d'Acier — 

*'What  of  thy  lord,  that  thou  art  here 
alone?  Comes  he  not  southward  this  good 
Pentecost?" 

**  My  lord's  purpose  is  in  his  own  breast," 
was  the  reply.  **  I  left  him  in  his  castle  of 
Tynemouth." 

**  What !"  rejoined  the  Earl,  **know  ye  not 
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tkii  King  Wiklism  look.ed  witk  an  evil  eje 
vpoD  \m  tbeenee  f ron  the  Oloncester  court  at 

"*  LitUe  knows  King  WiUiam  of  the  wflda 
ol^orthumbeTland/'  said  Raymood*    *«EarI 
Mowbray  bath  Scot  and  Saxon  both  to  quell 
apon  the  bordera." 

^WeU;'  responded  Hago  Lopoa,  ^^  of  the 
Kmg*s  matters,  let  tbe  King  question,  as,  hf 
St.  Giimbold,  1  think  be  will,  in  no  gentle 
tenns.  Wbiaper  ao  mnch  from  me  in  thy 
Lord's  ear,  good  Kaymond.  Bat,  methinka, 
when  the  couriers  of  De  Mowbray  sped 
lOBthward  in  time  past,  it  was  their  master's 
woat  to  send  fair  greeting  to  Hugo  of  Chester. 
Art  thou  tbe  bearer  of  none  such  ?  " 

*^0f  none!''  said  tbe  northern  squire, 
briefly  and  firmly.  **  And  I  will  crave  of  the 
noble  Hugo  of  Chester,  to  pardon  the  free 
speech  which  adds,  that  nerer  can  De  Mow^ 
bray  send  greetings  to  the  cold  friend,  whom 
he  may  scarce  distinguish  from  the  secret  foe ! " 
**Orer  hasty  and  suspicious  is  thy  lord!" 
rqrfied  the  Earl,  with  some  erabarrasnaent, 
fur  be  was  fully  conscious  of  baring  protracted 
most  tediously  a  certain  delicate  treaty  of  al- 
liance between  himself  and  the  Northumbrian 
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potentate,  from  mere  timiditj  as  to  the  terms 
upon  which  the  latter  stood  with  the  sove- 
reign ;  De  Mowbray  having,  either  from  pride 
of  heart,  or  the  cause  assigned  by  his  squire, 
neglected  to  attend  the  court  at  Gloucester,  to 
pay  fealty  and  homage  as  crown-feudatory ; 
a  slight  which  it  was  scarcely  probable  the 
fiery  temper  of  the  King  would  i^in  tamely 
submit  to. 

"  But,"  continued  Hugo-le-Loup,  *•  tarry — 

it  may  be  that *'  (a  pause.)    "  Well, 

— follow  thou  to  the  mid-day  repast — we  will 
purvey  thee  a  fresh  steed — for  thine  own  will 
never  champ  bit  again.  Ho! "  he  exclaimed, 
in  other  tones,  as  Nicholas  de  L'Epee  again 
caught  his  eye, — **  good  friend  with  the  Jewish 
visage !  we  owe  thee  a  guerdon,  and  will  re- 
member thee  in  Winchester  right  fairly — there 
let  thy  master  seek  me.  Why  art  not  gone  ? 
Ha  !  Seest  thou  another  clerk  of  St.  Nicholas 
in  the  coppice  ?  " 

"No  !"  answered  the  worthy,  "but  I  see 
Sir  Alberic  du  Coci,  who  is  my  rery  good 
lord,  if  it  so  please  you,  and  will  himself  take 
his  own  answer  belike.''' 

"Thou  art  a  marvellous  impudent  knave," 
the  Earl,—"  fkll  back !  "    Then,  coldly, 
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ttSiiAlberic  drew  neftr,    •*  I   cry  you  mercy, 
Sir  Kn^bt,  I  took  ye  for  some  fair  koisman 
of  the  Marshal,  and  liave  forgotten  thy  visage 
this  many  a  day." 

"  By  St.  Mary,  noble  H.ixgo  !"  said  Da  Coei, 
'^  I  care  not  how  little  l>e  remembered  either 
of  my  former  Yisage  or  former  fortanes.  Time, 
that  hath  roughened  the  one,  may  yet  smooth 
the  other,  and  I  am  content  to  beg^  the  world 
anew— to  forgive  old  friends,  and  forget  old 
fends.    Evil  chance,  these  seven  years  gone, 
baih  whipped  the  malapert  boy  out  of  me, 
and  hither  come  I,  with  stirrup  and  lance  for 
my  kith  and  kin,  to  build  up  a  fair  &me  and 
fortune  amongst  the  stout  gallants  of  Eng- 
land r 

*'  Beware,"  said  Lupus,  *^  that  ye  make  not 
shipwreck  of  both — a  right  stormy  ocean  hast 
thou,  I  promise  thee,  for  thy  bark  of  adven* 
ture,  in  this  fierce  realm." 

^*  True  heart  and  hand  against  the  worst  of 
its  wind  and  wave !"  exclaimed  the  gallant. 

'*  By  heaven.  Sir  Mariner,  I  believe  thou  art 
a  fool !  to  horse  I  to  horse !  I  say  not  that  I 
hold  thee  yet  for  friend  or  foe — but  follow 
thou  to  where  the  goblet  dances — wine  is  of 
fiurer  red  than  blood — and  by  St.  Grimbold, 
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time  is  it  that  the  Lady  Maad  had  warrant 
from  her  own  eyes  how  the  world  wags  with 
us  in  these  days  of  evil  archery.  Ere  now, 
belike,  she  hath  heard  that  the  Saxon  villains 
have  drugged  us  one  and  all  with  a  like 
posset,  knight  and  knave — horse  and  man. 
Away!'' 

And  tbtts  saying,  he  rode  off,  followed  both 
by  the  living  and  the  dead. 
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CHAP.  V. 

**  Trom  wlieooe  com*st  Uuniy  Oh  harper  fweeC  ? 
From  whence  com'st  thou,  tell  me  ? 
From  border  of  the  daring  Soot 
Or  from  the  North  Comtry  f  * 

Old  Ballad. 

^*  GuBSB  ye  what  hatli  chanced  i'the  forest 
even  now  !'*  said  De  Tunbridge,  as  lie  checked 
his  returning  courser  by  the  side  of  Mont- 
gomery. 

'*  Good  hap  or  bad  ?"  enqnired  the  Marshal, 
'<  that  thoa  tonchest  upon  it  with  such  fiery 
eyes?" 

''  By  St.   Peter,  I  know  not  which !    but 

there  is  blood  shed,  and  life  lost,  I  can  tell  ye. 

De  Waleric  of  the  New  Castle  on  Tyne  bank 

lies  within  shaft-flight  from  hence,  bored  to 

tlie  rery  brain  and  lungs  with  cloth-yard  shafts 

—dead  as  St.  Dnnntan,  rider  and  horse  !" 

"Alone?" 

"Aye,    save    two  varlets,   and   they  will 
aerer   thrust  ^xiger  in   other  men's  pasties 
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again — they  are  all  served  with  the  like  deadly 


sauce." 


"  Be  they  stark  and  stiff?"  enquired  the 
Ear]  of  Shrewsbury,  with  much  the  indifferent 
tone  of  one  who  speaks  of  a  litter  of  blind 
puppies ;  ^*  hath  the  business  been  long  done  ?" 

''  Scarce  half  an  hour,  as  I  should  think ; 
the  bodies  were  yet  warm,  and  bleeding,  by'r 
Lady,  most  pig-like — faugh !  I  have  made  a 
beastly  hawking  glove  !'* 

*'  And  by  whom  have  they  been  dealt  upon, 
I  pray  you  ?"  continued  Montgomery. 

"  By  my  faith,"  answered  the  knight,  **  it 
may  behove  us  to  look  well  to  that !  a  pesti- 
lent knot  of  fiery-footed  villains  (Saxons,  an' 
it  like  you,)  are  plying  me  their  deadly  archery 
from  behind  bush  and  brake ;  no  man  is  safe 
that  shows  two  inches  of  flesh  and  fell  between 
mail  and  plate.  Marry,  they  have  gone  nigh 
to  tickle  Hugo  Lupus  of  Chester  with  such 
another  feather.  I  promise  ye  the  &t  gour- 
mand hath  had  a  narrow  escape !" 

*^  Aye!"  said  the  Earl  with  a  hoarse  laugh, 
"  why  then,  who  knows  where  a  blessing  may 
fall  ?  belike  some  of  us,  for  as  pert  and  jolly 
as  we  ride  here,  may  be  marked  down  like 
bucks  in  prime,  ere  we  reach  Winchester. 


H»Te  a  qnicVL  eye,  foT  the  nonce,  my  masters ! 

lest  a  forked  shaft  or  two  from  the  greenwood 

mar  your  traveWing  pace  1 ' ' 
**  By  Mary-mother  I  *'     exclaimed  De  Tun- 

biidge,  ^^it  la  fair  jesting  and  safe,  in  such 

goodly  guise  as  t^    are  sweating  under.  Sir 
Earl  I  ye  and  your  black  mountain  of  a  char- 
ger ;  but,  belike,  it  would  prove  no  grinning 
matter  for  others  of  lighter  riding-gear.     I 
We  no  plastron  under  this  single  hauberk." 

^  No !  thou  art  ever  devising  some  foolish 
toy  to  prank  that  fair  body  of  thine  in,  but 
hast  never  the  wisdom  to  don  such  stout  and 
availing  harness  as  may  keep  out  lance,  dag- 
ger, and  shaft.  Ffaith,  there  will  come  a 
ebance  back-thrust,  or  random  shot  of  cross- 
bow, some  black  day  o*  the  week,  that  will 
physic  thee  of  thy  love  of  gaud  and  glitter ! 
Tosh,  man!  hew  me  those  idle  ram's  horn 
peaks  from  thy  boots,  and  buckle  a  good  hau- 
berk of  double  mail  over  these  silken  nothings 
and  velvet-vanities !  afore  God,  the  Saxon  cai- 
tifi  may  rain  their  arrows  upon  my  doublet  as 
tho'  they  shot  at  a  blacksmith's  anvil ! " 

*'  I  have  89  goodly  armour  for  my  need  as 

ever  a  man  in  Britain,"  replied  DeTunbridge. 

"  What  doth  it  in  thy  castle  chambers  then,** 
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rejoined  the  Earl,  *'  when  it  should  serve  its 
lord  in  field  and  forest?  " 

"  What  skills  it  to  ride  evermore  in  the 
peaceful  greenwood  under  such  cumbrous 
panoply  as  befits  only  the  battle-field,  or  the 
barriers  of^ beleaguered  city?" 

"And  what  call  ye  peaceful?"  retorted  the 
dark-browed  Montgomery,  who,  indeed, 
mounted,  armed,  attended,  and  visaged  (if  we 
may  so  speak,)  as  he  was,  looked  the  very  an- 
tipodes of  the  pacific.  "This  is  a  goodly  realm 
to  prate  of  peace  in,  where  every  man's  JFW- 
herta-joifosa^  is  hacking  at  his  neighbour's 
throat!  and  the  Saxon  boars  whetting  their 
poisonous  tusks  against  every  tree  i'  the  forest, 
to  rip  me  the  bowels  of  their  masters !  here 
be  the  Welsh  kernes,  as  Du  Coci  calls  them, 
driving  the  marchers  and  their  chivalry  from 
tower  and  town  in  the  West ;  and  thei  fiery 
Scot  holding  De  Mowbray  at  spear's  point  in 
the  North.  Peace  said  ye,  forsooth?  hark, 
in  thine  ear  thou  man  oipeaceJ^ 

And  they  rode  somewhat  in  advance,  so  as 
to  be  out  of  ear-shot  of  their  followers. 

"  Now,"  he  continued,  but  in  another  tone, 

*  Name  of  Charlemagne'g  sword  in  old  romancet. 
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"what  of  Hugo  the  Fati  said^'st  thou  he  is 

slainr 

"  No ;  the  devil  tempeTed   his  head-piece. 
Mid  the  shaft  glanced  bat,  and  away !  '• 

"^ell  — of  De  Waleric?  touching  hU 
death— let  us  take  timely  heed.  See'st  thou 
iiot  that  much  evil  or  mnch  good  may  chance 
from  itr 

"As  how?" 

"Thus,"  replied  the  Marshal ;  "  who,  think 
ye,  will  seek  to  name  a  new  seneschal  for  the 
towers  of  Monkchester-on-Tyne,  but  Robert 
dc  Mowbray,  thereby,  doubtless,  to  make  him- 
self lord  of  the  whole  North  ?  and  who  but 
thou  and  I,  Ilbert  de  Tunbridge,  can  &irly 
strive  to  gainsay  him,  and,  it  may  be,  to  plant 
in  that  strong  hold  some  loving  friend  who 
may  prove  a  black  neighbour  to  Earl  Robert 
when  time  serves?" 

"  Oh,  cry  you  mercy  !*  said  the  Knight,  "  I 
do  perceive— rmarry,  it  were  timely  wisdom, 
then,  to  make  early  suit  to  the  king,  had  we 
but  once  a  fitting  man  chosen." 

"  Content  ye,  good  Sir  Ilbert,  content  ye, 
we  have  far  to  choose  for  that ;  how  think  you 

of  De  Aldery?    or  De  Lacy?  or  

by  Peter's  keys  !  although  it  be  a  pity  of  De 
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Walerici  who  was  a  brave  knight,  yet  is  thi& 
yacancy  of  Tyne  Castle  a  very  god-send  in  our 
way !  ^' 

"But  softly— softly ,*"  said  De  Tunbridge, 
"  what  thinkest  thou^  Lord  Marshal,  of  this  ;  a 
minion  of  De  Mowbray's — his  squire  of  the 
body — the  sarne^  doubtless^  who  saved  his 
lord  from  a  borderer's  lance  at  the  battle  of 
Alnwick — a  fiery  springald  as  ever  touched 
steel — was  stretched  amidst  the  coppice  beside 
the  dead  riders.     How  think  ye  of  that?'' 

"  Think  !"  reiterated  Montgomery  with  sur- 
prise, '*  twice  and  again  will  I  think  of  it  ere 

De  Mowbray's  squire  ?   why,  there 

was  deadly  hatred  betwixt  his  lord  and  De 
Waleric!  How  rode  the  stripling?  What 
followers  had  he?  and  how  armed?" 

"  Nay,"  replied  Sir  Hbert,  "  the  youth  was 
alone,  saving  the  dead  men — fast  pinioned  to 
the  earth,  poor  imp !  and  saith  that  they  who 
so  manacled  him  were  the  same  that  dealt 
(there  and  then)  upon  De  Waleric  and  his 
varlets.*" 

"  He  saith  f"  rejoined  the  Marshal,  with  a 
sneer,  **  aye,  marry,  he  saith  — !  What !  the 
Saxon  boar,  with  his  fleshed  tusk,  spare  to  do 
murder  upon  man,  maid,  or  babe?    Tut !  seek 
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other  answer  to  this  riddle,  De  Tunbridge ; 
for  much  do  I  doubt  that  never  Saxon  hath 
put  hand  to  the  bloody  gear.  Doubtless  there 
be  who  would  better  love  to  hear  De  Waleric 
sleeps  eternally  than  ever  a  Saxon  in  all  Eng- 
land!" 

"  It  were  ill  proving  this  matter  upon  De 
Mowbray y**^  said  the  Knight,  after  a  pause. 

''  Bat  right  easy  to  throw  the  suspicion  upon 
his  dark  name,  Sir  Ilbcrt,***  replied  Mont- 
gomery. 

"  I  know  not  that,"  said  the  other.  "  Were 
he  ten  times  my  foe,  I  would  say  and  swear 
that  I  hold  him  no  lurking  assassin." 

**  Say  and  swear  as  thou  wilt  before  Hugh 
de  ilontgomery,  but  hold  thy  peace  in  the 
presence  of  King  William,  who,  if  I  err  not, 
will  presently  open  a  glad  ear  to  the  worst  that 
tongue  and  lip  can  utter  of  De  Mowbray.  No 
time  is  this  for  mincing  courtesy,  and  playing 
generous  jack-fool.  If  Earl  de  Mowbray  be 
suspected,  why,  so— put  thou  no  spoke  i'  the 
wheel.  Who  saw  this  northern  knave  cut  from 
the  bonds  thou  talkest  of!" 

"  Marry,"  answered  De  Tunbridge,  "  there 
were  divers  plunging  amidst  the  fern  and  cop- 
pice-wood— ^but,  I   think   it    was   Du  Coci's 
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varlet — or  one  of  the  band  of  Hugo  Lupus 


»> 


"  Why  look  ye  there  now ! "  said  the  Mar- 
shal ;  *'  thou  sawst  nothing  of  his  bonds — thou 
didst  but  hear  of  such  ;  and,  for  Hugo  Lupus 
and  his  faction,  who  knows  not  that  they  will 
say  all  in  all  as  saith  De  Mowbray  and  his  mini- 
on? Their  witness  were  as  Beelzebub  for  Satan. 
Touching  this  hair-brained  gallant,  Du  Coci, 
we  have  scarce  done  well  to  whistle  him  down 
the  wind  thus  suddenly  ;  he  must  be  lured  to 
perch  and  hood  ;  aye,  and  to  fly  but  at  what 
quarry  we  list.  He  is  a  hawk  of  the  very 
breed  and  feather  to  find  grace  in  the  king's 
eye ;  the  rather,  it  may  be,  that,  in  times  past, 
he  was  the  fixed  foe  of  De  Mowbray.  Tush — 
tush — we  will  work,  Sir  Ilbert,  we  will  work ; 
and  if  Earl  Robert  come  not  the  speedier 
southward,  and  tell  not  the  fairer  tale  when 
he  be  come,  we  will  hoist  the  proud  rider  out 
of  his  saddle,  or  so  scare  him  that  he  will 
hardly  prance  in  our  paths  thenceforward." 

'*  Meanwhile,"  said  De  Tunbridge,  "  this 
varlet  of  his — this  Raymond  of  the  heart  of 
steel, and  brow  of  brass." 

"  Oh,  Heavenly  Virgin ! "  cried  Montgomery, 
"  well  bethought — Sleek  Hugo  Lupus  will  break 
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cage  for  the  wild-bird,  and  let  him  fly. — ^But, 
look ! "  he  added,  as  a  cavalier  approached  at 
a  hand-gallop,  '*  what  kestril  have  we  here 
open  the  wing!'* 

"  St.  Mary  \  *'  cried  De  Tunbridge,  "  it  is 
De  Aldery,  the  kinsman  of  oar  murdered 
man " 

''Then bear  abrain,  Sir  Ilbert I  this  isa  quick 
call  to  witness." 

Their  conjecture  however  was  false.  The  ob- 
ject of  it  (yet  ignorant  of  the  fate  of  his  rela- 
tive) came  upon  another  and  a  lighter  mission ; 
to  introduce  which  befittingly,  we  must  for 
awhile  postpone  its  fulfilment,  and  allow  the 
coarse  of  our  narrative  not  only  to  digress,  bat 
retrograde,  under  a  promise  of  heedful  return 
to  the  very  point  we  are  quitting. 

For  the  present  then,  we  go  back  to  a  period 
somewhere  about  the  middle  of  our  last  chap- 
ter, when  the  Lady  Matilda,  with  certain 
koights,  waiting  damsels,  and  other  retainers, 
passed  from  the  narrow  stream-bed  to  the  open 
woodland.  It  is  time  also,  to  look  more 
steadily  upon  this  imperious  beauty. 

Richerius  de  Aquila,  a  powerful  Norman 
noble,  won  with  lance  and  sword  at  a  touma- 
ni^nt,  the  lovely  Judith,  a  sister  of  Hugo  Lu- 
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pus.  Of  this  marriage  Matilda  was  the  off- 
spring; and  well  did  the  beauty  of  her  person, 
and  the  fiery  qualities  of  her  mind,  bespeak  and 
become  the  sole  pledge  of  an  union  so  chival- 
rously formed.  Ardent,  impetuous,  and  un- 
controllable, the  little  minion  of  parental  fond- 
ness asserted  from  very  childhood  the  predo- 
minance of  her  own  wayward  will.  Moody 
under  restraint,  fierce  with  denial,  she  deve- 
loped this  rebellious  tendency  the  more  fully  as 
her  gentle  Mother  ever  contented  herself  with 
fighting  half  the  battle;  while  the  knightly 
Father  exulted  in  the  evil  victory  of  the  child, 
fondly  regarding  her  indomitable  spirit  as 
the  '^  flash  and  outbreak"  of  a  noble  nature, 
and  only  regretting  that  the  fair  spoiled  one 
was  not  in  very  reality  mctsculiney  fitted  as  well 
in  body  as  in  mind  for  achievements  worthy  of 
her  race.  The  death  of  both  parents  effected 
little  change  either  in  the  apparent  destinies 
or  moral  discipline  of  Matilda,  who,  by  a 
transfer  to  the  guardianship  of  her  uncle 
Hugo,  lost  nothing  of  territorial  expectation, 
and,  perhaps,  as  little  of  her  constitutional 
stubbornness.  The  Earl,  indeed,  when  his  com- 
mands were  resolutely  withstood,  broke  into 
occasional  fits  of  wrath,  but  as  these  were  of 


brief  endturancc,  and  (^p«Lrtly  from  nataral  in- 
ioleneeot  temper,  partly  from  a  tender  sense 
of  her  orphan  state")  al'ways  followed  by  pro- 
portioTiate  indulgence  and  caress,  the  lively 
Dsmoiselle  maintained  lier  ascendancy,  and 
spTaDg  to  womanhood  ^witli  unbroken  way- 
wardness. 

It  ms  remarked,  however,  by  those  under 
W  immediate  influence,  that  the  Lady  Ma- 
tilda, who  suffered  none  to  gainsay  her  light- 
est humour,  could,  at  times,  exercise  a  mas- 
tery over  her  own  stubbornness,  and  attain,  by 
Toluntary  sacrifice  of  one  purpose,  the  more 
perfect  and  secure  possession  of  another.  As 
childhood  expired,  and  a  maturer  period 
advanced,  she  exchanged  the  fiery  starts  of 
passion  for  a  cool  sarcastic  levity  and  bitter- 
ness, which,  while  indulging  no  less  her  natu- 
ral pride  and  doggedness  of  resolve,  left  her 
mfinitely  more  of  self-possession,  and  accorded, 
too,  with  something  of  a  talent  for  intrigue 
and  a  feeling  of  ambition  which  began  strongly 
to  develop  themselves. 

The  personal  attractions  of  Matilda,  though 
of  a  peculiar  order,  and  &r  from  calculated  to 
awaken  equal  admiration  in  every  bosom,  were 
yet  sach  as,  in  the  stormy  spirits  of  that  fierce 
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age,  might  well  awaken  the  very  enthusiasm 
of  passion.  In  countenance  she  resembled  her 
noble  father,  as  strongly  as  the  lineaments  of 
female  beauty  can  resemble  those  of  harsher 
man. 

**  Her  eyes, 
Her  hair,  her  features,  all,  to  the  Tery  tone 
Even  of  her  voice,  they  said  were  like  to  his, 
But  Boften*d  all  and  tempered  into  beauty." 

Her  complexion  was  the  reverse  oi fairy  but 
of  the  most  perfect  clearness  and  softness. 
Her  forehead  was  majestically  high,  and  sha- 
dowed by  a  profusion  of  raven  black  tresses. 
Her  eyes  were  of  the  same  sable  hue,  and 
flashed  upon  the  beholders  a  repelling  con- 
sciousness of  the  haughty  spirit  which  kindled 
and  shot  forth  those  intellectual  lightnings. 
The  mouth  and  nose  were  alike  exquisitely 
moulded,  but  still,  as  regarded  expression,  full 
of  the  burning  development  of  will.  The  lip 
and  nostril  bespoke  that  '*  beautiful  disdi^ii), 
and  might,  and  majesty,**  which  has  been 
ascribed  to  the  masterpiece  of  ancient  sculp- 
ture. She  was  tall  in  stature,  and  her  whole 
form,  as  finely  modelled  as  her  features,  pos- 
sessed, too,  that  graceful  freedom — that  flexile 
vigour  and  elasticity  which  only  youth  and 


nrFus.  83 

health,  with  their    bounding    animal  spirits, 
ifid  the  stimulas  of  mountain  air  and  exercise, 
ctti  giYe.    ^OT  was  tlie  possessor  of  all  this 
ignor&nt  of  the  power  w^liicli  even  the  most 
perfect  natural  beauty  derives  from  the  embel- 
lishment of  art ;  but  in  the  very  richness  of  her 
atdre  there  was  a  cbaste  and  admirable  sim- 
plicity. 

Of  noble  Virtb,  young,  beautiful,  enthusias- 
tic, Ml  of  the  life  of  life,  not  wanting  in  ge- 
neTons  sentiment,  and  last,  if  not  least,  the 
heiress  of  immense  posdessions^  it  would  have 
been  strange  indeed  if  many  an  impassioned 
eye  did  not  bum  upon  Matilda  de  Aqnila. 
Such  a  conquest,  however,  was  not  to  be 
lightly  acbiered.  Besides  the  right  of  guar- 
dianship exercised  by  the  Earl  of  Chester,  a 
stronger  barrier  arose  in  the  claims  of  William 
the  Red,  who,  as  lord  paramount  of  feudal 
England,  enjoyed  the  wardship  of  every  heir- 
ess until  the  expiration  of  her  minority.  It 
may  be  necessary  to  remind  some  readers  that 
this  was  not  merely  a  Tiominal  right,  easily 
avoided,  or  compounded  for,  but  virtually  an 
important  branch  of  the  regal  prerogative  and 
revenue ;  or,  rather,  one  of  the  most  profitable 
mediums  of  extortion  which  the  rapacity  of  the 
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Anglo-Norman  monarchs  devised.  A  grant  of 
wardship  was  often  the  efficient  means  of  en- 
riching a  minister  or  a  favourite.  How  effi- 
cienty  sometimes,  may  be  conceived  from  the 
recorded  facts  of  ten  thousand  merks  being 
paid  for  the  wardship  of  a  young  nobleman ; 
and  of  a  descendant  of  one  of  the  personages 
in  this  narrative  expending  double  that  sum 
for  permission  to  marry  Isabel,  Countess  of 
Gloucester,  and  possess  her  lands  and  knights' 
fees.  This  purchase  at  once  of  a  wife  and  pro- 
perty was  equal  to  between  three  and  four  hun- 
dred thousand  pounds  of  our  present  money. 

Yet  further,  the  royal  "  Paravail"  was  au- 
thorised to  offer  to  his  fair  feudatory  any  hus- 
band of  her  own  rank,  whom  it  was  his  princely 
pleasure  to  oblige ;  and  if  the  lady  preferred 
choosing  for  herself,  as  was  indeed  some- 
what natural,  she  paid  the  trifling  penalty  of 
forfeiting  all  her  lands  and  possessions. 

It  is  to  be  supposed,  therefore,  that  such  a 
minor  as  Matilda  was  an  object  of  interest  to 
more  parties  than  one : — first,  the  near  and 
noble  relative  who  immediately  protected  her ; 
then  the  Sovereign,  alike  grasping  and  pro» 
digal,  who  might  speculate  upon  something 
handsome  accruing  to  his  exchequer;  and. 


li\}FU6.  85 

lastly,  the  ehmAry  of  the  "Marclies,  who  wouldi 
doobtless,  shiver  many  a  Bpear  to  win  a  favour* 
ing  glttace  (toul  sxicli  a  prize. 

It  ^was  not  yet  known  that  the  lady  had 
manifested  any  exclusive  predilection  for  a  fa- 
looied  one  amongst  her  knightly  admirers; 
md,  touching  her  guardian.  Lupus,  we  may 
observe  that  his  assumption  of  that  title,  how* 
ever  seemingly  reasonable,  wanted  the  royal 
nnction,  which  coald  alone  stamp  it  as  legiti- 
mate. No  grant  of  wardship  had  formally 
vested  in  his  person  the  rights  he  exercised ; 
and  there  was  the  consequent  risk  that,  at 
any  period,  Matilda  might  be  called  upon  to 
accept  a  husband  of  the  Sovereign's  choice,  with 
only  the  bitter  alternative  of  becoming  "  feud- 
less  and  landless"  by  refusal.  This  evil  chance, 
however,  Hugo  Lupus  never  seriously  antici- 
pated. It  was  his  own,  and,  perhaps,  the  ge- 
neral supposition,  that  the  king,  grasping  as 
he  was,  would  yet  respect  the  implied  or  sup^ 
posed  immunities  of  a  Principality  erected  by 
his  &ther  to  be  conferred  on  a  relative ;  and 
either  tacitly  forego  his  royal  claim,  or  make 
a  gracious  tender  (in  some  happy  mood)  of  a 
fbil  right  of  wardship  to  the  kinsman  who  had 
hitherto  done  homage  for  the  lady's  possessions, 
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and  punctually  discharged  the  feudal  duties 
annexed  to  them.  On  the  other  hand  it  was 
to  be  remembered,  that  this  very  homage  im- 
plied an  admission  of  the  regal  claim,  and  that 
whatever  privileges  the  Earl  might  challenge, 
as  to  the  tenants  o{  thePalatinate^the  matter  of 
his  fair  kinswoman  stood  upon  other  grounds, 
her  lands  and  castles,  in  fact,  not  being  situate 
in  that  principality,  but  in  other  and  various 
parts  of  England.  As  to  the  legality  of  the 
question,  therefore,  no  doubt  could  exist ;  but 
so  uncertain  was  then  all  legal  operation  that 
something  still  was  left  to  conjecture;  and 
much|  no  doubt,  was  to  be  referred  to  the  cha- 
racter of  the  monarch,  who,  though  capable  of 
extreme  generosity,  was  also  capable  of  the  very 
reverse;  prodigal  munificence  being  in  William 
Rufus  the  parent  of  merciless  rapacity. 

We  have  thought  it  necessary  to  premise 
this  feudal  peculiarity  in  the  situation  of  Ma- 
tilda, but  now  gladly  return  to  our  narrative. 

When  the  fair  kinswoman  of  Hugo  Lupus 
quitted  the  narrow  glade  in  which  his  life  was 
attempted  immediately  after,  she  rode  a  beau- 
tiful Andalusian  jennet,  procured  for  her  at 
an  immense  price,  and  magnificently  trapped; 
silver  of  the  purest,  and  even  gold  and  jewel- 
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lerj,  king  krlabed  both    upon,    saddle  and 
booangs;  vVile  ihe  silk.    o£    the   latter  wmb 
i^eoed  gorgeously  'with   embroidered  work, 
f  OQT  attendauta  of  her  o^nm  sex  accompanied 
W,  two  beUnd,  aud  two  iw^ho  occupied  more 
bToved  siUations  oa  either    haad.     These, 
well  mounted  and  splendidly  attired ,  seemed 
admitted  to  occasion^  couirerse,  and  joined  at 
that  moment  Vith  becoming  earnestness  in  a 
diseoarse  upon  the  ^*  fayre  pastgrne'*  of  hawk- 
ing, sustained  l>eiween   Matilda  and   Nigel, 
Baron  of  Halton,  her  good  oncle^s  thick-witted 
chancellor.    The  mute  suggestor  of  the  theme, 
a  merlin  of  uncommon  beauty,  enjoyed  a  no 
less  honoured  perch  than  the  wrist  of  his  lady, 
to  which  he  was  slightly  secured  by  a  silken 
creoBce  or  thread.    It  seemed  as  if  the  petted 
plumed  one  exulted  in  his  station,  and  in  the 
caresses  he  received ;    for,  at  intervals,   he 
stretched  his  smooth  neck,  shook  his  glossy 
pinions,  and  glanced  his  brilliant  eye,  with  an 
air  of  consciousness  which  it  was  difficult  not 
to  interpret  as  the  pride  of  a  &vourite. 

^  Ye  have   done  well,  noble  lady,"  said 

Xigelf  *^  to  have  the   fair  bird  hither,  for  I 

cafl  tell  you  there  is  goodly  hawking  upon 

the  Itcbin;    marry,   I  have  seen  when  king 
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and  court  were  all  out  with  falcon  on  fist,  and 
there  hath  gone  up  such  a  gallant  heron  as 
would  spit  fairly  through  from  breast  to  back 
the  rarest  hawk  that  ever  winded  or  swooped!^ 

Matilda  gave  her  lip  to  the  feathered  fa- 
vourite, much  as  a  modem  fair  one  might  do 
to  a  pet  paroquet,  and  then  answered — 

*'  I  will  mate  him  with  the  best  in  King 
William's  mews  for  flying  at  the  brook ;  he 
hath  done  right  well  by  Chester-streams,  but, 
if  he  soar  not  the  fairer  flight  when  a  king's 
eye  watches  it,  he  shall  be  neck^wrung  with 
his  own  jesses  for  a  sorry  kestril !" 

"  God's  cranes  and  his  herons,  lady!"  ex* 
claimed  the  inapprehensive  and  literal  baron. 
"  Ye  jest  sure !  a  good  hawk,  when  he  hath 
gotten  the  vantage-pitch,  will  strike  me  the 
quarry  as  fairly  in  the  eyes  of  Tom-fool  as  a 
crowned  king." 

**  I  remember  me,"  said  Moma,  one  of  the 
waiting  damsels,  with  great  simplicity,  **  a 
merry  tale  (and  he  was  a  goodly-visaged 
palmer  that  told  it,)  of  a  court-hawking  at 
Paris,  no  further  gone  than  Easter-tide,  when 
the  heron  that  lanced  two  of  King  Philip's 
best  falcons  was  trussed  at  length  by  an  espe- 
cially rare  merlin ;  men  said  it  was  as  goodly* 
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bir  tfi  its  mistress,  Constance    de  Mowbraj, 
tkedftoghter  ot  t\ie  great  nortliem  earl." 

Asp«rk\e  o(  Matilda's  l^een  eye  belied  the 
indifference  of  tone  m  ^wliicli  slie  said, — 

^  Yr\io  amongst  ye  liath  seen  that  paragon  ? 
Methoaght  she  "was  scarce  yet  of  years  to 
Tide  ynik  hawk  on  band.'* 

None  present  had  actually  seen  the  nymph, 
bit  all  agreed  m  the  common  nunonr  of  her 
exiCessive  beauty ;  and  maid  Moma,  who  had 
first  blundered  upon  the  topic,  now  went  on, — 
"  Nay,  I  warrant  me,  lady,  I  asked  more 
questions  than  one  touching  that  proud  earl's 
daughter,  and,  hawk  or  no  hawk,  Constance 
de  Mowbray  is  no  unfledged  eyass  herself.  Fair 
jousting  was  there,  and  harping,  and  banquet- 
ting,  and  I  know  not  what,  in  honour  of  her 
eharms,  among  the  French  gallants ;  marry, 
to  look  upon  Earl  Robert,  for  as  black  and 
bold  as  he  be,  one  would  scarce  deem  him  the 
are  of  such  a  womanly  minion.^ 

^  Womanly  ! "  repeated  Matilda,  and  paused 
for  some  time  before  adding — 

''And  what  doth  this  fair  paragon  in  France, 
I  marvel  ?  hath  sorry  England  neither  eye, 
beart,  lance,  nor  harp  ?  must  we  poor  klaad- 
dames,  who  tarry  at  home  like  Lob-lie-by-tbe- 
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fire,  go  sue  for  mates  amidst  the  Welsh  woItcs, 
or  the  Saxon  swine-feeders  ?*' 

As  she  spoke  thus,  her  eye  encountered  that 
of  William  de  Aldery,  a  young  man  of  noble 
but  melancholy  aspect,  who  rode  near;  he 
replied  in  tones  which  accorded  with  the  stamp 
of  sadness  upon  his  brow — 

"  It  were  harsh  to  believe  that  the  Lady 
Matilda  indeed  and  truly  doubts  whether  our 
Island  chivalry  boast  not  hearts  as  loyal,  as 
tender,  and  as  true,  as  the  best  and  bravest  of 
France  or  Normandy." 

'^ Boast r  responded  Matilda,  ''I  doubt 
not  that ;  they  will  say  and  swear  it.  They 
suffer  not  their  good  name  to  rust  for  lack  of 
a  little  vain-glorious  burnishing  with  their 
own  knightly  lips." 

"  Of  myself,"  replied  De  Aldery,  "  I  speak 
not ;  to  me  even  the  praise  of  others  were  little 
worth.  But  for  our  order  at  large — ^the  chi- 
valry of  England — well  may  I  challenge  such 
praise  as  the  wide  world  in  after  years  shall 
pour  upon  it  abundantly ;  the  brave  in  battle 
— the  resigned  in  death — the  true  in  love." 

^<  They  are  especial  good  talkers,  I  grant 
ye,"  rejoined  the  caustic  lady  ;  *^  but  I  would 
fain  pick  from  their  fair  ranks  one  that  would 
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be,toT  oiie\i\tgemoiitli,  solely  for  one  sole 
miiden;— tki  ^ould  I  fain  see,  'were  it  bat 
for  ike  miz«c\^%  «ake.*' 

"Maiq  ftftT^  axe,  lady/*  replied  the  youtb, 
'^wk))'ma\\  ^ure  love,  and  stainless  honour, 
voddUYeanddie  for  one  sole  maiden." 

"  Die\"  s\ie  repVied,  "  aye,  of  the  Drife* 
or,  it  may  be,  ot  deep  drmls^ing,  but  not  of  love. 
^Vlien  that  prodigy  comes,  I  look  also  to  see 
palfreys  with  six  legs  \" 

^  Our  Lady  help  us  with  those  that  have  but 
foorl"  ejaculated  maid  Moma,  her  patience 
fairly  exhausted  by  the  refractory  spirit  of  her 
steed,  who,  for  some  time  had  continued,  at 
Tery  brief  intervals,  to  prance,  and  start,  and 
capriole,  to  the  infinite  annoyance  of  his  buxom 
rider.     Determined,  however,   to  assert  her 
supremacy,  the  damsel  essayed  a  smart  appli- 
cation of  the  riding-rod,  to  which   the  ouly 
response  was  a  redoubled  energy  of  kick  and 
caper;  until,  at  length,  in  the  fury  of  the  con- 
test, the  luckless  pinner  of  head-gear  bestowed 
such  a  switch  upon  the  Lady  Matilda's  fidcon, 
instead  of  the  rebellious  courser,  that  the  af- 
(ngbted  bird  broke,  screaming,  from  the  hand 
of  bis  mistress,  and  fled  incontinently  over  a 

*  An  epidemic  wo  ctUed  in  the  middle  »gcv. 
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thicket  of  alders,  skirting  the  path  upon  the 
right.  Well  may  such  an  incident  throw  into 
immediate  shadow  all  the  friskings  and  cur- 
yetting  of  dame  Moma's  unlucky  horse,  not 
to  mention  the  jeopardy  of  said  dame  herselF. 
Far  be  it,  indeed,  from  us  to  elevate  such  slight 
matters  into  comparison  with  the  loss  of  a 
feathered  protegi^  whose  place  could  not  be 
supplied  by  the  value  of  a  thousand  tiring' 
women ! 

In  an  instant  all  was  confusion,  bustle,  and 
assiduity,  for  the  recovery  of  the  fugitive. 
The  gallants  sprang  from  their  saddles,  and 
plunged  into  the  thicket,  each  desirous  to 
be  the  fortunate  restorer  of  a  waif  so  precious. 
But  it  was  not  the  good  hap  of  knight,  squire, 
or  page,  to  perform  this  meritorious  service. 
A  stranger,  whose  habiliments  argued  him 
nor  one  nor  other  of  those  grades,  emerged 
suddenly  from  the  woody  screen  with  the 
scared  merlin  in  his  hold,  and  restored  it,  not 
ungracefully,  to  its  envied  perch. 

It  required  but  a  single  glance  to  show  that 
the  individual  so  auspiciously  introduced  to 
Matilda,  was  a  professor  of  ^'  the  gai  science f** 
in  other  words,  a  minstrel ;  one  of  those  erratic 
children  of  song,  whom  the  romance  and  en- 
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tkusksm  of  tlie  age  elevated  to  tbe  companion^ 

dup,  and  to  the  board   of  princes.    He  wbb 

tall,  erect}  agile,  i^ell  proportioned,  and  seemed 

to  be  in  ihe  ^ery  prime  of  life.   His  complexion, 

uIutbIIj  fair,  bore    tolceiis    of  exposure  to 

tke  "^sldey  Vn&nences/*    and    perhaps  to  the 

letiD&  of  a  warmer  snn  than  ordisarilj  looks 

thioagh  the  misty  beavens   of  Britain.     His 

features  were  more  tban  handsome,  they  had 

an  expressioii  of  frank,  and  active  good  bu- 

moar,  to  which   a  high,  hroad  forehead,  a 

mouth  of  extreme  beauty,  and  quick  imag^na- 

tiTe  blue  eyes,   added  feeling  and    dignity. 

He  wore  the  professional  garb,  every  article 

exclosiTely  of  dark  green ;    tunic,  chansses, 

Test,  doak,  and  bonnet.     A  silver  wrest,  or 

inatrament  for  tuning  his  harp,  hung  before 

him  upon  a  chain  of  the  same  metal,  but  thb 

HABP  itself  was  not  yet  visible. 

^'Fairest  bird  to  fairest  perch!"  said  the 
eompUmentary  Bard,  as  he  performed  the  of- 
fice of  restoration ;  '^Give  me  words  in  kind, 
noble  lady,  for  my  fair  service!" 

"Fairer  tbanks  than  words  will  I  pay  thee, 
^Miostrei,"  replied  the  gratified  damoiselle, 
»  she  smoothed  the  ruffled  plumage  of  her 
Arourite. 
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"  Let  them  be  smiles,  then,  and  of  the  bright- 
est," he  rejoined,  "for  the  love  of  the  gai 
science" 

"  Aye,  golden  ones,"  answered  the  lady,  de- 
taching from  her  person  a  chain  which  shone 
like  nothing  of  less  price,  and  extending  it  to 
the  minstrel. 

^^This,  for  the  love  of  my  good  hawk ;  and, 
touching  thy  glee«-craft,  I  will  pay  that  too, 
With  gold,  and  smiles,  and  fair  words  to  boot ; 
so  thou  wilt  sing  of  battle  and  falconry,  and 
never  a  word  of  man's  love,  or  woman's 
beauty." 

"  Perish  my  harp  then ! "  exclaimed  the  bard, 
^'  and  the  dull  hand  that  wakes  it !  Our  min- 
strel ardour,  when  love  and  loveliness  cease  to 
cherish  its  fires,  dies  like  a  flickering  lamp  in 
cavern- vapours !" 

''  It  is  well  said,"  observed  Matilda,  *^  though 
for  the  hundredth  time." 

"  It  is  truly  said/'  he  replied — "were  it  the 
thousandth.'^ 

''  From  whence  art  thou,  Sir  Bard  of  Dames?*' 
enquired  the  lady. 

"  From  fairy-land  I,  with  an  especial  present 
from  King  Oberon  ;  will  ye  behold  it?" 

"Aye,  though  it  were  Puck  himself!"  said 
Matilda. 
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'*\e\iave  bnt  half  named,  liim,"  replied  the 
nan  of  song^  and  sprln^ng'  to  the  thicket,  he 
cried  dond,  "Ptjckpist  1   Elfin  !    What,  Elfiv 
PucifiCT,  I  say  \  liiiher  T' 
And  to  the  amazement  of  some,  and  the  alarm 
of  others,  a  dinunutWe  creatnre,  which  might 
be  either  male  or  female,  human  or  pretema- 
toiai,  BO  strangely  indefinite  was  its  appear- 
ance,  emerged  slowly  from  the  alder  bushes, 
a&d  presented  its  very  pnzzling  exterior  to  the 
eyes  of  the  cavalcade.      It  was  clothed  from 
head  to  foot  in  a  tight  dress  of  the  same  dark 
green  as  the  minstrel's,  and,  over  that,  a  tnnic 
of  like  Terdant  hue,   so  extremely  short  as  to 
dis{^y  fully  the  singular  length  of  legs  ap- 
pended to  a  body  of  the  scantiest  longitude 
imaginable,  and  with  which  an  equally  prepos- 
terous length  of  arms  harmonized   *'  k  xaeT" 

These  ill  proportioned  members  were  at- 
tenuated to  such  a  degree  of  feminine  slimness 
at  wrist  and  ankle,  and  terminated  by  feet  and 
hands  so  remarkably  small,  that,  had  not  a 
certain  austere  and  even  malignant  expression 
upon  an  adust  and  parchment-like  visage,  to« 
gether  with  something  of  a  slightly-bearded 
upper  lip,  told  another  story,  it  would  hare 
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been  diflScult  not  to  set  the  creature  down  &s  a 
mere  child,  and  of  the  gentler  order  of  crea- 
tion too. 

Such  being  the  aspect  of  this  remarkable 
page,  or  henchman,  it  remains  bat  to  be  added 
that  his  immediate  office  was  that  of  harp- 
bearer.  He  drew  near  to  his  master  slowly 
and  doggedly,  casting  a  sidelong,  reluctant 
glance  at  the  riders,  who  had,  by  this  time,  re- 
gained their  saddles ;  and,  as  soon  as  his  me- 
lodious burden  was  deposited  at  the  minstrel's 
foot,  seated  himself  a  little  apart,  upon  a  broad 
stone,  with  his  back  very  cavalierly  turned  to 
the  spectators — both  elbows  resting  on  his 
knees,  and  his  head  upon  his  clenched  hands. 

*'  Now,  by  spur  and  baldric !"  exclaimed 
the  Baron  of  Halton,  **  here  is  an  ugly  jack- 
an-ape  for  the  nonce !  Art  thou  christian^  Sir 
Joculator  ?" 

**  Our  lady  forefend  else  !"  was  the  reply — 
"  for  what  dost  take  me,  Sir  Knight?  Said  I  that 
Puckfist  was  a  child  of  Mahound?  and  ye, 
fair  dames !  why  look  ye  perplexed  Y'  he  added, 
seeing  that  maid  Moma  and  her  compeers  were 
keeping  at  reverent  distance,  and  regarding  his 
urchin  with  no  very  delighted  looks — ^a  strong^ 
belief  in  thegothic  mythology  of  &y  and  sprite. 
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and  of  the  occasional    subserviency   of  those 
beings  to  haman  purpose  and  power,  being  as 
preTalent  in  tbat  day  throughout  merry  Eng- 
land, as  at  a  much  later  date  in  the  Caledonian 
and  Welsh  highlands.      "  Why  look  ye  per- 
plexed amd  scared  ?      I  promise  ye  there  is  little 
dinger  in  Elfin  Puckfist,  unless,  it  may  be,  at 
tiie  dead  hoar,  when  night  and  morning  are  at 
odds.    By  St.  Nicholas  1  there  are  many  of  his 
nation  that  have  less  grace  and  a  worse  visage ! 
Under  favonr,  most  delicate  damsels !  he  shall 
salute  the  fair  hem  of  your  riding-gear  ;  an* 
if  ye  will  not  grace  him  with  a  white  hand  for 
a  brief  kissing  while." 

He  turned  as  if  to  summon  the  very  shapely 
gallant  to  this  act  of  reverence,  but  was  ar- 
rested incontinently  by  shriek  and  cry  from 
the  tyring  maids  ;  and,  at  the  same  time,  by 
the  more  tangible  resistance  of  De  Aldery's 
sheathed  sword,  as  the  knight  admonished 
him  to  let  his  unseemly  vassal  fall  back  and 
b^ne.  Matilda,  however,  whose  good  hu- 
moar  was  conciliated  by  the  opportune  ser- 
vices of  Puckfist's  master,  and  who  had  either 
more  nerve  or  less  credulity  than  her  maids, 
interposed  in  behalf  of  the  elfin  page. 
"Beseech  you,   sir  knight,''  she  said,  '<  do 

VOL.  I.  p 
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no  discourtesy  to  a  liege  vassal  of  King  Obe- 
ron,  lest  ban  and  blight  be  the  best  of  our  own 
hap,  when  we  next  ride  by  moonlight.  Come 
thou  hither,  gentle  Puckfist !  and  discuss  unto 
me  what  good  gifts  thou  hast  brought  from 
fairy  land  V* 

"  He  hears  no  voice  save  mine,  noble  lady/' 
said  the  minstrel,  '*  and  speaks  no  tongue  save 
that  of  his  mother  land,  where  every  word 
melts  on  the  listening  ear  like  the  notes  of  a 
charmed  harp !'' 

*'  Oh,"  replied  Matilda — "  commend  me 
ever  to  your  bird  of  sorry  plumage,  for  an 
especial  carol.  But  I  grieve  that  he  is  deaf 
of  his  Norman  ear  withal ;  what,  an'  if  we 
should  hold  converse  of  scourge  and  shackle  ? 
might  not  that  do  something,  thinkest  thou, 
without  being  translated  into  this  said  melo- 
dious tongue  of  his  mother  land  V 

*'  Something  it  might  do, noble  Damoiselle,'* 
replied  he  of  the  harp — '*  but,  by  Sir  Thomas 
of  Beverley !  not  for  the  broad  earldom  of 
the  great  De  Mowbray  would  /  lift  finger  (in 
the  way  of  blow  or  buffet)  against  Elfin  Puok-* 
fist!  He  that  would  rivet  shackle,  or  lay 
scourge  upon  Elfin,  had  need  be  right  sore 
that  he  is  himself  charmed   from  palsy  and 
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cripple  at  wmt-bone    aiid    ancle-joint — aod 
veil  if  suc\i  evW  be  t\ie  vrorst  of  his  weird  !" 

The  mmstrel,   or    as    be     'was     sometimes 

termed,  tVie  "  JoculatoT,**  bad,  bitberto,  been 

joealar  enoagh,  both  in  tone  and  deportment ; 

but  Ais  rhapsody  was  delivered  with  so  much 

eamestBess,  that  the  maidenly  portion  of  his 

mditors  rode  some   paces  yet  further  back 

from  the    suspicious     imp,    excepting    only 

Matilda,  \vho,  however,  must  not    be  pro- 

noanced  wholly  free  from   the  weakness  of 

the  age. 

"Benedicite!  Sir  Minstrel,"  she  said,  "  thy 
page  is  somewhat  too  eldritch  for  us  human 
mortals.  Let  him  keep  worshipful  distance 
from  these  white-faced  damsels :  and  beware, 
I  pray  yon,  that  ye  encounter  not  some  evil 
day,  with  those  who,  for  less  than  De  Mow- 
bray's earldom,  or  its  pettiest  barony,  would 
scourge  thine  elfin  back  to  King  Oberon,  and 
hang  thee^  with  thine  harp  around  thy  neck, 
upon  the  next  tree." 

A  flush  came  upon  the  cheek  of  the  min- 

'  Btrel,  but  faded  instantly,  as  he  replied — 

"God  shield  it,  noble  lady!    it  were  foul 

parting  of  feir  company ;  and,  ere  that  mis- 

clrance,  I  look  to  string  mine  harp,  once  and 

p2 
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again.  Bat  should  it  fall  out  in  Chester-ward, 
the  fairest  merlin  in  Britain  shall  plead  for 
harp  and  harper." 

With  this  allusion  to  his  recent  service,  he 
fell  hack,  and  motioned  to  his  extraordinary 
attendant  to  resume  his  burden.  The  band 
then  moved  onwards,  until  it  gained  a  gentle 
plot  or  esplanade  of  turf,  whose  smooth, 
short  grass  presented  as  fair  a  table  for  ban* 
quetting  ^^cd-freseo'*  as  could  be  desired  bj 
the  most  fastidiously  romantic  of 

*' Vmerj  damBda,  met  in  forest  wide 

By  knights  of  Log^res,  or  of  Lyones 
Lanneelot,  or  Pelleas,  or  PeUenore  I  '^ 
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CHAPTER   VI. 


Is  it  not  ttmigie,  that,  as  ye 
Seemed  in  mine  ear  a  death-peal  rang, 
Sndi  as  in  nunneries  they  toU 
For  some  departing  sister's  sonl  ? 
Say,  what  may  this  portend  ?*' — 

IVa  first  the  Fshner  silenoe  broke, 
(Hie  live-long  day  he  had  not  spoke) 
'  The  death  of  a  dear  friend  I' " 


The  burden  of  the  sumpter-mules  was  now 
bagtily  put  in  reqaisition  for  that  important 
ceremony  which  old  and  young,  grave  and 
gay,  saint  and  sinner,  alike  regard  with  com- 
plicent  welcome ;  and  the  summons  to  which 
lias  been  termed  by  a  facetious  poet, 

*' The  tocsin  of  the  sool— the  dinner  bell  I" 

The  '^  onslaught,"  however,  was  necessarily 
pofitpoued  until  the  appearance  of  the  Lord  of 
tbe  feast,  whose  delay  in  the  rear  had,  by  this, 
excited  the  surprise  of  Matilda,  ignorant  as 
she  yet  was  of  the  work  of  death  which  had 
delayed  him. 
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All  eyes  lighted  up  with  satisfaction  as  a 
band  of  riders  issued  from  another  glade ;  but 
with  the  next  moment  came  disappointment, 
for  they  who  approached  the  scene  of  gastro- 
nomic preparation  were  not  the  parties  ex- 
pected. 

"  Our  Lady  make  us  patient ! "  ejaculated 
Nigel,  who,  in  fact,  had  evinced  no  very 
knightly  resignation  to  the  "  rage  of  hunger," 
but  affected  to  feel  only  for  the  subordinates 
of  the  band. 

"  Our  Lady  make  us  patient!  these  are  no 
carvers  for  our  board.  It  is  the  Marshal  and 
his  gay  minion,  De  Tunbridge." 

"Now,"*  said  Matilda,  with  covert  scorn, 
*'  if  they  have  ridden  as  far  as  our  good  Nigel, 
there  will  be  splintering  of  lances,  I  fear  me, 
for  the  prize  of  flaggon  and  pasty !  I  pray 
you,  sir  knight,"  she  added,  turning  to  De 
Aldery,  —  ^^  Ride  out  from  this  our  festal 
leaguer,  and  entreat  of  yonder  gallants  that 
they  alight  in  peace,  and  partake  of  this  poor 
banquet  upon  the  turf;  lest  the  pride  of 
chivalry  descend  to  run  a  tilt  for  venison  and 
double  ale." 

The  melancholy  cavalier  remained  motion- 
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m  his  saddle,  and  replied  only  by  ''strug- 
gling at  a  smUe.*' 

"  De  Aldery  scorns  our  entreaty,"  added 
thclady  iritb  a  peculiar  glance.  "  We  will  sue 
elsewhere.  Baron  of  Hal  ton ,  dost  thou  also 
refuse  to  bear  greeting  to  the  marshal  ?" 

"St  Mary!"  cried  the  baron,  "  If  it  be 
jonr  pleasure  I  \rill  bear  Bach  greetings  as 
TBxj  be  thrust  down  his  proud  throat  at  point 
of  lance.  But  to  no  banquet  will  I  bid  Hugh 
de  Montgomery,  save  that  where  blood  is 
poored  forth  instead  of  wine ! ' 

"  Rein  up,  then !  *'  said  Matilda,  sharply, 
"  and  let  me  pass  :  not  from  a  third  of  your 
proud  order  will  I  take  refusal.  Follow,  my 
maids !  I  will  myself  do  mine  own  embassy, 
and  shame  these  discourteous  riders!" 

And,  to  the  astonishment  of  all,  she  struck 
her  palfrey  with  the  rod,  and  started  out  to 
eonfront  the  approaching  party.  Nigel  stared 
in  stupid  silence ;  but  De  Aldery,  hastily 
riding  up,  caught  the  embroidered  rein,  and 
exclaimed, 

"  Noble  lady !  thU  passes  a  jest.     Unmeet 
subjects  for  merriment,  at  this  evil  juncture, 
we  yonder  riders.     I  do  beseech  you,  turn." 
^'  Let  go  my  rein !  sir  knight!"  said  Matilda, 
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with  an  earnestness  which  deepened  the  sur- 
prise and  embarrassment  of  her  detainer. 
"  Now,  by  our  Lady ! "  continued  the  fiery 
damsel,  with  increased  energy,  "  unhand  my 
palfrey,  or  I  cry  aloud  for  rescue  upon  friend 
or  foe  ! " 

"  This  is  the  very  madness  of  self-will!" 
said  the  knight.  *^  Not  in  the  eye  of  Mont- 
gomery and  his  minion  should  the  kinswoman 
of  Hugo  Lupus  thus  demean  herself.  Away ! 
if  this  light  humour  must  needs  hold,  I  will 
myself  be  the  unhonoured  messenger;'*  and 
suddenly  quitting  her  grasp,  he  started  into  a 
gallop,  and  was  almost  instantly  face  to  face 
with  the  Marshal  and  his  companions. 

We  have  thus  regained  the  point  from  which 
we  ventured  to  digress  in  the  early  part  of 
last  chapter ;  for  such  was  the  mission  of  De 
Aldery  when  he  rode  up  as  then  described. 
He  certainly^discharged  it  with  a  better  grace 
than  its  absurdity  seemed  to  render  possible- 
absolved  both  the  Earl  of  Chester  and 
himself  from  all  participation  in  the  greet** 
ing,  and  limited  the  whole  to  a  simple 
request  of  the  Lady  Matilda,  that,  '^  of  their 
courtesy,  they  would  not  pass  without  brim* 
ming  one  goblet  to  the  speedy  vengeance  of 
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the  Marchers  over   tlie    savage  Cjmri  of  the 
west." 

"  A  &ir  pledge/'  returned  Montgomery, 
with  the  cold  stemriess  of  his  ordinary  manner; 
"  the  which  it  grieves  me  that  I  may  not 
honour,  being  sworn  upon  the  blessed  rood  to 
drink  no  wine  until  I  bare  discharged  me  of 
ft  TOW  in  Wincliester.  Commend  me  to  the 
hdy,  hiT  sir ;  and  so  report." 

"But,  by  St.  Thomas!"  cried  De  Tun- 
bridge,  whose  eyes  sparkled  with  the  invita- 
tion, ^  there  is  no  churlish  vow  hanging 
around  my  neck ;  and  were  there  such,  full 
blythely  would  I  break  it,  and  travel  barefoot 
to  Rome  for  dispensation,  ere  the  right  noble 
Damoiselle  had  discourteous  answer  from  me 
in  this  matter  of  the  wine-cup.** 

"Oh,  doubtless,  doubtless!*'  said  Mont- 
gomery. •*  JPar  amottrs^  par  amours^  though 
the  couch  were  of  snakes  and  scorpions! 
Get  thee  hence  with  thy  smooth  visage  and 
dainty  array!  I  think  thou  art  snatching  at 
such  courtesy  from  the  Dame  as  would  be 
scarce  proffered  thee  by  her  kinsman,  Hugo, 
•wert  thou  gasping  here  with  the  hot  thirst  of 
Tophet-pit  upon  thy  lips.  Here  is  a  gallant, 
&ir  sir,*'  (turning  to  De  Aldery,)  "  who,  for  a 
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glance  of  the  damsePs  eye,  will  pledge  her, 
although  the  goblet  mantled  with  juice  oi 
toads !     Thou  hast  mine  answer." 

"  And  mine,"  said  De  Tanbridge  ;  "  the 
which  I  pray  De  Aldery  to  grace  with  his 
best  utterance,  and  speedily,  or  it  is  like  I 
may  prove  my  own  messenger!" 

The  envoy  rode  oflF  without  word  or  sign. 

"  Now,  afore  God !"  said  the  Marshal,  "  we 
are  bounden  to  this  malapert  maiden.  Speed 
thee.  Sir  Ilbert,  and  win  favour  in  her  eyes, 
for  if  thy  dangling  locks  and  fluttering  bra- 
veries can  flaunt  thee  into  such  grace,  by 
Peter's  keys !  they  will  have  done  better  ser- 
vice than  ever  yet  fell  out  from  them." 

"  How  mean  ye  ?  " 

'*  No  matter.  I  do  perceive  a  golden  ball 
in  thy  path — beware  that  thou  spurn  it  not 
aside.  The  lands  and  castles  of  Matilda  de 
Aquila  were  no  fooFs  bauble.  Away,  Sir 
Ilbert,  and  hark !  Greet  Du  Coci  yet  again, 
and  bid  him  claim  from  me  purveyance  of 
meet  lodging  in  the  city.  Have  a  smooth 
brow  in  the  eye  of  Lupus.  Look  well  to  the 
lair  dame;  and,  withal,  strive  thou  to  have  . 
some  speech  with  De  Aldery  ^^hen  he  hath 
learnt  his  kinsman's  fate — 'tis  manifest  that 
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yet  woia  not  of  tfae  evil.  l£  thou  canst 
direct  the  lean  and  blackened  finger  of  Sus- 
^cion  upon  Nortbuinbria's  Earl — ^Ha!  good 
Sirllbertl  tbink  well  on  that!  William  de 
Aldery  will  be  clamoroos  in  his  revenge  and 
grief!" 

Thus  tutored,  De  Tunbridge  rode  towards 
the  stream,  utting  gallantly  erect,  with  flying 
love-locks,  glittering  vest,  and  waving  [rfume. 
His  pace  was,  perhaps,  the  speedier,  that,  in 
S|nte  of  a  good  share  of  natural  effrontery,  he 
could  not  repress  an  inclination  to  approach 
Matilda  rather  in  the  absence  than  presence 
of  her  powerful  kinsman,  who  was  not  likely 
to  approve  either  of  the  lady's  superfluous 
hospitality  to  one  of  a  bitterly  opposed  fiaction, 
or  the  easy  acceptance  of  the  invited  party. 

Alighting  and  doffing  his  plumed  bonnet 
with  his  most  courtly  grace,  he  drew  near  to 
the  beauty  of  the  western  marches,  and  paid 
bis  first  greeting  with  a  profound  obeisance. 
No  inapt  representative  of  the  youth  of  his 
age  and  clafis,  when,  according  to  the  vene- 
rable monk  of  Malmsbury,  *^  there  was  flowmg 
hair  and  extravagant  dress,  and  shoes  with 
carved  points,  and  when  the  young  men  were 
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delicate  and  minced  in  their  gait,  and  walked 
With  loose  gestureB." 

Nigel  and  De  Aldery,  both  severely  plain  in 
attire,  looked  with  scorn  upon  such  effeminate 
parade ;  and  the  looks  of  all  around  savoured 
of  any  thing  rather  than  hospitable  welcome. 
Matilda  alone  displayed  an  unclouded  brow 
and  some  approach  to  courtesy,  but  not  with* 
out  her  accustomed  dash  of  sarcasm.  Sir  Ilbert, 
upon  his  part,  dazzled  at  once  by  her  beauty, 
and  embarrassed  by  the  wild  naiVete  of  her 
demeanour,  as  well  as  the  doubtful  tone  of  her 
address,  could  only  throw  together,  somewhat 
incoherently,  a  few  conventional  flourishes  of 
gallantry,  which  the  fair  one  scattered  in  empty 
air  by  saying  abruptly  — 

"  Now,  so  help  me  our  Lady  of  Bangor!  as 
this  is  a  right  strange  error — I  have  mistaken 
a  band  of  courtiers  for  a  bevy  of  pilgrims !" 

'*  Marry,"  replied  the  guest,  '^  in  some  sort, 
Hugh  de  Montgomery  may  well  be  termed 
pilgrim,  for  he  is  under  as  strict  a  vow  as  ever 
was  sandalled  shaveling,  and  may  not  honour 
his  lip  with  a  touch  of  your  proffered  goblet. 
For  myself,  most  lovely  lady !  a  blessed  pil- 
grimage will  I  account  it  that  hath  led  me  to 
«o  fair  a  shrine  T' 
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''  It  is  most  courtly  said,"  answered  Matilda, 
"and  I  thank  Qod  ye  have  not  dabbed  me 
BAiHT,  seeing  that  our  good  confessor  at  Chester 
wss  pricked  throagh  ribs  and  longs  bj  a  Welsh 
snow  three  sinful  months  agone,  and,  as  the 
fiend  will  have  it,   I  am  even  jet  anshriven. 
Bowbeit,  sir  knight,   in  plain  phrase,  ye  are 
wdcome  to  our  poor  banquet  under  the  greens 
wood;  and  yonder  momntain  of  a  marshal, 
with  his  many  a  hundred-weight  of  msty  iron, 
and  shield  like  an  armourer's  anvil,  and  lanoc 
like  a  weaver's  beam,  is  more  than  welcome  to 
ride  on,  and  make  as  quit  of  his  black  brow 
and  brawny  body. — Bat  see !"  she  added  ab- 
ruptly, **  in  good  time  here  comes  oor  loving 
ancle  and  his   knights ;  I  marvel  what  owl 
they  have  seen  hawking  at  the  sun,  that  they 
must  needs  keep  saeh  a  snail's  pace  in  their 
wonderment/' 
It  was  at  this  moment  that 

"  A  band  anaeen,  but  not  remote/' 

ftrack  the  chords  of  a  harp  so  wildly,  sweetly, 
and  nioamfully,  that  silence  deep  and  ioetan- 
taneoas  sank  upon  all  around.  The  melan- 
choly notes  preluded  in  unmeasured  cadence 
for  a  few  moments,  and  then  swelled  into  a 
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solemn  dii^e,  which  now  rose  upon  the  breease 
like  the  wail  of  a  departing  spirit — now  died 
upon  the  ear  like  the  far-off  murmur  of  ocean 
when  it  deepens,  rather  than  breaks,  the  hush 
of  declining  eve.  De  Aldery  was  the  first  to 
observe — and  not  without  amazement — that 
the  sad  melody  was  produced  by  no  other 
hand  than  that  of  Elfin  Puekfist.  He  gazed, 
while  the  lank  and  shrivelled  fingers  did  their 
eostattc  work  amidst  the  chords,  alternately 
upon  the  dwarf  and  upon  his  ma8ter,*who,  with 
folded  arms  and  clouded  brow,  leaned  motion- 
less against  an  elm.  It  was  not  until  the  music 
had  died  away  that  the  latter  replied  to  a  touch 
of  De  Aldery 's  lance  by  a  fiery  and  indignant 
look,  from  which  the  knight's  surprised  regard 
was  withdrawn  by  a  grasp  upon  his  cloak.  He 
turned  and  beheld  the  only  apparently  living 
feature  of  Puckfist's  countenance — ^his  small, 
red,  ferret  eye — gleaming  upon  him  with  an 
expression,  which  his  own  consciousness  of  re- 
cent harshness  to  the  creature  interpreted  as 
that  of  malicious  triumph  ;  at  the  same  time  its 
skinny  hand  pointed  to  the  slow-approaching 
horse-litter,  in  which  were  deposited  the  cold 
remains  of  De  Waleric.  De  Aldery  again 
turned,  and  said  in  subdued  tones — 
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«« What  mav  this  bode,  Sir  Misstrel  ?" 

*•  The  death  of  a  brave  man,"  was  the  reply. 

As  this  was  spoken  the  Earl  of  Chester,  Da 
Cod,  Coear  d'Acier,  and  others  rode  up. 

Lupus  immediately  distinguished  the  glitter^ 
ing  person  of  Sir  Ilbert,  and  suspected  that  the 
knight  had  rendered  his  knowledge  of  De  Wa- 
leric's  death  subservient  to  a  design  of  address- 
mg  Matilda, 

*<  Evil  tidings,"  he  said,  ^'  have  quick  wings ; 
is  it  not  thus,  Ilbert  de  Tunbridge  ?" 

"  No  wings  of  my  ftimishing,"  replied  the 
knight.  '*  I  eared  not  to  eroak  a  raren's  greeting 
m  the  ear  of  the  noble  maiden,  and  blanch  the 
cheek  of  beauty  ere  my  first  wondering  glance 
had  died  upon  its  roses." 

'*T1ie  Lady  Matilda,"  said  Hugo  le  Loup, 
with  a  displeased  brow  and  accent,  ^  will  spare 
further  phrase-making.  Sir  ELnight ;  the  rather 
that,  I  trust,  she  comprehendeth  them  not — 
having  abode  chiefly,  where,  I  thank  God  and 
oar  Lady,  such  oily  and  silken  gear  hath  never 
a  welcome." 

"  Your  evil  tidings,  gentle  uncle  ?"  said  Ma* 
tilda,  "  our  patience  is  at  death's  door." 

^*  If  the  threatened  shafts  be  for  my  bosom, 
noble  Hugo,"  said  De  Aldery,  '<  shoot  and 
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spare  not.  I  have  been  forewarned/'  he  added 
with  a  light  air,  and  glancing  at  the  dwarf, 
"  even  now,  and  that  by  a  strange  prophet/* 

**  Oood  youth  !"  exclaimed  the  Earl  of  Ches- 
ter, and  was  about  to  point  his  reluctant  finger 
ta  the  litter,  when  repugnance  to  the  task 
overmastered  the  e£Port.  He  grasped  De  Al- 
dery's  hand,  and  was  silent.  At  length  he 
exclaimed  aloud,  '*  Fill  me  some  wine  there,  ho ! 
and  Bit,  good  friends,  sit  all.  Let  the  brimmed 
goblet  pass,  and  that  with  travellerV haste,  for 
we  must  up  and  away  full  briefly.  Gentle 
Maud,  we  pray  you  know  the  Knight  of  the 
broken  lance-^—Mt^  gallant  belike,"  indicating 
Raymond,  *'  ye  have  known  and  greeted  in 
times  past.'' 

It  would  have  been  difiicult  to  guess  what 
feelings  lighted  up  Matilda's  eye  as  it  fell 
upon  that  of  Raymond.  Surprise,  and  eager 
curiosity  at  least,  although  upon  his  brow  no 
aaswering  emotion  suggested  wherefore.  She 
turned  heedlessly  from  the  rival  admiration 
of  Du  Coci  and  De  Tunbridge,  and  merely 
saying,  ^^  I  would  question  thee,  fair  sir,  of 
that  paragon,  thy  lord's  daughter" — assigned 
the  youth  a  place  immediately  at  her  side. 

*'  Other  counsel,"  said  Raymond,  sinking 
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Us  voice  to  its  loi^est  audible  fone,  ''other 
eoansel  have  I  for  the  Lady  Matilda,. were  tlM 
earth  silent  and  the  heavens  dark." 

''^igbt   comes   to    wake  them  aoch/'  ahe 
replied,  in  accents  equally  depressed^  '<  I  aak 
thee  not  whose  counsel  craves  so  gloomy  as 
hourr 

^  His  token  sparkles  upon  my  finger — be- 
hold it,  as  I  raise  the  goblet." 

''Walk  in  the  twilight  by  the  etty«3iiili-« 
ster,"  rejoined  the  lady,  after  a  glance  at  the 
gem  alluded  to ;  and  then,  resuming  her  self- 
poffiession,  looked  and  spoke  with  indifference. 
While  these  mysterious  words  were  ex* 
changed,  the  meal  proceeded  with  that  dis* 
patch  and  brevity  recommended  by  the  host. 
The  inferior  guests  anxious  to  make  the  best 
of  a  passing  opportunity,  by  deglutition  "  fast 
and  furious,"  and  those  of  a  higher  grade 
cheerlessly  silent,  from  a  consciousness  of 
something  evil  yet  to  be  revealed.  A  natural 
hospitality  of  disposition  rendered  this  dull 
banquet  peculiarly  irksome  to  Hugo  Lupus, 
as,  with  an  uneasy  glance,  his  eye  traversed  the 
assemblage. 

"I  am  this  day  a  churlish  host,"  he  said 
with  embarrassment ;  "  even  thoo»  Sir  Min- 
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strel,  shalt  thank  thy  craft  alone  for  thy  good 
cheer.  Thou  shalt  quaff  but  a  purchased 
goblet ;  fill  therefore,  yet  again,  and  to  the 
brim,  and  call  upon  the  Spirit  of  song." 

"  The  Spirit  of  song,"  replied  the  harper, 
"  not  always  demands  or  obeys  such  purple 
inspiration.  Moments  there  are  when  it  comes 
over  us  als  doth  the  storm-fiend  over  the  deep ; 
sullen,  and  fierce,  and  uninvoked  —  and 
the  dread  impulse  will  not  be  restrained ! 
we  strike  the  harp,  but  the  notes  wail  and 
languish.  We  pour  the  song,  but  its  strains 
are  of  death  and  sorrow  !" 

"  Sit  then,"  rejoined  the  Earl,  "  and,  even 
now,  strike  me  thine  harp,  and  pour  such 
strains  as  the  fierce  spirit  thou  talkest  of  shall 
list  to  prompt." 

The  minstrel  obeyed,  and  to  the  same  dirge- 
like music  which  the  dwarf  had  before  awoke 
so  ominously,  sang  with  a  deep  and  mellow 
voice,  the  following  strain : — 


WAIL  FOR  THE  DEAD. 

Wail  for  the  dead — ^the  mighty  dead, 
The  peerless  brare — the  spotless  tme — 

The  sleepers  of  the  narrow  bed 
Which  never  dream  of  glory  knew  I 
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WiU  for  the  kiu^tly  spirit  flown. 

The  generous  booom  still*  d  for  aye — 
The  um  of  terror  feebler  prown 

Than  worms  whicb  gorge  it  as  their  prey  I 

Wail  for  the  dead  1 

Wul  for  the  dead — ^bnt  mix  for  him 

Who  dies  on  conquest's  golden  rerge, 
A  tone  of  rapture  in  the  h  jnin — 

A  note  of  triumph  in  the  dirge — 
For  him  earth's  sweetest  sounds  arise. 

To  peal  on  valour's  closing  ear, 
The  pUindit  shouts  that  rend  the  skies 
When  Yictory  U£ts  her  soldier's  bier  1 

Wail  for  the  dead  f 

Wail  for  the  dead — the  early  dead. 

Who  perish  in  the  mom  of  Fame, 
Ere  yet  her  glorious  noon  hath  shed 

The  lustre  meet  for  warrior's  name  I 
For  them  may  youthfol  beauty  wake 

At  sorrow's  loneliest  hour  to  weep, 
Alas !  that  sorrow  cannot  break 

SttUen  oblirion's  iron  sleep ! 

Wafl  for  the  dead  1 

WsQ  for  the  dead — the  injured  dead-« 

And  doubly— deeply  wail  for  those 
Whom  not  the  shaft  of  war  hath  sped, 

But  ambnsh'd  murder's  felon-blows  I 
(Ml,  mock  not  than  with  tear  or  groan  I 

But,  fierce  as  winter's  stormiest  flood, 
Let  vengeance  in  her  prophet«tone 

From  earth  to  Hearen  cry  '<  blood  for  blood  I" 

WaU  for  the  dead  I 
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Wail  for  the  dead— bat  wake— oh  wake 

Stem  dweller  of  the  trampled  breast  I 
Thoa  of  the  thirst  which  will  not  slake, 

The  bunting  pube  which  will  not  rest. 
Shrunk  be  the  coward-hand  which  lets 

Thy  '  cup  of  trembling '  drop,  and  lires, 
Withered  the  bosom  ^^tforgeU — 

Acenrst  the  caitiff  who^bryivet  / 

Wail  for  the  dead  I 

The  repast  had  ceased — the  goblet  stood  un- 
tasted — ^a  deep  silence  hong  upon  his  auditory, 
as  the  minstrel  suspended  both  harp  and  voice ; 
and  De  Aldery,  upon  whose  ear  the  lay  had 
rang  like  a  presaging  descant,  was  the  first  to 
break  the  melancholy  hush. 

^'  Hugo  le  Loup,"  he  said,  "  this  ditty  flaps 
a  raven-wing  against  my  heart !  Keep  peace 
no  more — the  sorrow  that  is  mine,  give  me, 
that  I  may  grapple  with  it ! " 

'^William  de  Aldery!^  replied  Le  Loup, 
slowly  arising,  ^'tbou  had$t  a  kinsman!  up! 
and  behold  him !  he  sleeps  as  all  must  sleep 

•  •  • 

«  »  « 

Montgomery  knew  not  De  Aldery  when  he 
foretold  that  he  would  be  clamorous  in  his 
grief — ''  deep,  not  loud,^  was  the  anguish 
which  made  the  lip  of  the  sufferer  white. 
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and  his  brow  clammy.  For  some  minates 
he  leaned  powerless  —  motionless — wordless 
against  the  litter,  pressing  his  gauntleted 
hand  against  his  brow.  His  eye  riveted  a 
glassy  stare  npon  the  dead,  and  then  slowly 
rose  to  meet  the  gloomy  sympathy  of  Lupus, 
as  if  silently  demanding  the  explanation  he 
had  no  voice  to  ask. 

''  This,"  said  the  Earl,  ''  is  the  work  of  the 
cnmching  Saxon !  never  from  other  hands  than 
theirs  had  these  deadly  shafts  found  so  noble  a 
mark !  Sainte  mire  du  Cielt"  he  added,  look^ 
ing  upwards,  ''  so  help  me  thou  and  thy  blessed 
Son  as,  were  I  king  but  for  a  day,  I  would 
root  me  out  the  accursed  race,  sapling  and 
tfee!^ 

"  Out  upon  the  lurking  felons !  ^'  said  Nigel 
of  Halton,  ^^did  one  drop  of  De  Waleric's 
blood  flow  in  my  veins,  I  would  spare  neither 
woman  nor  babe  in  my  revenge !  ^' 

''Brave  spirit!'"  said  Matilda,  who  gazed 
upon  the  spectacle  of  the  gory  litter  indig- 
nantly, but  with  little  surprise,  and  as  little  of 
feminine  horror  or  repugnance.  '*  Brave  spi- 
rit! Herod  of  Jewry  was  but  milky-livered 
to  diee.    But,  ere  another  '  slaughter  of  the 
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innocents/  it  were  well,  methinks,  that  De 
Aldery  knew  indeed  upon  whom  vengefeince 
should  fall.  Murder  hath  been  done  ere  now 
by  Norman  as  well  as  Saxon." 

'*Aye,  by  mine  honour,  noble  lady,  ye 
speak  sooth,'^  said  De  Tunbridge,  '*  there  be, 
who,  after  this  fashion,  have  rid  them  of  those 
they  loved  not,  with  steel  that  never  came  upon 
Saxon  stithy.  For  mine  own  part,  little  would 
/  reck  were  the  whole  blue-eyed  race  of  Hen* 
gist  and  Horsa  swept  from  the  £[ice  of  Britain ; 
but  it  were  pity  that  the  good  knight  should 
strike  causeless  in  the  South  when,  it  may  be, 
a  just  vengeance  calls  unheard  in  the  North. "^^ 

"  The  North"  echoed  De  Aldery,  starting 
with  a  sudden  wildness — "  the  North?" 

"  Nay,''  said  De  Tunbridge,  (fearful  that  the 
suggestion  was  a  little  too  broad,)  "north, 
west,  or  east — I  did  but  speak  at  random.  But 
here  is  Raymond  of  the  heart  of  steel,  (modestly 
so  called,)  he  waa  at  the  bridle-rein  of  De 
Waleric  when  the  deed  was  done,  and  may 
best  tell  what  manner  of  caitiffs  they  seemed 
that  shot  thus  murderously ;  moreover,  why 
they  who  were  so  bloody  of  hand  looked  piti- 
fully upon  him?'^ 
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"  7%oic,  RaymoBd !  thou  trarelling  with  De 
Waleric!"  exclaimed  Matilda.  ^^  Thou  I  and 
spared  by  his  murderers  ?  '^ 

"St.  Mary!"  cried  Nigel,  "hadstthouno 
weapon.  Sir  Squire  ?  " 

'*  Hadst  thou  no  followers,  good  youth  ?  " 
said  De  Tunbridge. 

The  party  thus  suspiciously  questioned  shot 
apon  each  successive  speaker  a  fiery  glance ; 
and  then,  as  if  perforce,  replied,  but  to 
Matilda  alone — 

"Yes,  lady!  I  saw  De  Waleric  slaugh- 
tered, and  yet  live ! — sated  with  his  blood,  the 
banters  thirsted  not  for  mine;  trAy  they  have 
thus  slaughtered — deep  Hell,  that  prompted, 
may  reveal — ^why  they  have  thus  spared — yon 
merciful  Heavens  know — not  I !  And  where- 
fore,— "  he  added,  turning  fiercely  upon  the 
otherquerists—*' wherefore  am  I  thus  darkly 
qaestioned?  Speak  thou^  De  Aldery,  thou 
whom  sorrow  may  privilege  to  be  unjust,  if 
even  sorrow  can  so  change  a  noble  nature, 
speak,  and  frankly  avouch  what  these  around 
dare  bat  to  suggest — that  I  too  have  had  por- 
tion in  this  work  of  blood — I !  whom  their 
own  retainers  cut  from  the  bonds  which  held 
me  powerless  as  a  swathed  infant ! " 

"Nay,  by  St. George!"  exclaimed  Du  CJoci, 
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^'  ye  shall  write  me  gailtless  of  the  evil 
thought,  for  well  do  I  believe  that  never  had 
lurking  felon,  Saxon  or  Norman »  such  speech 
and  bearing  as  thine  I" 

^^  Say  more !"  replied  the  youth  with  in- 
creasing  vehemence — '^  avouch  thee  guiltleas 
of  yet  blacker  injustice,  and  swear  that  upon 
no  loftier  name  than  mine  this  blur  of 
calumny  hath  &llen  even  from  thy  darkest 
thought !" 

"  Patience  of  heaven  !  whither  next?'*  said 
Matilda,  **  this  is  the  right  gallop  of  Pas- 
sion*s  frantic  steed — hoofed  with  fire  and 
bitted  with  gossamer !" 

De  Tunbridge,  who  better  understood  the 
allusion,  said  coldly,  '*  Upon  tohom  loftier  hath 
any  here  thrown  blur  or  blot?*' 

Raymond  strode  in  front  of  the  knight, 
until  their  mutually  flushed  cheeks  were  almost 
within  span's  breadth  of  each  other,  and  then 
said  with  concentrated  bitterness — 

"  Aye !  upon  wham  f  that  do  I  ask  of  thee  ! 
and  dare  thee  to  the  utterance  of  a  name  f 

*^  Insolent  slave  1"  exclaimed  the  provoked 
Sir  Ilbert.  **  Bandy  again  such  look  and 
speech  with  me,  and,  by  the  honour  of  my 
house,  I  '11  strike  thee  to  my  foot, and  scourge 
thee  into  silence  with  a  dog*leash  I" 
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Instantly  the  ihroat  of  each  was  in  the 
other's  gripe — ^bnt  l>e  Aldery,  roused  by  this 
from  his  stupor,  dragged  them  apart-^ 

"  Thb  qnarrel,'*  he  said,  **  is  mine,  and  I 
bftve  hound  it  upon  my  soul  to  seek  the  issue. 
Raymond  Cceur  d'Acier!  approach  —  look 
upon  this  rainT 

*' Fixedly!*'  said  the  squire;  and,  taking 
the  cold  hand  of  the  dead,  he  thus  apostro- 
phiied  the  parted  spirit, — 

** Victor  in  many  fights!    art  thou  indeed 
thus  low  and  cold  and  mute !  thus  stricken 
down  by  churls  who  in  a  iair  field  had  trem- 
bled at  the  flutter  of  thy  pennon !  and  shall 
not  Vengeance  yet  redden  her  right  hand  in 
the  blood  of  thy  destroyers?^ — oh,  noble  De 
Waleric!   the  brave — the  generous — and  the 
true!     When  I  forget  thee,  I — ^who  bebeld 
this  butchery,  and  might  not  with  my  fettered 
hand  strike  one  blow  to  save  or  to  avenge — 
HTien  I  forget  who  first  poured  into  my  boy- 
ish breast',  and  placed  in  my  young  grasp,  the 
spirit  and  the  steel  of  manhood — Oive  me, 
eternal  Heavens!    the    shallow  grave  of   a 
coward,  that  meaner  things  than  the  earth- 
worm may  tear  me  piecemeal  from !" — 
"  Go  !**  said  the  kinsman  of  the  slain,  pluck- 

VOL,   I.  G 
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ing  the  arm  of  Raymond  from  the  litter  ;  *^  go, 
— ^I  suspect  not  thee,  nor  thy  proud  Lord !" 

"The  better,"  answered  the  squire,  re- 
suming his  air  of  defiance — "  the  better  for 
thine  honour  and  thy  safety.  Look !  there 
are  names,  sir  knight,  so  pure  that,  but  to 
breathe  upon  them  with  suspicious  thought,  is 
shame  and  ruin  to  the  asperser !" 

"  Now,  by  St.  Grimbold !"  exclaimed  the 
Earl  of  Chester,  "this  passes  human  patience  ! 
over  malapert  and  wordy  art  thou,  sir  squire, 
for  this  presence,  and  if  thou  art  not  hence  in 
ten  throbs  of  thy  hot  pulse,  I  will  repay  thee 
in  strange  fistshion !  away !  Give  him  a  steed 
there  for  his  master's  sake  !'* 

'^  Reserve  thy  courtesy,"  said  Raymond, "  for 
those  who  sue  to  thee,  proud  Earl !  and  shame 
be  to  De  Mowbra3r's  meanest  serf  who  would 
crave  such  at  the  hand  of  Hugo  Lupus— the 
mouth-friend  of  his  lord  V* 

Thus  saying,  and  after  confronting,  for  a 
moment  the  whole  band,  as  one  who  takes  the 
odds  of  a  hundred,  the  fiery  youth  bounded 
fairly  across  the  broad  rivulet,  and  plunging 
into  the  wood  upon  its  bank,  was  almost  in- 
stantly lost  to  sight. 

The  audacity  of  his  farewell,  however,  drew 
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more  thaa  one  band  to  tlie  sword  hilt,  and 
more  than  one  foot  to  the  broad  sdrrap  ;  bat 
Hugo,  wl&o,  perhaps,  had  his  own  reaaoas  for 
miding  extremitiee  of  blood,  cheeked  the  fary 
of  Us  retidners. 

'^  Let  lum  pass  free,"  he  said ;  **  he  hath 
the  brazen  bearing  and  hanghty  tongue  of  the 
def  il,  but  the  knightly  fire  and  spirit  of  St. 
George  himself !" 

*'Aye,  by  the  jaws  of  the  great  dragon !" 
said  Du  Coci,  *^  and  that  will  be  seen  and  felt 
when  time  hatb  bnckled  a  gilt  spur  upon  his 
heel  (  Meanwhile,  shame  were  it  that  he 
diould  plod  to  Winchester  a*foot,  like  a  base 
shepherd-churl !  I  pray  ye,  noble  Hugo,  lend 
me  the  proffered  courser  for  mine  own  varlet, 
and  I  will  mount  hot  Raymond  upon  De 
L'Epee's — if  he  will  take  such  courte^  at  ray 
hand/' 

Even  this  indulgence  was  accorded,  and  De 
L'Epee  hastily  prepared  his  good  nag  for  the 
transfer*  While  Sir  Alberic  threw  himself 
into  the  saddle,  De  Tunbridge  who  saw,  or 
fancied,  in  this  timely  attention  to  the  squire^ 
an  attempted,  and  not  improbable,  medium  of 
reconciliation  with  the  nuuterj  hastened  to  slide 
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in  a  phrase  of  parting  civility,  and  to  infer  the 
message  of  Montgomery. 

^'  Commend  me  to  the  Marshal,"  was  the 
reply,  ^^  I  will  look  for  nothing  less  at  his 
hand.  And  so,  fair  sir,  should  the  many  wind- 
ings of  this  villanous  forest  sever  good  com- 
pany, farewell  until  we  meet  in  Winchester ! 
Follow,  good  Nicholas !  By  St.  Hubert !  the 
fiery  varlet  will  take  me  for  a  pursuer  of  other 
stamp,  and  I  may  come  by  a  broken  coxcomb 
for  my  fair  purpose."    So  saying  he  rode  oflF. 

By  this  the  orders  of  Earl  Hugo  were  issued 
for  departure,  and  the  whole  band  was  pre* 
sently  accoutred  and  en  route  for  the  Wi^itk 
City,  by  which  gentle  and  immaculate  name 
the  good  town  of  Winchester  was  distinguished 
in  olden  days,  even  from  the  time  of  the 
Romans. 
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CHAPTER  Vn. 


MyOodl  ivliatthiJviBthU?" 

Jiungo  Park, 


When  De  Mowbray's  squire,  after  bis  irre- 
verent fiirewell  to  the  Earl  of  Chester,  shot 
into  the  forest-coTert,  it  was  not  without  an 
expectation  of  being  pursued ;  and,  although 
brave  as  youthful  enthusiasm  could  render 
Um,  and  in  that  mood  of  excitement  which 
spams  at  reflection,  he  was  by  no  means 
heroically  indifferent  to  the  penalties  of  bis 
conduct. 

Above  all,  Raymond  looked  with  great  bor- 
ror  upon  imprisonment.  He  was  sufficiently 
master  of  himself,  indeed,  to  choose  the  most 
prudential  mode  of  travel,  by  plunging  into 
the  most  tangled  and  secluded  tracts  of  the 
woodland ;  at  the  same  time  endeavouring  to 
preserve  such  directness  of  course  as  might 
secure  bim  from  having  night,  as  well  as  day 
to  spend  in  those  leafy  solitudes. 
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There  was  something,  however,  in  this  sort 
of  laborioas  pedestrianism  (having  frequently 
to  break  as  well  as  to  pursue  his  way),  which 
speedily  disgusted  one  to  whom  the  saddle 
was  a  more  familiar  seat  than  a  chamber  couch, 
and  who  regarded  with  contempt  a  mode  of 
journeying  equally  tedious  and  disreputable; 
to  which,  in  fact,  only  the  mere  serf  was  con- 
demned* He  paused  at  length  before  a  seem- 
ingly impenetrable  barrier  of  wood,  looked 
fretfully  around  him,  spurned  with  an  idle 
petulance  the  mossy  bars  of  his  verdant  prison, 
and  then  broke  into  exclamation — 

"  Now  palsy  and  drife  wither  the  hands  that 
shot  those  accursed  shafts  into  my  gallant  steed ! 
but  for  that  evil  hap  I  had  not  been  thus  de* 
layed  when  never  was  haste  more  needful ! — 
nor  bandied  words  with  yonder  Earl — nor 
dragged,  as  I  have  thus  far  done,  through  bush 
and  brake  like  a  skulking  felon — ^nor  been 
compelled  to  enter  the  fair  city  a-foot,  like  a 
base  Saxon  groom !  but  it  skills  not,"  he  added 
in  a  more  resolved  tone — "  it  skills  not  battling 
with  necessity — ^no,  by  our  Lady!  nor  with 
these  giant  oaks  and  elms — ^hap  what  hap 
may,  the  free  path  and  the  open  glade  for 
Raymond !' 


! 
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"Aye,  gol" — ^said  a  strange  voice,  which 
seemed  to  issue  from  tlie  coppice — *'  and  the 
shackles  of  tbe  tyrant  Norman  £M  heavily  opon 
thee,  thou  despieer  of  the  Saxon !" 

*'  Who  speaks,  in  the  iiend'a  name  V  cried 
the  youth,  astoniabed  and,  perhaps,  not  wholly 
iinalarmed  at  the  suddenness  of  the  philippic — 
there  was  no  answer. 

He  fixed  his  eye  keenly,  and  bent  a  quickened 
ear  in  the  direction  of  the  ominous  accents, 
awaiting  for  several  minutes  their  renewaJU— but 
no  sound  broke  upon  the  evening  stUlness ; 
and  every  attempt  to  obtain  even  a  glimpse  of 
the  mysterious  speaker,  by  drawing  apart  the 
thick  masses  of  foliage,  and  gazing  into  the 
recesses  they  overshadowed,  was  equally  abor- 
tive. Neither  sound  nor  sight  indicated  whe- 
ther the  accents  were  from  mortal  lips,  or  those 
of  a  wandering  demon.  Let  not  the  youthful 
listener  be  too  harshly  judged  if  he  inclined 
rather  to  a  belief  in  the  latter. 

"Have  we  spirits  here!"  he  exclaimed,  with 
a  slight  shudder,  and  signing  the  cross  as  he 
spoke. 

**  An  evil  spirit  to  thee,  Kaymondof  the  heart 
of  steel !"  resumed  the  Invisible.  "  In  track- 
less forest,  and  in  crowded  path — in  field  and 
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in  town — in  camp  and  in  bower — by  land  and 
flood — ^by  the  festal  hearth,  and  in  God's  holy 
church — ^a  fearful  watch  will  I  hold  over  thee ! 
Beware  thou  of  a  thought  which  hath  evil 
in  it  towards  the  Saxon  !  Spurn  not  thou  a 
dog  which  hath  the  oppressed  Saxon  for  its 
lord !  Beware,  I  say !  for  there  is  yet  in  the 
quiver  of  the  avenger  a  shaft  deadly  as  that 
which  even  now,  and  at  thy  very  side,  struck 
to  the  earth  that  Norman  tyrant !" 

"  Ha  V  exclaimed  Raymond — "  art  thou  in- 
deed of  that  felon  band?  then,  look  to  thy 
accursed  self !  for,  by  the  light  of  heaven ! 
there  is  no  depth  of  fen  or  forest  which  shall 
be  long  a  quiet  lair  for  the  butchers  of  De 
Waleric !" 

"Of  WHOM,  saidst  thou?"  cried  the  In- 
visible, with  a  voice  sharpened  as  it  were  by 
an  instantaneous  burst  of  rage  and  astonish- 
ment.— 

*'  Out  upon  thee,  miscreant !"  rejoined  the 
youth — ''not  again  shall  the  name  of  Be 
Waleric  be  named  to  thee  until  the  fiend 
whose  slave  thou  art,  body  and  soul^  shall 
howl  it  into  thy  dying  ear !" 

''  LI  AH!"  shouted  the  voice,  with  the  exas- 
peration of  one  maddened  by  some  hideous 
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discovery — '*  it  was  De  Mowbray  and  hot  De 
WaUric — or  withered  for  ever  be  the  hand  that 
shot  the  shaft !" 

"  Murderous  caitiff!" — exclaimed  Raymond, 
upon  whom  a  light  broke  with  the  last  words, 
a  blessed  trath  do  I  speak  to  thee  ;  and  the 
&ther  of  lies  hath  lied  thee  Into  a  slaughter, 
sayage,  causeless,  and  fruitless !  Db  Mowbray 
uvBs !  Lives,  as  I  well  trust,  to  learn,  ere  long, 
that  raven  and  kite  and  hound  have  gorged 
upon  thy  felon  limbs !'' 

"Rather,"  answered  the  Invisible  with  more 
composed  bitterness — **  bid  thy  fierce  lord  re- 
member that  one  false  shaft  breaks  not  the 
bow — exhausts  not  the  quiver !  The  quarry, 
which  in  the  morning  beam  laughs  from  its 
cloud  upon  the  baffled  falcon  below,  may  yet, 
ere  the  fall  of  night,  shrink  in  a  bloodier 
clutch  !— For  thee,  peevish  braggart !  whose 
threats  are  as  the  flitting  down  of  the  thistle, 
whose  very  life  trembled  but  an  hour  ago  at 
my  dagger's  point — I  know  thee,  stripling, 
who  thou  art,  and  of  what  haughty  stock  the 
sole-left  scion — a  race  upon  whose  hands,  this 
many  a  year,  the  blood  of  the  Saxon  hath  never 
dried  J  Blood,  not  alone  of  resisting  man, 
but  of  defenceless  woman—  even  of  hbb — that 
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wretched  one — who  gave  thee  birth!  for  in 
THT  veins  mnneth  a  portion  of  that  despised 
current !  and  at  tht  hands  (child  of  a  hapless 
union  !  son  of  the  proud  Norman  and  of  the 
degenerate  Saxon,  who  basely  stooped  to  wed 
with  the  tramplers  down  of  her  kindred),  at 
THY  hands  will  I  require  it — even  I,  the 
AVEKQER  !  Fearfully  will  I  require  it,  if  in 
the  career  which  thine  ambition  now  urgeth, 
as  ia  frantic  rider  goadeth  a  headlong  steed, 
thou  lightenest  not  the  yoke  which  many  a 
minion  of  the  red  Tyrant  hath  laid  upon  the 
neck  of  our  oppressed  ones !  Laugh  to  scorn 
what  I  areed  thee,  and  by  the  wrung  spirits  of 
all  our  martyrs !  I  will  show  thee,  when  time 
is,  the  avenging  deed  for  the  warning  word ! 
An  eye  not  marked  shall  be  upon  thee — a  foot 
unheard  shall  pursue — a  hand  unseen  shall 
avenge !  and  the  last  of  a  mighty  line  shall 
perish  as  in  a  cleft  of  the  rock,  where  Honour 
looks  not  upon  death,  and  where  the  voice  of 
praise  is  silent  for  ever  !  Now,"  concluded 
this  strange  monitor,  "  away,  upon  thy  lord's 
mission  and  thine  own!  I  also  depart,  but, 
whither,  who  shall  declare?" 

There  was  a  rustling  stir  amongst  the  foliage 
in  the  direction  of  the  voice,  and  then  the 
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cnsb  o£botigli9«  as  if  ^vritb.  a  heavy  des^i^ni 
througiitliein  to  the  groand  beneath;  n.o patty 
ie^it,  judging  by  the  duration  of  the. sounds. 
Immediately  afterwards  all  wag  perfect  still- 
ness. 

So  great  was  the  astoniahment  of  Raymond 
tlall  the  circumstances  of  .this  singular  greet- 
ing, that  several  moments  elapsed  before  he 
fdrly  roused  himself  for  pursuit.    Almost  the 
first  bound  to  where  the  voice  uttered  its  de- 
nimciations,  precipitated  him  through  h^rch 
and  alder  into  the  bed  of  a  streamlet^  which 
the  summer  drought  had  shrunk  to  a  silver 
thread.  It  was  as  darkly  shadowed  with  masses 
of  incumbent  foliage,  as  Milton's  delicious 

**.  ■                                 bnx>ks 
Of  YaUambrosa,  where  the  Etraiiaa  f  hadea 
Higb  OYcr-arcb'd  embower ." 

Here,  however,  it  seemed  to  Raymond, 
the  Invisible  had  descended,  and,  confident 
in  his  own  speed  and  activity,  the  youth 
bounded  along  its  shingly  course,  until  fur- 
ther progress  was  rendered  impracticable  by 
the  channel  narrowing  between  banks  too 
close  and  steep  for  a  human  body  either 
to  thread  or  scale.  Whether  the  few  mo- 
ments of  starting  time  involuntarily  afforded 
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tO'the  pursued  by  the  amasetiieut  of  the  pur* 
suei?,  ^ad  giveu  the  former  irretrievable  ad- 
vantage, or  whether  he  had  availed  himself  of 
some  Local  iptiinacy  with  the  tangled  wUda 
thoiigb  which  he  fled,  or  ratber  vanished, — 
cerlain  it  is  that  Raymond  was  at  length  eom- 
pelled  to  abandon  the  pursuit,  without  so  much 
aa  a  glimpse  of  its  object,  or  the  slightest 
indicati(m  of  the  route  by  which  he  bad  ao 
strangely  evaded  him. 

Quitting  the  shadowy  water-course,  he  clam- 
bered its  left  bank,  reached  an  open  glade  of 
the  forest,  breathless  with  exertion,  and  flung 
himself  amidst  the  grass,  at  once  to  take  brief 
rest,  and  to  ruminate  upon  the  strangeness  of 
the  adventure. 

It  seemed  to  admit  of  no  doubt,  that  the 
object  of  his  unsuccessful  chase  was  one-*-per- 
haps  the  chief — of  De  Walmc^s  assaatins ;  but 
so  great  had  been  the  horror  and  confusion^ 
the  suddennesd  and  the  rapidity  of  that  tragic 
deed,  that  Raymond  could  not  recall  a  defined 
image  of  any  one  of  ita  actors.  The  voice  of 
his  unseen  monitor  was  that  of  one  certainly 
beyond  the  middle  age,  and  judging  from  a 
sort  of  oriental  or  scriptural  euphony  in  his 
diction,  connected  probably  with  a  religious 
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order.    It  was  in  that  day  not  quite  so  diffi-* 
enk  to  reconmle  the  laiM'  snppositfdn  With  the 
imputation  of  deadly  violence,  tts  ihe'fatmer — 
tktt  of  advanced  age — with  the  agOe  adroit- 
ness of  his  escape,  especially  flrotn  a  patdaer, 
who  had  all  the  advantage  of  youthful  i^he« 
meuce,  and  the  elastic  spring  of  the  wild -cat. 
Two    circainBtances,    howerer,  ^ere-  both 
numifest  and    striking; — first,   the 'ftiiriliar 
personal  knowledge  of  Raymond— ^f  his  views, 
rank,  and  descent,  not  merely  agierfed  by  the 
Inriaible,  but  implied  by  his  expressions,-^ 
knowledge  which  the  youth  had  coneeived  to 
he  shut  exclusively  in  his  own  bosom.    And 
secondly,  the  inadvertent  discovery  that  the 
shafts    which    pierced    De   Waleric  had,  in 
reality,  been  designed  for  the  bosom  of  De 
Mowbray.     It  was  a  strong  though  puzzling 
comment  upon  the  first  of  these  circumstances^^ 
that  the  assassins  bad  contented  dieniselTes* 
with  merely  putting  Am  in  bonds,  when  his 
feUow-travellers  were   heedfnlly  dispaitched« 
As  to  the  second,  it  was  consistent  enough 
with  the  known  fact  of  a  strong  resemblance 
between  die  Earl  and  the  Sinight ;  and  Ray* 
mood  well  knew  that  his  lord,  although  not 
tyrannical,  con  anwrty  or  gratuitously,  was  yet. 
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as  one  of  the  great  dividers  of  the  spoil,  suf- 
ficiently obnoxious  to  the  Saxons  to  provoke 
such  an  attempt  at  his  destruction. 

While  the  perplexed  and  harassed  Raymond 
thus  took  breath  and  thought,  his  cogitations 
were  broken  by  the  sound  of  approaching 
hoofs,  and  almost  before  he  had  started  to  his 
feet,  Du  Coci  and  his  squire  galloped  within 
bow-shot. 


ttvvva. 
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CHAPTER  VIII. 


Mr.  i^.-^Hare  ye  any  more  great  gnna  to  fire  off? 
Froa^er, — ^Not  just  bow.  Sir. 

ifr*.  Pi^, — ^Very  well,  then  let  us  hare  a  little  soft  music. 

7%<  BehearsaL 


"Well  met  in  the  greenwood,  Sir  Squire 
of  the  North !  np  and  away !  thou  art  lawful 
captive." 

"Captive  to  whom?  and  wherefore !" 

"Captive  to  the  good  knight  y'clept,  *8ib 
Covrtbst/  for  pacing  a-foot  like  peasant- 
churl,  or  villain-recreant;  the  whilst  his 
proifered  courser  prances  with  empty  saddle." 

"  Oh,  cry  ye  mercy!"  said  Raymond,  seizing 
the  rein  of  the  good  steed, "  I  yield  me — rescue 


or  no  rescue." 


"  Mount  and  away,  then !"  answered  he  of 
the  broken  lance,  "thy  ransom  shall  be  a  gal- 
lop with  us,  in  all  good  fellowship,  to  the  fair 
city  of  Winchester." 

"  Content,"   said  the  squire,  "  provided  I 
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have  leave  to  sHape  mine  own  course,  and  keep 
mine  own  counsel,  when  we  hare  once  ridden 
under  the  shadow  of  Ealden  Mynster.** 

^/Then  and  there,"  answered  the  knight, 
*^  thou  mayst  put  fetterlock  upon  lip,  and  ride 
to  the  foul  fiend  an*  ye  list ;  meanwhile,  up,  I 
say,  and  spur  for  the  heavens  I  we  will  each 
question  as  boldly,  and  reply  as  scrimply  as 
may  seem  good  and  fittmg  to  our  sapient  selves, 
ha?" 

'^  Content  again,"  replied  his  new  compa- 
nion, ^'and  first,  from  whose  stable  comes  this 
goodly  prancer ! " 

-**Tu8h,  man!"  said  Du  Coci,  "give  him  the 
rowel  as  freely  as  though  thou  hadst  seen  him 
foaled  in  Bamborough  stalls,  and  trouble  not 
thy  brain  touching  whence  he  comes,  or  what 
compound  of  mortal  clay  hath  backed  him  be- 
fore thee.  What  boots  it  cumbering  a  man 
with  names!  TAau  art,  as  I  take  it,  Raymond, 
and  so  forth,  squire  of  the  body  to  the  pre-po- 
tent  Robert  of  Northumberland;  /am  a  trou- 
badour,  y'clept  the  Knight  of  the  broken  lance; 
and  this  is  my  very  valorous  and  exceedingly 
christian  Nicholas  de  TEpee,  whom  I  pray 
you  to  know,  for  the  honour  of  squirehood/' 

"  I  promise  you,  sir,"  said  Nicholas,  after 
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some  movements  of  courtesy  had  passed  be- 
tween the  neophytes,  '^  the  cavalier  and  I  will 
be  sworn  brethren  before  nightfall/* 

Raymond  scanned  the  visage  of  the  speaker 
sharply,  as  if  to  estimate  the  character  of  one 
who  asserted  with   such   confidence  an  ap- 
proaching familiarity^  and  seemed  determined 
upon  proving  a  very  Pylades  or  *fidu$  Achates,* 
The  resalt  of  the  scrutiny  did  not  seem  favour- 
able. "  Methinks/'he  replied  with  indifference, 
"*  oor  time  of  mutual  travel  is  brief  for  the 
building  up  so  weighty  a  matter  as  a  sworn 
brotherhood.*^ 

"  Not  a  jot,"  said  Nicholas,  "we  will  run  it 
ap  like  the  quick  walling  of  a  breach  in  a  be- 
seiged  town  at  midnight." 

**  To  be  struck  down  with  ram  and  catapult 
at  peep  of  dawn,*^  rejoined  Raymond. 

"  Very  like,  very  like,"  responded  Nicholas, 
*'  and  methinks,  I  should  breathe  at  nostrils 
after  that.  But  I  pray  you,  fair  sir,  how  oft 
hath  the  blessed  sun  gone  round  since  ye  were 
indeed  sworn  brother  with  human  thing  in 
yonder  city.*' 

"  In  yonder  city,"  repeated  Raymond,  with 
a  hesitating  accent,  and  a  perplexed  smile, 
**  I  know  not  if  I  could  tell  ye  unblushingly 
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with  what  manner  of  human  thing  I  was  once 
driven  to  hold  companionship  in  the  White 
City/' 

^'  Oh,  gramercy  for  your  bashfulness  !"  said 
Du  Coci,  *'  forth  with  it,  and  shame  the  foul 
fiend." 

''  Some  soft  vessel  of  painted  frailty/'  said 
De  TEpee,  ^^  a  swineherd's  daughter  mayhap, 
with  goodly  ancles,  and  a  marvellous  proper 
visage/* 

'^  Or  a  white  sister  of  St.  Benedict/' said  the 
knight,  *^that  better  loved  a  couch  in  the 
greenwood,  and  the  matins  of  the  lark,  than 
bell,  book,  and  cloister/' 

*'0r  a  fat  abbess,"  continued  the  squire, 
*'  with  a  span-broad  forehead,  and  cherry  lips, 
and  a  goodly  brooch  on  her  plump  arm,  y' writ- 
ten ^  amoT  mndt  omnia.'  " 

*'  No,  by  our  Lady,  sirs,"  answered  the  gal- 
lant, half  blushing,  half  laughing,  as  if  uncer- 
tain whether  his  confession  would  savour  more 
of  the  culpable  or  the  ridiculous — *^  it  was  a 
son  of  the  stiff-necked  race,  upon  whose  naooe 
be  sorrow — ^an  unbelieving  Jew  !  *** 

Du  Coci  and  his  retainer  looked  upon  each 
other  for  a  moment,  and  then  mutually  burst 
into  a  long,  loud,  and  irrepressible  fit  of  laugh- 
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ter.  In  rain  did  the  astonished  dnbject  of  their 
merriment  draw  the  rein  of  his  eteed,  and  chal- 
lenge explanation,  with  half  offended  glances 
krelled  alternately  at  each — again  and  yet 
agaiiL,  after  as  many  Tain  attempts  to  forbear, 
thej  renewed  their  obstreperous  cachinnations 
with  tenfold  zest  and  heartiness. 

"  Cry  yon  mercy,  gentle  squire ! "  exclaimed 
Da  Coci  at  last — large  risible  drops  actnally 
chasing  each  other  down  his  cheeks.  ''Ye 
have  well  begun  a  merry  journey  !  Now,  so 
pardon  me.  Mother  Church  and  our  Lady,  as 
I  could  not  choose  but  laugh  to  think  that, 
having  eyes  in  thine  head ." 

*'  Sofkly,  I  pray  you,*'  interrupted  Nicholas, 
''let  every  man  ravel  out  his  own  tangled 
yam.  What  ye  were  about  to  discuss  is  my 
especial  matter.  Well,"  (turning  to  Ray- 
mond,) '^I  also  crave  pardon,  fair  sir,  for 
making  my  ribs  sore  at  your  cost ;  but,  by  the 
staff  of  Jacob,  ye  made  a  goodly  choice !  com€ ! 
more,  more,  I  pray  you,  more  of  this  tawny- 
browed  son  of  the  ass  which  stoopeth  between 
two  hardens — this  black-bearded  unbeliever 
that  je  were  so  iain  to  brother.'' 

*'Say  beardleMgj  rather,"'  answered  Raymond, 
*'  for  methittks   fourteen   years   will   scarce 
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roughen  erea  the  chin  of  a  Jew,  But  enough* 
Mwt  of  mine  unbeliever  will  I  not  tell  yon.  Sir 
Squire ;  suffice  it  that  I  know  not  now  whether 
he  be  bearded  to  the  girdle,  like  other  of  his 
pawn*exacting  tribe,  or  laid  at  rest  where  the 
worm  will  one  day  beard  us  all.  If  yet  alive, 
he  is  nearer  the  ckmds  by  six  summers*  growth 
since  we  parted — ^parted,  as  I  bethink  me,  at 
no  great  distance  from  this  very  ground.'^ 

«'0h,  by  St.  Antony  !  "  cried  the  knight. 

"Peace  yet  again,  for  our  Lady's  sake!" 
interrupted  Nicholas  once  more.  "  Knowledge 
is  a  crust  to  be  hard  begged  for  ere  it  be  thrust 
into  the  wallet.  Ye  say  well,  sir,"  (again  ad* 
dressing  Raymond,)  "  ye  say  well — a  man*s 
counsel  is  not  to  be  dragged  out  of  him  as 
with  a  cord,  nor  his  secrets  as  with  a  cart-rope  : 
but,  by  your  leave,  sir,  we  of  the  chivalry  of 
Christendom, being  uncontaminate  with  Pagan, 
orIsraelitish,or  other  such  unbelieving  fellow- 
ship, may  well  demand  assurance  that  ye  have 
done  meet  penance  for  the  same,  and  recon- 
ciled ye  to  Mother  Church.  Marry,  in  these 
evil  days,  it  behoves  a  man  to  eschew  the  ac- 
cursed thing.  He  that  would  shun  defilement 
where  the  seething  of  pitch  is  toward,  must 
keep  his  body  out  of  sprinkling  distance." 
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^'Tash!  thon  imnaculttte  fellow/^  said  Bay* 

mond,  stifling  a  laugh  in'  his  turn,  and  begin* 

nag  to  see  the  sort  f^  oddity  be  had  to  deal 

with.    **  Cli4>  me  this  nngoent  to  diy  qoeasy 

conscience — I  have  gotten  me  absolotiofi  for 

tkesin ;  and  a  dispensation,  moreover,  to  tann 

per  yet  again  with  the  like  companionship, 

prorided  ever  that  the  unbeliering  dogs  come 

by  tbe  worst  of  onr  tiaffie.     For  ^cample,  to- 

night,  at  the  fitting  hour,  I  most  to  the  cavern 

of  a  Jewish  sorcerer,  subtle  and  potent  in  his 

art  as  ever  at  need  drew  sign  or  sigil,  or  bound 

a  spirit  of  ill  to  his  bidding,  with  muttered 

word  of  the  cabbala.     Now,  might  it  sort  with 

yoar  pleasure  to  look  upon  this  learned  Rabbi 

in  his  hour  of  potency,  and  to  behold  some 

pleasing  sample  of  his  art, — as,  the  up-calling 

of  a  Familiar,  nay,it  might  be — if  ye  were  much 

desirous,  of  the  great  Fiend  himself— I  say, 

sur,  were  ye  thns  minded,  mcthinks,  for  the 

sake  of  the  sworn  brotherhood  ye  have  pre* 

daeated  between  as,  I  would  risk  somewhat  to 

become  warrant  for  your  safe  going  and  coming. 

Marry,  thoagh,  ye  must  beware  of  ^Mseoh,  and 

keep  firm  footing  within  circk^  lest^  peradven- 

tiire,tbe  evil  thing  turn  and  rend.    In  your 

own  phrase,  he  that  would  shun  jeopardy  wibea 
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there  be  hoofs  and  horns  toward,  must  keep 
his  body  out  of  goring  and  trampling  dis- 
tance.'' 

Nicholas  de  L'Ep6e  listened  to  this  rhodo* 
montade  with  an  affectation  of  profound 
gravity. 

"Sir,"  he  replied,  "ye  proffer  well  and 
courteously,  and  with  a  christian  heedfulness 
to  my  especial  safety,  body  and  soul.  But  I 
would  fain  learn  upon  what  singular  errand  ye 
are  yourself  about  to  step  into  the  den  o'  the 
dragon?  an'  if  it  be  not  impertinently  curious 
to ha?" 

"  Oh,  beseech  you,"  said  Raymonds  "  ask, 
and  spare  not ;  Modesty  is  the  foolish  gleaner 
that  picks  me  never  a  grain,  while  nimble  Im- 
pudence carries  off  the  whole  sheaf.  I  go,  sir, 
upon  a  quest  lawful  and  good — ^to  regain  mtiM 
oton,  even  from  the  clutch  of  a  Jew  and  a  Sor« 
cerer ! " 

"And  that,  methinks,"  replied  Nicholas, 
"  is  what  a  holy  clerk  would  call  a  rending  of 
the  prey  from  the  spoiler — ^an  extracting  of 
sweets  from  the  devourer's  maw.  Well,  and 
the  treasure  that  is  to  reward  this  feat?" 

"  A  talisman,'^  answered  Coeur  d' Acier,  "  a 
mighty  talisman.    In  other  hands,  perchance. 
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of  little  Talae,  or,  at  the  best,  a  glittering  toy; 
bat  once  restored  to  mina— trust  me,  &ir  sirs," 
he  added,  with  an  animation  which  betokened 
that  some  exciting  reality  was  'shadowed  out^ 
bjall  this  extraTagant  mysticism,  **  trust  me, 
it  shall  achieve  for  its  possessor  no  petty  con- 
quest— ^no  momentary  triumph !  all  that  the 
foil  heart  bums  for — ^more  than  the  exulting 
lip  recks  or  yet  dares  to  avow,  shall  then  as 
surely  obey  my  call  as  the  leaves  of  this  mighty 
forest  the  voice  of  awakening  summer !  *' 

''Have  with  you,  sir  knight  of  the  talis- 
man ! "  exclaimed  Nicholas ;  "  I  take  your 
proffer,  and  blythely  !  for  one  glimpse  of  such 
a  miracle  I  would  jeopard  me  against  the  horn 
and  hoof  of  every  fiend  in  limbo!" 

"Why  then,"  said  Raymond,  "the  devil 
take  thee  indeed!  for  a  meddling  fool,  who 
hast  neither  wit  nor  grace  to  keep  thy  busy 
fingers  out  of  other  men's  budgets,  until  they 
are  chopped  off  by  the  knuckle-joints." 

"  In  the  clout !  in  the  clout  !"♦  cried  Sir 
Alberic;  *'by  St.  Hubert,  he  hath  shot  the 
shaft  of  observation  into  the  very  heart  of  thy 
mystery  !     But,  away  with  this  mummery  of 

*  Phrase  in  archery,  see  King  Lear.  The  clout  is  the  bull's 
eye. 
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charm  and  speU ;  we  bam  day^light  amiss  to 
chreU  upon  it.  Herej*  eontinoed  the  Kght- 
hearted  adrantiireT,  tossiiif  hie  hmce  aloft,  and 
oalehiag  and  brandiefaing  it  as  it  fell*— here  is 
my  talisBiaii !  better  was  never  yet,  since  Mer^ 
lift  laid  Ueesing  npon  Timtadgel  /*  and,  hj  oar 
Ijadj  of  Winchester,  fitr  and  strangely  aiii  I 
deeeimd  in  thee,  good  Raymond,  if  thy  witch* 
craft  is  not  of  a  like  order ;  the  magic  of  cat 
and  thrast !  the  charm  of  stoat  blows  given 
and  taken — ^ha !  that  is  the  enchantment  meet 
for  spirits  like  mine  and  thine!  nay,  I  can 
read  thee,  sir  sqaire,  as  freely  as  thou  hast 
looked  through  Nicholas  de  L'Epee. — What 
man  I  I  saw  and  heard  when  yonder  riders 
galled  thee  with  their  dark  questions  touching 
De  Waleric's  death.  But  with  mine  own 
honour  would  I  answer  for  thine,  as  freely  as 
ever  a  champion  of  injured  worth  vouched  for 
the  cause  he  battled  in.  And  soon-^foD  soon 
will  such  a  warrantry  be  at  lack — there  are 
who  wiU  accuse  thee  to  the  king*^Hiye,  with 
no  gentle  voice." 

**.While*livered  slanderers !"  cried  the  youth. 
'*  I  laugh,  defy,  and  spit  at  them  1    Look — 

*  Namo  In  romances  for  King  Artfanr's  knee. 
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'^  Hugo  L«{MKfl,"  nid  the  jonag  aqpiire,  with 
a  guarded  aceent  and  manner,  *^  hith  a  right 
&dr  kinswomaii." 

^*  Oh,  a  peerleas  one  V  eried  Sir  Alberic. 

"  A  lovely  one,"  rgoined  his  mw  fiieiid ; 
«  but  yet '• 

'«i9«l  ye^r  iterated  Da  Coet,  ''welU  I 
foigiTe  thee — but  i»  it  not  so  f ' 

"  ^liy,  what  did  I  aTer?"  said  Raymond, 
soiiling. 

"  Mnch,  in  those  two  brief  words ;  as,  that 
her  treases  shadow  a  hai^hty  hrow-*^tbat  lip 
and  eye  scatter  but  beantifal  disdain  and  ra- 
diant ae<»ii«  Is  it  not  so?  or,  haply,  thou 
wouldeflt  infer  that  upon  the  fiice  of  this  Wb- 
worthy  earth  there  walks  a  vision  yet  more 
gh>rious--one  fairer  than  perfisction.  Tell  me 
where  such  a  paragon  makes  the  air  prond 
with  breathing  it,  and  I  will  go  a  barefoot 
pilgrimage  to  kiss  the  sod  that  is  honenTed 
with  her  tread !" 

^'By  oor  Lady,"  said  the  squire,  ''that 
wonld  be  scant  wisdom,  to  gnide  so  hot  a 
wonshipper  to  my  own  loved  shrine." 

'*  Nor  shall  it  need,**  replied  the  adTenturer. 
<'To  the   fiend  with  false  wonhip!    I   am 
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sworn  bigot  for  ever  to  yonder  dark-eyed  di* 
vinity  of  Chester." 

*^  Be  not  too  loud  in  adoration,"  said  Ray- 
mond, "  lest  a  rough-handed  zealot  I  wot  of, 
snateh  the  idol  to  another  temple." 

And  having  thus  spoken,  he  attempted  to 
change  a  conversation  of  which  the  topic  was 
obviously  distasteful  to  him.  This,  however, 
it  was  not  easy  to  accomplish,  so  inveterately 
had  Sir  Alberic*s  imagination  become  en- 
grossed by  Matilda's  beauty.  He  broke  con- 
tinually into  renewed  raptures,  and,  at  length 
as  by  a  natural  consequence,  stumbled  upon 
the  delicate  question  of  her  minority  and 
wardship,  assuring  Raymond  that  he  doubted 
not  King  William  would  forego  no  tittle  of  his 
royal  prerogative,  but,  maugre  the  will  or  the 
immunities  of  Hugo  Lupus,  bestow  the  youth- 
ful beauty  upon  whomsoever  he  listed — some 
fortuBe-&voured  gallant,  p^haps,  who  should 
render  him  especial  service  in  field  or  fort; 
or  **  God  wot,"  added  the  adventurer,  ^'it 
may  be  lliat  gold  will  work  better  than  steel, 
and  he  that  hath  the  fairest  exchequer  may 
a«vay  with  the  fiurest  bride :  ah !  plague  upon 
wardship  and  reliefs  I  it  was  never  a  merry 
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world  fiince  a  good  lance  might  no  longer  woo 
tnd  win  a  fair  dame  at  ber  own  accorded  plea* 
sore,  with  nerer  a  gold  besant  to  king,  baron 
or  bishop." 

Coenr  d'Acier  saw  no  mediun  of  escape 
from  this  nnwilliDg  theme,  bat,  by  degrees, 
to  qoickeii  their  rate  of  trarel ;  in  die  hope 
that  some  object  of  rarying  interest  might 
tarn  the  current  of  the  knight's  enthusiasai. 
This  speedily  brought  their  uncertain  wood- 
land travelling  to  terminate  upon  what  was 
then  the  high  road  between  London  and  Win- 
chester; and  many  indications'  appeared  of 
their  increasing  proximity  to  the  latter  capital. 
They  passed,  or  were  overtaken  by,  yarions 
parties  of  varionsly  armed  military,  headed  by 
nobles,  knights,  or  men-at-arms,  all  gallantly 
attired  and  accoutred,  to  take  their  part  in 
the  pageantry  of  the  approaching  festival; 
some  pacing  slowly  along  with  Ae  air  of 
mature  warriors,  whose  scanty  and  griszled 
locks  never  peeped  from  under  the  close* 
drawn  hood  of  mail;  others  of  a  more  juvenile 
and  delicate  presentment,  reining  their  fiery 
steeds  so  as  to  awake  their  utmost  metde,  and 
with  flowing  ringlets  wantoning  over  the  hood, 
which  was   purposely  thrown   back  to  allow 
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tnd  win  k  fair  dame  at  ber  «ws  acnriee  ua- 
nre,  with  never  a  gold  benu  10  or.  «-:': 
or  bishop." 

Cceor  d'Acier  saw   no  medka  W  ^oae 
from  this  nnirilling  tbeme,  b!:L  bv  iitjm. 
to  qiiicken  their  rate  of  tmc);  is  oe  hk 
tliat  some  object  of  raring  snaat  ma 
toni  the  caireot  of  the  ksiehis  1  n"  1  i^ 
Tliis  speedily  bnm^  their  ■— ««^  t-jm- 
Iwd  trarelling  to  tenninate  apn  wiat  ^ 
Aea  the  high  road  between  London  mk.  V». 
cheater;  and  many  indiraliont  a^ftsH  4 
their  iocrenung  proxnuttr  to  ike  Iaitoan«. 
Tlwf  passed,  or  were  oreitaka  bT.«B« 
parties  c^  rarioiulf  anned  aditor,  h^  -, 
■oblea,  knights,  or  raen-ai-anH,  ifi  bC^ 
attired  aod  accoutred,  to  take  oa-  w  > 
the  pageantry  of  the  apptaatfc^  t^_ 
«me    pacing    slowly  along  wiA  ^  ^ 
matore  warriors,  whoee  Katy  «  ^^ 
locks  never  peeped   bom  nin  > 
dmwn  hood  of  mail;  otbaigfj^^^ 
ud  delieate  preeentmeat,  r^^^_ 
Mecds  90  as  to  awake  their  -n^ 
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those   essenced   adornments   fall    liberty  of 
descent. 

Du  Cocrs  lore-raptures  melted  away  before 
these  animated  pictures  of  martial  and  courtly 
beauty;  and  the  fellow-travellers  were  soon 
wholly  engrossed  in  the  discussion  of  subjects 
alike  welcome  to  all.  They  talked  of  the 
recent  wars  in  Normandy  and  Wales,  and  of 
their  probable  renewal  after  a  very  little 
breathing  time — of  the  characters  of  the  three 
royal  brothers,  William,  Robert,  and  Henry  ; 
the  fierce  ambitious  William — ^the  "  clerkly'' 
and  sagacious  Henry — the  gallant  but  Inzu- 
rions  and  indolent  Robert ;  of  the  resolution 
then  just  passed  in  the  great  ecclesiastical 
council  at  Clermont,  to  wrest  the  holy  land 
from  the  Infidels;  and,  finally,  of  a  rumour 
which  had  reached  Du  Coci  upon  the  continent 
that  a  body  of  monastic  religious,  established 
near  the  Blessed  City,  for  the  reception  and 
tendance  of  sick  pilgrims,  had  actually  become 
a  military  order,  and  girded  on  the  carnal 
sword  for  the  defence  of  their  pious  patients^ 
under  the  designation  of  Knights  of  the  Hos- 
pital of  St.  John  of  Jerusalem. 

"And,  by  their  holy  patron,"  cried  Sir 
Alberic,   "a  fair  sight  will  it  be  to  behold 
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Crocked  shavelings,  and  cowled  book-a-bosonii 
wielding  lance  and  shield  against  the  fiery 
Stticenr 

*'  Aye^  marry,  sirs,'*^  said  NicholaA,  '*  bat 
tbeie  be  stout  priests  that  will  strike  ye  a 
burly  blow  ;  bethink  ye  of  that  brawny  bishop 
who  with  a  huge  mallet  of  lead  struck  Long- 
sword  Salisbury  out  of  his  saddle." 

^*And  if  ye  be  remembered/'  added  Ray- 
mond, ^*  there  was  De  Mowbray's  kinsman, 
Bishop  GeoSry  of  CJonstaace — be  was  no  babe 
fior  the  nonce  with  brand  or  battle-axe,  bat 
would  deaye  ye  his  man  to  the  neck-bone 
throagh  plate  and  mail.   Nay,  to  speak  nought 
of  the  dead,  ye  may,  for  a  ride  northward* 
behold  a  jolly  monk  in  the  abbey  of  Tyne- 
mouthy  well-firiended  of  my  noble  lord,  who,  for 
our  Lady^s  love,  will  cast  ye  both  out  of  saddle 
and  stirrup,  before  ye  can  cry  '  God  sain  ye  I*"  *'* 
'^  Benedicite !"  said  the  Knight,  "  this  were 
indeed  a  fair  monk  for  the  mastery !  but,  if  he 
bath  schooled  him  under  thy  Lord's  eye,  I  mar- 
vel the  less,  and  will  say  nought  of  saddle  and 
stirrup  until  I  have  forgotten  what  chanced  at 
Gloucester  some  six  summers  ago— Nay !  toil 
not  thy  wits  for  my  meaning,  gentle  Raymond, 
the  matter  chanced  before  the  days  of  tby 
ftquirehood;   or,  it   is  like  thou  wouldest  as 
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seoik  have  bidden  with  the  great  areh-fteiid  as 
with  tihe  knight  of  the  broken  lanee." 

The  readfiT)  perhaps,  ah'eady  compreheads 
that  our  frietid  Bayxnond  had  indeed  not 
attadied  his  fortunes  to  those  of  the  Barl  of 
Nltfthumberland  until  after  the  rencontre 
between) that  nobleman  and  Dn  Coci;  and  as 
the  latter  name  had  never  been  pronounced 
during^  their  chance  interconrse,  it  follows  that 
the  squire  was  profoundly  ignorant  to  whose 
courtesy  he  was  indebted.  Above  all,  he 
eould  nev«r  dream  for  an  instant  that  his 
agreeable  fellow-traveller  had  once  been  placed 
in  deadly  opposition  to  the  Earl,  his  master, 
and  was,  even  yet,  if  Montgomery  spoke  sooth, 
regarded  with  the  bitterest  hatred. 

JBy  this,  the  sun  was  in  the  fiir  west,  declining 
with  calm  splendour  and  softened  glory;  and 
notwithstanding  their  perfect  sociality,  the 
riders,  after  passing  the  village  of  Altouy  were 
well  pleased  to  find  themselves,  each  after  long 
absence,  upon  the  banks  of  the  gentle  Itchin, 
hailing,  with  perhaps  something  of  the  chas- 
tened feelings  of  a  modem  bard,  when  addres- 
sing the  same  stream, — 

"  Iti  crumbling  marfin,  and  its  silTer  breast, 
On  which  the  self-same  tints  still  seemed  to  rest."* 

*  Bowles'  beautiful  sonnet  to  the  ItcMn. 
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Tkej  were  now  also  in  fall  rnw  of  Win* 
CHssTSR,  magmficent  and  exteasiye  as  it  them 
wa»;  its  thidL-piled  masses  of  dusky  orciulec- 
tare,  religious,  military,  and  domestic,  with 
their  densely^^clustered  demies  and  towers  and 
battlements,  arising  into  the  dun  and  smoky 
atmosphere  which  ordinarily  orei^canopies  a 
great  city, — the  vast  cathedral  towering  abore 
all  in  solemn  and  august  pre-eminence.  A 
loug,  low  range  of  western  doudsi  here  inter* 
eepting,  and  there,  through  golden  iFistas, 
admitting,  the  levelled  sunbeam,  gave^  by  its 
partial  agency,  that  happy  effect  of  light  and 
shadow  which  painters  love  to  throw  upon 
scenes  of  architectural  magnificence ;  lighting 
op  a  part  with  fierce  and  lurid  splendour,  and 
mantling  the  remainder  in  deep  and  solemn 
shade. 
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CHAPTER  IX. 


Friend, — Is  lie  not  rather  too  stately  for  a  Beef-eater  ? 
Mr,  Pmf, — Don't  you  be  too  sure  that  he's  a  Beef-eater. 

TkeCrith, 

PA991M6  throQgli  a  long  and  populous 
suburb,  extendiBg  mt  thai  time  nearly  to  the 
town  of  Worthy,  our  travellers  at  length 
entered  Winchester  by  the  north  gate ;  access 
to  which  was  given  by  a  drawbridge  flung 
orer  the  city-fosse  from  the  inner  wall  of  a  bar^ 
bican,  or  fortified  outworlc. 

Just  within  the  gloom  of  the  portal  stood 
three  men;  two  apparently  of  middle  age, 
and,  by  their  atdre,  merchants  probably,  or 
citizens  of  repute  and  substance,  many,  of 
whom  carried  on  an  extensive  traffic  in  wool- 
lens, and  the  manufitcture  of  men's  ci^m,  re* 
eeiving,  in  return,  wines  and  other  continental 
ktxaries. 

The  third,  a  gallant  of  more  youthfiil  aspect^ 
attired  in  a  light  military  riding^drsss,  stood 


somewhat  apart,  as  if  unconnected  with  his 
fellow  idlers,  to  whom  he  seemed  tacitly  to 
suggest  a  reason  for  thus  lingering  almost 
within  ear-shot  of  their  conference,  by  casting, 
at  intervals,  an  nnpatient  look  towards  the 
barbican,  and  striding  occasionally  upon  the 
bridge,  with  the  air  of  one  who  Juliets  for  the 
delayed  arrival  of  a  comrade. 

As  Raymond  passed,  he  exchanged  with  this 

youth  a  glance  of  significance — neither  party 

Httering  a  word.  The  deep  gloom  of  the^  poittal 

in  which  the  merchants  were  involved^  enabled 

them,  unobserved,  to  mark,  and,  for  some  r«a« 

mm  or  other,  to  comment  upon,  this  mute 

greeting ;  a  bye^play  of  seeming  intelligeiiC6t 

of  which  nothing  caught  Du  Coci*s  attention 

or  that  of  Raymond ;  as,  indeed,  to  those  who 

rode  from  the  open  street  beneath  the  arch, 

it  was  difficult  to  distinguish  eith^  form  or 

Knfamfnt,  while,  on  the  other  hand,  whoever 

had  IcHtered  for  some  time  wUkin  the  gloom 

might  scrutinise  a  passer-rby  with  impunity. 

The  entermg  party  rode  on. 

From  the  north  gate  to  the  High-street,  the 
direct  road  was  through  the  Jewry,  (now  etUed 
JaiMreet,)  in  which,  at  that  period,  and  for 
iomft  time  afier,  great  numbers  of  Jews  had 
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tbeir.nB^ideQcef  As  the  ^avalier^  rode  briskly 
paat  the,  jiombre.  froats,  and  huge  pr^^ecting 
antique  gables  of  these  mansions  of  evil  es-^ 
t^miJMnj  w^e  the  jests  which  our  mercnrial 
friendi  I>tt  Ck>ei,  passed  both  upon  .Baj^mond 
and.  uppR  Nicholas,  in  allusion  to  their  Jewisb 
m9gi^i»«  Here  and  there*  with  the  short 
q»ii>k  step  of  ajaxious  though  declining  age*^ 
Mfith  ^low  front*--dark  eye — ^loog  descending 
beardj  buge  girdle,  (perhaps  a  hidden  load  of 
keys-ifwpended  to  it,)  and  high  cap  of  oppro-* 
brious  jellow(the  badge  of  all  their  tribe),  some 
despised,  but  wealthy  son  of  the  promise,  is- 
siied  from  the  dark,  wdl-goarded  precincts  of 
bis  usurious  home.  The  sullen  door  grated 
u|ieR'such  massy  hinges,  and  was  secured  witk 
such  potent  locks,  bolts,  and  chains,  as  might 
hay^  beoome  tibe  stronghold  of  banditti;  while 
the  narrow  stone-shafted  windows,  with  their 
ponderous  iron  stauncheons,  accorded  with  the-. 
geiieml  air  of  stern  and  prison-like  aecuiity 
miAtlii^'OYer  the  gloomy  building.  All  who* 
quitted  or  approached  these  domiciles  were 
aslud'to  the  faeetioosness  of  the  knight;  but, 
fffam>some^  cause  or  other,  those  "quillets  of« 
the  braia'f/feU  wmarked,  or,  at  least,  unreoked* 
upon  the  ear.^^  to  which  they  were  chiefly  di^ 
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reeted.  1%e  Rabbi  did  Imt  quieken  bfe'pte^ 
to  «f«ape  the  light  glance  of  tb*  Naiareire. 
Raymond,  lost  in  abstraction,  seemed-to  tnea^ 
sore  the  height  and  breadth  of  i^rtrf  dwelling 
thej  passed;  fmd,  strange  1o  say;  €fi^n'thi(^ 
tterry  Niebolaa  seemed  deaf  to  the'  repeated 
''qaips  and  cranks"  of  his  lord ;  no^  j^attiVg 
with  unwonted  eajmestness  npon  soine  irncH 
Tenerable  Israelite  as  we  hare  pourtrayedv  and' 
iK>w  gkncing  at  Oesnr  d'Aeier,  ^th  an  '^x*' 
pression  of  rather  perplexed  than  J9atriari»M' 
terest.  -  .    -. 

The  High-street  at  length  received  them^ 
alive  witb  ^rth  and  ninistrelsy--gay  tedtiifM- 
— busy  footsteps^^-elamorotts  voiees-^tfae  presa 
of  entering  caralcades,  and  of  the  adttiiittog^ 
mob,  who  thronged  to  the  rery  hooft  and- 
housings  of  the  steeds.     In  short,  crowded, 
edioing  and  glittering  with  all  dxe^^pomp^ 
{ffvde  and  circamstance"  whidi  may^  be  siqpM 
posed,  at  snch  a  time,  to  invest  not  only  the 
hesrt,  but  the  outward  limbs  and  floari^has' 
ofagreateify. 

**And  here,''  said  Raymond,  taming  -hia 
horse's  head  towards  the  left,  as  Da  Oom-dtewi 
bridle  in  tbe^  opposite  direelioB,  (towards  th^* 
castle,  in  fact)— 
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^*  And  here,^*  continued  the  latter,  taking 
up  the  word,  "  we  part— why,  it  was  our  com* 
pact ;  fhre  thee  well,  dear  Raymond !  since  it 
must  needs  be  thns*--but,"  he  added,  delaying* 
to  extend  the  parting  haad--«^^  whidier  awayat 
night-fitU  ?  Wilt  thou  not  to  the  castle,  and 
pray  the  Marshal  for  meet  lodging  ?" 

*^No,"  answered  the  youth.  '^  To  the  Newan 
Mynstrs  I,  there  shall  a  holy  clerk  spice  me 
such  a  flagon  for  my  rere-supper  as  shall 
scarce  pleasure  your  palate  this  night,  although 
ye  feast  it  under  the  purple  doMB  at  the  right 
hand  of  King  William;' 

^'Better  thy  jolly  clerk  than  thy  Jewish 
wizard,"  said  the  knight  smiling ;  **  but  what 
more  will  the  love  of  thy  fat  shaveling  do  for 
theer 

'^Pnrvey  me  a  fresh  steed  for  my  lord's 
lore ;  and,  thereupon,  good  Sir  Knight,  tell  me 
the  name  of  him  to  whom  I  may  then  return 
this  borrowed  prancer  at  the  castle  stables  T 

*^  To  Mm  of  thebroken  kmee"  was  the  re]dy ; 
**  if  thou  must  needs  be  so  precise.'' 

^*  Aye,  but  the  name  " — objected  Raymond. 

'*  He  of  the  broken  lanoe"  again  replied  the 
adventurer ;  *^  other  name  have  I  none  for  ikg 
ear,  gentle  youth,  until  it  be  sounded  there  by 


RVFV8.'  169 

othtf  lips  than  mine ;  and  iAexr^^forgtt  not 
that  thon  bast  ]klxgbted  sue  thy  fneadslup— « 
forget  not — "  he  added,  laying  his  hand  im 
Rajnond'a — *^  who,  in  the  evil  hooTy  will  be 
tnie  witness  for  thee  be&re  King  WiIIiam»  in 
die  matter  of  De  Walerio's  death,  whea  mine 
own  madpate  Nicholas  cut  thee  fSrom.  bon« 
dsger 

^  I  hold  me  honoured  in  your  love,  brave 
Knight,"  said  the  youth,  ^'  And  shame  were  it 
did  I  forget  who,  of  all  yon  knightly  bend,  had 
alone  the  knightly  spirit  to  cry  shame  upon  a 
calumny  so  base!" 

'*  Why  then,"  rejoined  Sir  Alberic,  grasp- 
iag  his  hand,  **  our  Lady's  blessing  and  fare* 
welir  and  with  these  words  he  rode  off;  his 
iquire  adding,  as  he  followed, — 

^*  A  brief  iarewell  hast  thou  from  me,  fidr 
sir,  for,  by  my  patron  St.  Nicholas  t  I  will  see 
thee  ere  another  snn-aet,  at  the  mansion  of  thy 
bearded  sorcerer/'  He  turned,  and  they  were 
presently  lost  amidst  the  crowds  of  the  festid 
street. 

Between  spirits  of  a  certain  order— ^firatdi, 
generous,  and  unsuspecting,  there  is  a  sort  of 
oceuh  power  of  communication — a  cootvea* 
timial  langnage*-/e&,  not  tpohen — an  intuitive 
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freemasonry,  by  whieh,  io:  a  single  iBterview, 
they  Urine  at  on^e  th^eir  mutual  filaness  and 
adaptation  to  the  saored  purposes  of  firiend*- 
ship;  It  was  thus  that  a  feeling  of  active 
kindness  had  ?  sprung  up  between  Raymond 
and  Do  Goci,  and  that  they  parted  with  a  cor* 
diality  which  is  not  often  the  fruit  of  mueh 
lo9Btgsr  intimacy.  There  was,  beside^,  on  the 
part  of  tlie  former,  that  irresistible  preposee&- 
sion  in  -favour  of  one — the  only  one,  who, 
while*  all  around  are  scowling  dislike,  or 
smiling  suspicion,  has  the  manliness  and  the 
moral  courage  to  avow  his  solitary  sense  of 
the  geaeiral  injustice. 

'  CoBur  d'Aoier  was  now  alone  in  the  vast  and 
crowded  capital,  and  after  long  seclumon  ia 
the  wilds  of  Northumberland,  well  might  he 
linger  for  some  moments  in  admiration  upon 
the  spot  where  he  was  thus  left.  A  far  difi- 
ferent. aspect  did  ^*the  white  City*'  then  pne^ 
sent  from  that  whieh  it  now  wears  in  the  eye 
of!  a  traveller.  Its  suburbs  stretched  on  tevery 
side  about  a  mile  beyond  their  present  extent; 
to 'Worthy  and  to  Week  upon  the.  north  and 
weiit,'  aiid,  upon  the  opposite  points,  to  St* 
Qvoss-aiBd  fit;* Magdalen's  Hill.  The  towers  and 
spireaof  almost  innumerable  parish  churches, 
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and  fiiir  daughters ;  the  latter  stealiog  from 
under  their  wimples  an  occasioiial  side  glance 
at  the  yoathfol  cayaliers  whose  chargers 
pranced  and  caracoled  beside  them;  repaid, 
probaUy,  by  no  modest  gaze  from  those  courtly 
youths,  as  the  lowering  brow  and  bitten  lip  of 
Gaifer  Citia^i  would  frequently  evince.  Here, 
upon  some  temporary  elevatioo,  a  minstrel 
tooched  his  harp  to  interminable  lays  of  love 
sad  battle — there^  a  jestour,  or  mere  verbal 
narrator  of  like  themes,  toiled  his  invention  and 
recollection  to  amuse  a  circle  of  grey-bearded 
old  listeners.  In  short,  men,  women,  and  chil- 
dren, of  all  ranks  and  ages,  laughed  and  jested, 
and  sang  and  shouted;  dogs  howled  and 
barked — steeds  neighed  and  pranced  and 
plunged — ^hawks  screamed,  and  shook  their 
jesses  and  plumes — ^bells  rang,  and  nakers  re* 
sounded — grooms,  armourers,  fmd  coistrils* 
quarrelled  and  swore — pilgrims  and  pardoners 
vended  espeeial  relics  and  dispensations— jolly 
abbots  in  full  pontifiedUbut  peeped  at  &ir  dames 
from  imder  their  mitres ;  and,  in  full  contrast, 
half«starved  mendicant  friars  plied  their  voca- 
tion of  beggary  for  oar  Lady^s  love,  with  huge 
bags  upon  their  shoulders,  and  gourds  at  their 
left  fiides. 

*  Coistril,  or  cnstrel  (Fr.  CoMttiUier),  a  Bockler-bearer. 
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In  dpite,  however,  of  all  surrouBdin^ 
novelties,  Raymond  soon  felt  the  necessity  of 
collecting  and  arranging  his  thoughts,  so  as  to 
act  upon  them  with  vigour  and  promptitude 
under  approaching  difficulties.  The  Invisible 
of  the  forest,  it  may  be  remembered,  bade  him 
'*  begone  upon  his  lord's  mission  and  his  own." 
The  stage  was  now  before  him  upon  which  both 
were  to  be  performed,  and,  to  both,  without 
the  tediousness  of  other  explanation,  we  shall 
endeavour  to  give  a  merely  incidental  develop* 
ment. 

His  first  step  was  to  return  along  the  Jewry,  to 
meet  the  person  whom,  at  the  commencement 
of  this  chapter,  we  described  as  loitering  under 
the  northern  gateway,  attired  in  a  light  military 
riding  dress.  But,  before  retracing  half  the 
length  of  the  street,  Raymond  saw,  approach-' 
ing  him  at  a  deliberate  pace,  the  other  and 
older  individuds  mentioned,  at  tlte  same  thne^ 
as  holding  converse  within  the  portal-gloom. 

While  yet  at  a  little  distance,  Cceur  d'Aeier 
observed  that  the  strangers  paused  Amt  a 
moment  opposite  one  of  the  Jewish  mansions^ 
vrhich  he  himself  had  regarded,  in  passing, 
with  an  expression  of  doubtful  or  puzzled 
remembrance, — it  was  perhaps  the  largest  and 


MsU  gloomy  in  the  whole  opprobrioiis  street 
Thej  seemed  aboat  to  cross  orer,  as  if  for 
idmisaion,  but  the  approach  of  RaymoBd  broke 
as  it  Mre  upon  their  purpose,  and^  resamijig 
an  onward  pace,  the  parties. came  fiiU  in  fioat 
of  De  Mowbray's  trusted  squire. 

There  was  something  about  tbe  appearance 
<tf  tliese  men  which  it  was  impossible  to  rsgafd 
vith  indifference ;  something  which  awoke 
eoriositj,  and  riireted  attention.  The  eldest 
vas  probahly  about  fortj*fiTe-r-a  tall  spans 
man,  with  dark  hair — pallid  complexion-^faia 
irritable  lips — ^a  broad,  but  not  very  elevated 
forehead,  and  eyes  which  seemed  to  'pieroe 
dirottgh  and  through  the  object  they  fell 
npon. 

His  companion,  who  might  be  eight  or  ten 
yean  younger.,  was  almost  the  very  reverse' of 
tiUs^-^a  little  deficient  in  statnre,  and  some^ 
▼hat  incliaed  to  corpulency,  h»  figure  might 
hare  been  termed  clumsy j  bad  not  a  free  and 
firm  step,  a  gait  and  demeanoiir  almost -ap- 
prosdiing  to  nobleness,  and  occasional  ges^ 
tuea  of  fiery  qnickness,  intimating  faabiAs*  of 
a^ibo  and  exercise,  fully  redeemed  it-firota 
audi  an  imputation.  The  gei^ral  expiesffioa 
of  hifr  Qooateaaace  was  bold,  fraok^  reckless 
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and  determined ;  singular  phfsiogiiomy  for  a 
ehaffering  son  of  trade,  with  its  baigain-saaking 
taot  and  smooth  conciliating  Abseqaionmeas. 
His  hair  was  sedalouslj  hidden  by  a  large 
woollen  cap,  but  a  complexion  singolnrly  florid 
was  as  strangely  belied  by  dark  whiskers  and 
moustaches.  A  keen  and  leisurely  obserrer 
might  have  detected  a  strong  reddish  tinge  in 
the  eye*b]^ows ;  and  the  eyes  themselves  would 
have  struck  him  as  the  most  remarkable  fea- 
tures of  a  remarkable  face ;  large  and  quick 
and  fiery,  but  one  of  a  totally  different  colour 
from  its  fellow,  and  oddly  marked  with  spots 
of  a  dusky  red. 

All  this,  perhaps,  does  not  do  justice  to  the 
**  something"  which  we  have  spoken  of  as 
*'  awakening  curiosity  and  riveting  attention ;" 
but  JtaymoruTs  impression  will  at  least  be 
tolerably  conveyed  by  the  fact  that  mere 
curiosity  determined  hun  upon  addressing 
these  individuals.  He  sainted  them  with 
greater  courtesy  than  military  gallants  ordi- 
narily cared  to  waste  upon  buyers  and  sellers, 
and  requested  simply  to  learn  if  the  king  had 
yet  made  his  entre  into  Winchester  ? 

The  youngest,  to  whom  he  had  more  par- 
ticularly addressed  himself^  instead  of  reply* 
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ing,  tarned  faU  apon  bis  oompaBion,  as  if 
aetodlf  looking  in  his  saturnine  visage  for  aa 
answer  to  a  qaery  so  simple.  Nor  -was  the 
person  thus  appealed  to  a  jot  more  frank  or 
<Kitct.  He  fixed  a  keen  gaze  upon  the  querist, 
^,  after  a  pause  of  some  seconds,  replied 
^J  by  an  intenrogatioB  equally  abrupt  and 
irrelevant — 

"And  what  wouMst  thou  with  the  Majesty 
of  England  r* 

Now,  from  the  man  of  broad-cloth  to  the 
0^  of  plate  and  mail,  this  was,  in  the  Ian- 
pnge  of  the  day,  **  outreeukUmce** — or  the 
^^  sublimity  of  insolence.  However,  before 
^jmond  bad  fashioned  a  reply  of  befitting 
^^rath,  be  was  anticipated — 

"twin  make  answer  for  thee,  good  youth," 
^d  a  facetious  gentleman^  whose  pie-bald 
▼est,  and  cap  and  bells  and  bauble,  told  bis 
vocation.  Then  perking  his  sharp  impudent 
visage,  with  a  grimacing  leer,  full  in  that  of 
fte  merdiant,  he  added, — 

**  An'  it  like  your  wool-mongering  worships, 
the  poor  varlet  would  crave  a  nnmopobf  from 
IVoncIe  King — a  monopoly  to  traffic  in  brass 
--^saving  your  presence !)  see  ye  not  that  his 
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visage  is  an  everla«ting  sample  and  stock-in- 
trade  to  boot  V* 

This  very  indifferent  sally  at  the  expense  of 
our  squire  was  rewarded,  neverthelessy  with 
shouts  of  laughter  from  a  bevy  of  idlers,  who 
dogged  the  heels  of  the  jester  to  pick  up  the 
dropped  crumbs  of  his  facetiousness. 

**  Good  friend  in  motley,'*  said  Raymond, 
^*  thou  art  a  fool  indeed — to  crack  jests  which 
may  procure  thee  a  cracked  crown." 

"  By  my  bells,  sir,"  said  the  man  of  wit, 
^'  to  be  a  fool  indeed  I  roust  needs  copy  my 
betters — both  wise  men  and  great  men — I 
must  not  let  my  craum  stand  in  the  way  of  my 
jest !" 

The  merchants  instantly  moved  away. 

^^  Fall  back,  my  masters !"  said  Raymond 
to  the  crowd,  peremptorily,  although  half- 
laughing — 'Uhese  greasy  city  knaves  know 
not  to  be  civil,  save  only  when  zechins  and 
bezants  are  ringing  upon  their  counters." 

^'  Never  too  late  to  learn !"  said  a  grim 
soldierly-looking  fellow  in  the  throng, — **  let 
them  taste  of  thy  riding-rod,  sir  squire !  lay 
on  and  spare  not !" 

^*Aye,  byOog's  bones!"  shouted  another, 
'^  anoint  me  the  chaffering  knaves  with  oil  of 
hazel!" 
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**  Only  he  that  hath  the  lank  body  and  the 
white  visage,"  cried  thfe  jester — **  only  he !" 

**  Aye,  knave  !**  said  the  person  thus  plea- 
smttly  singled  ont,  obserring  that  the  mob  fol- 
lowed as  if  in  joyful  expectation  of  seeing  him 
drubbed  to  his  heart's  content,  **  and  therefore 
/alone,  ha?** 

**  Because^*'  replied  the  significant  h  amour- 
ist, '*  thy  &t  friend  there  needs  it  not — he  hath 
been  already  too  often  anointed — once  at  least 
Aat/wotof!" 

To  this,  neither  of  the  men  of  commerce,  fat 
or  lean,  returned  word  or  look,  but  crossed  im- 
mediately to  the  Jew's  door ;  and  Raymond, 
scattering  a  few  small  coins  amongst  the 
crowd,  was  of  course  permitted  to  pursue  his 
way  as  he  listed. 

Before  reaching  the  gate  the  object  of  his 
p^fegrinations  stood  before  him. 

This  was  another  aspirant  for  the  honours 
of  chivalry  under  the  banner  of  De  Mowbray ; 
his  Squire  of  the  chambers,  in  &ct,  the  next  iu 
grade  to  the  Squire  of  the  body. 

Torfin  Paganel — such  was  the  name  of  the 
youth — ^bore  some  part  in  the  mission  of  Coeur 
tfAcier;  but  with  limited  knowledge  of  its 
import,  and  subject  to  the  superior  will  and 
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pieastt^  of  his  colleague.  The  effeet  of  this 
halfH^onfideace,  asirell  as  the  character  «poa 
lehicji  it  opeiBtedi  we  leave  for  the  present^ 
to'tioie  reader's  sagacity  or  patience.  They 
had  ridden  together  from  the  eoost,  acoom*- 
panied  by  a  few  trusty  and  weU-armed  re* 
tainera^  «nttl,  upon  reaching  the  more  po- 
pulous districts  in  the  vicinity  of  the  Me- 
tropolis, it  was  thought  expedient  to  dis- 
perse, and  that  each  should  singly  pursne  his 
way  to  the  city,  lest  their  recognition  by  any 
of  die  opposite  ftction  might  prejudice  the 
secret  object  of  their  journey.  This  pvecaor 
tionary  measure  was  adopted  the  more  sud- 
denly that  chance  almost  threw  De  Walerie 
hy  thenr  very  side.' — Unseen^  however,  they  saw 
and  knew  that  imfortunate  traveller,  rode  apart^ 
and  met  no  more  until  at  the  north  gate  of 
Winchester,  as  we  have  described.  We  may 
just,  add  here,  though,  without  any  furdier 
comment,  that  Rajrmond  had  in  his  individual 
iHreast,  motives  rather  for  encountering  than 
avoiding  De.  Waleric. 

^^Se,  geoBtle  Torfin—first  at  the  ttysting^ 
place;"  said  Raymond,  drawing  the  other 
within  the  shadow  of  a  huge  carred^  V^^ 
tkl. 
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taiBied  Pagaael — ^^  Paiiende  is  loEOOTm  for.  A 
good  nag,  if  ske  be  not-  spiir*f|Bl|6d  tUI  hsr 
hugs  cnek.  But  what  in  the  fieinl^s  mme^ 
YmHk  ddajfcd  tbee}  what  marei's  nest  httth 
nade  tAce  lag4aat  of  as  all ! " 

^'  Siidi  a  nest/'  replied  hia  companion,  ^^a» 
I  would  to  God  hand  of  mine  had  never: >b6Mi 
flmistinto!*' 

"Aye!"  said  T«fin— **why,  what  <hatli 
dttneed  t  what  says  Hugo  de  Waleric  t  for  -I 
ikfaik  thou  rod'st  to  instead  of  yrom—^  Is  it 
pcaee  or  war,  Jehu  !'  as  clerks  hare  it" 

**  Peaoe  with  De  Waleric — and  for  ever !'' 
add  Raymond ;  ^*  war  who  else  may.  He '  hath 
been  met  by  the  grim  champion  who  breaks 
ereiy  aum's  lance  and  bnckler." 

'*  Shin  r  ejaealated  Torfin. 

**  Slain  !^  repeated  his  comrade* 

Torfin  looked  fixedly  up<m  tho  groaad  for  a 
few  moments,  pursing  his  brotrs  together^  and 
then  sa<klenly  looking  up,  said,  ^^  Slain !  '  Skn^ 
there  is  eyer  work  for  the  willing  hand^r^^&fjr^ 
lati  did  I  say !  cry  you  mercy,  cottrade,*^basy 
flager  makes  tardy  foot.^ 

**  How  mean  ye  by  that  T 

''Mean!  simply  that,  by  a  good  blow,  timtiy 
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stricken  (and  privily  withal)  a  man  may  do 
good  service  to  his  betters.^ 

*•  Why  thou  born-slave  of  the  evil  one  ! '' 
feaid  Raymond,  *Most  thou  think  me  as  deeply 
wriiten  in  the  infernal  books  as  thy  villanous 
self!  whip  me  that  sneering  devil  of  suspicion 
out  of  thee,  and  know  that  had  Hugo  de  St. 
Walcric  been  the  one  only  let  betwixt  De 
Mowbray  and  the  sole  sovereignty  of  Earth,  / 
would  not  thus  have  thrust  him  from  my  path, 
although  the  lifting  of  a  finger  had  sufficed  to 
do  it.  Enough,  he  hath  been  dealt  upon  by 
the  Saxon /^ 

''Very  like — very  like — "*  answered  Paga- 
nel,  with  a  smile  of  no  generous  meaning — 
"  marry,  who  but  they  ?  stout  arm  to  strike — 
broad  shoulder  to  bear. — Enough  of  De  Wale- 
ric. — But  methinks  the  grace  of  St.  Julian 
had  speedily  purveyed  ye  fresh  companion- 
ship.— He  of  the  broken  lance  is  a  choice 
gallant.'* 

**  Aye,"  said  Kaymond^  "  knowest  thou 
aught  of  him?  " 

"11"  replied  Torfin,  with  affected  surprise 
— "  nay,  it  is  not  I  that  have  been  solaced  with 
his  worshipful  converse  —  what  should  I 
knowT 
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'^  What  thou  shouldst  know»  it  matters  little 
—but  that  thou  iiost  kuow  somethiiig  of  yon- 
der knight,  which  it  may  import  me  much  to 
learn,  and  which,  even  for  that  reason^  thoa 
wouldest  withhold  from  me,  the  curl  of  thy  lip 
and  the  sparkle  of  thine  eye  tell  me  as  fairly 
as  though  I  could  gaze  into  the  very  hollow  of 
thy  breast !  Look,  Torfin  Paganel !  thou  art 
my  enemy !  bitter,  though  secret — and  with 
tMi  sole  cause,  that  it  hath  pleased  our  lord  to 
hold  me  deeper  in  his  counsel  and  his  love  than 
thy  all-jealous,  &r-stretcbing,and  evil-weening 
self!  Tush  man  !  be  honest,  say  thou  hatest 
me — say  that,  in  good  time,  thou  lookest  to 
pat  thy  foot  upon  my  neck,  and  tread  me  into 
rain !  say  this,  and  fling  away  the  outworn 
mask  of  civil  sneers.  Manly,  acknowledged 
hatred  were  better,  a  million  fold,  than  thus 
creeping  to  a  base  purpose  with  felon-like 
equivocation  !" 

The  accused  seemed  taken  *^  at  unawares." 

•*  If  I  indeed  hate  thee ,^'  he  began. 

"ijf?"  repeated  Raymond,  with  a  strong 
emphasis  of  scorn — '^  tush  !  let  us  speak  of 
other  matters — my  eye  distresses  thee.  Where 
be  our  scattered  archers?  saw  ye  ought  of 
them  while  loitering  by  the  gate  I " 
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**  Yes — all. — I  saw  them  enter,  and  mix  with 
the  passing  crowd." 

"  Well— of  the  Lady  Constance.?  what  tid- 
ings oiher?*^ 

*'Safe  come -^  safe,  lodged,"  said  Paganel, 
**  mew'd  up  in  cloister ^  in  Nanna  Mynstre,  by 
the  caBefiil  Primate,  under  whose  holy  wing  she 
hath  journeyed  from  Normandy.  Thus  much 
did  I  learn  of  the  grey  porter;  and  then,  tar- 
rying hut  to  stable  my  courser,  sped  to  the 
place  of  tryst  at  the  north-gate." 

'^  Peace  and  away !  '^  said  Raymond  abruptly, 
as  the  van  of  Montgomery's  cavalcade  emerged 
from  the  portal.  The  squires  struck  imme- 
diately into  the  crowd,  and  made  direct  for  the 
Abbey  of  Nbwan  Mykstrb. 
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'*  WUclk  h  ibe  mensliant  ^ere,  tmd  ^Meh  iktStml 
Set  them  before  na." 
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They  Bay»  forsooth,  we  are  ft  '  leattered  nation^'*— 
I  cannot  tell ;  bat  we  have  fcrambled  ap 
More  wealth  by  far  than  they  that  bng  of  faith. 
There's  Kirriah  Jairim,  the  great  Jew  of  Greece, 
Obed  »  Bairsethi  Nones  in  Pottagal, 
Mysdtf  in  Malta,  some  in  Italy, 
Many  in  France,  and  wealthy  erery  one ; 
1,  wealthier  far  than  any  Christian — 
But  who  comes  here  ?*'— - 

Marlofee, 


Raymond  dismounted  before  the  gates  of 
Newan  Mynstre,  and,  with  his  sword-hilt, 
tapped  reverently  upon  a  wicket  of  ponderous 
strength,  but  arched  so  low  that  not  even  a 
dwarf  could  have  passed  forth — 

"  And  kept  hia  impiona  tniban  on  without 
Good  morrow  to  the  inn'' — 

After  much  prefatory  withdrawing  of  bolt  and 
bar  and  chain,  it  was  opened  by  the  porter — a 
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spare  figure  nearly  doubled  by  age  and 
pQttfiBee — ^vigil  and  fiist ;  and  with  lineaments 
fufrowed  in  corresponding  wise  by  those 
destroyers. 

To  the  inquiry  whether  the  great  Primate, 
Anselm  of  Canterbury,  abode  in  Newan  Myn- 
stre,  the  emaciated  official  replied  in  low 
tones,  ''J  bless  God  and  St.  Grimbold  that  it 
is  even  so  ! — these  hands*'  —  (displaying  his 
attenuated  digits  with  a  sort  of  tremulous 
exultation,)  >'even  these  hands  set  wide  the 
gates,  of  our  holy  dwelling  to  admit  the  chosen 
one  pf  the  Lord !" 

<  *^  fiet  wide  the  wicket,  then,"  said  Cceur 
d'Aeter,  *'  and  admit  one  who  hadi  much  to  say 
to  that  blessed  man.  Advise  thine  abbot.  Sir 
Porter,  that  here  is  one  who  craves  speech  of 
the  Archbishop.^^ 

The  porter  seemed  inclined,  however,  to 
tali^e  a  precisely  contrary  course ;  he  narrowed 
the  reconnoitering  space  between  the  wicket"* 
door  and  its  lintel,  until  little  more  was  distin* 
gttishab}e  than  his  own  thin  cheeky  sharp 
nose,  and  dull  edd  blinking  eye. 

^^Wert  thou  brother  to  the  blessed  Grim- 
bold:  hinuelf,^  he  muttered,  *'  the  sainted 
patron  df  our  hon^e,  need  is  there  that.  I  should 
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gsinsay  tliee  in  this.     The   Prelate  aad  Our 
Father  Abbot  are  even  now  wrestling  in  preyer 
for  the  children  of  this  generation,  lest  HE 
that  18  mighty  come  with  the  &n  of  his  wrath 
lod  purge  the  wlieat  for  the  garner  T 

"Whilst  thou.  Sir  Orey-beard,''  said  Torfia 
I^'gutel,  ^^art  shutting  thy  chorlish  wicket 
in  the  teeth  of  the  wayfkrer,  ha  T* 

The  old  man  looked  npon  the  speaker,  and 
replied  somewhat  sharply,  *^  Methinks,  strip- 
ling, I  haye  done  fidrly  by  thee,  and  enough, 
for  one  day, — once  and  again  have  I  dropped 
Mt  and  latch  at  thy  restless  pleasure,  and 
now,  what  more  wouldsl  thou  ?  unless  it  be  to 
homble  thee  at  the  altar,  and  deposit  thy  gift, 
and  back  thy  fed  courser,  and  make  us  quit  of 
theer 

Motioning  silence  to  his  companion^  Ray* 
mood  endeavoured  to  conciliate  the  peevish 
sacetie.  ''  I  pray  thee,  gentle  father,  tell  me 
hot  this— came  there  a  lady,  noble,  youthful 
^d  iair,  with  the  holy  primate  ?^ 

"  Trouble  me  not,"  replied  the  porter,  with 
^  strange  irritability,  "  I  heard  her  not— 1 
looked  not  upon  her — I  drew  not  a  bolt  to 
^it  one  of  the  accursed  sex !  (our  Lady  par- 
don mc  the  phrase  I)    She  departed  with  two 

i3 
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.«£  ear  laffaretitreo  to  -tli!3'  Ximntt  JIfynsire, 
^jid'tken^it  thou  »t  «o  de9iro«a»  tbe  %ye  of 

thy  iollj  may /be  gladdeded^    A  fidr  good  eve, 

BOkdb^ikedieiiey'fnezJilzr  eonelnded  the  gate- 

nvard,  aad-tb^  wicket  would  have  been  shat 
Jn  -their  feces,  bad  not  Baymond  thrust  his 
f  eword-hilt  within  the  lintel  groove. 

*^  Tarry,  Sir  Porter  T  he  exolaimed  with  a 

utem'Toice^  **  and  open  to  xne  stra^ht^  at  peril 
.^ of  thy  tattered  gaberdine!  open  I  aay !  or  by 
"Sb  SranciB  I  I  will  proclaim  the  niggard  chiur- 

lildHMfss  of  thine  house  wherever  a  bead  is 

dropped'  in  Southern  Britain!  open  to  the 
"^  friend  of  him  who  is  the  friend  of  thine  Abbot, 

and*  gave  to  his  kinsman  Paul  the  Abbey  of 
•.fit^  Albans  r 

The  dispnted  gate  flew  wide.    A  lay  brother 

took  charge  t)f  the  steed,  and  the  squires  were 

fishered  into  a  chamber   of  the  releotory. 

Thati,  and  a  separate  cell  of  the  dormitory  ibr 
.  eaeh,  weore  assigned  as  their  nje^i^aariers ; 
(  no  iiMtelry,  in  those  primitive  times^  afibrding 
'TCBt  and  refireshmeat  to  the  teaveller ;  and  ^e 

disdiarge  of  all  hospitable   duties'  restuig 
,  -  setely:  with  the  monastic  facoises. 
•  Aaymoaad  soon  found  that  the  porter's  inBor- 

^mation  was  oprreet.   A  lady  of  youthful  aspect 
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nd  noble  btaring  had  •^orif^eA  irith  the  Pri- 
mate, but,  witboQt  cro^Bing  die  thfctfaold  of 
8L  Grimbold/  bad  been  at  once  revion^d  to 
die  skier  eslebluimieiit  of  Nttma  Afyistre^ 
foond^  for  piotis  wemea  by  Alfred^ a  4Qeen, 
about  the  same  tinne  that  the*  great  -  kmg 
built  the  '^  Newan,^  aa  a  conTentnal  wAieat 
for  hb  fiiToarite  chaplain; 

That  the  &ir  traTeller  was  CkBMtanoe  de 
Mowbrsj,  the  squire  had  no  doabl^-i^bntthe 
well  knew  that  it  would  be  in  vain  to  a iefekan 
intenriew  wHhoot  the  warnint  of  Aaaelili, 
ander  whose  goardianslnp  she  had  jovroejed 
from  Nonnandj.  At  the  same  time^  it  was 
also  eonfinned  that  the  primate  waa  then  an 
fervent  prayer  with  the  Lord  Abbei^  and  diat 
some  hours,  probably,  most  elapse  befesd  any 
pvoftote  applicant  conld  approaeh  hita-r^^ren'^ 
deriag  it,  in  fact,  almost  impossible  tbat  aoeess 
flheaM  be  obtained  to  the  bidy  that  aigbt. 

Somethii^  there  was,  either  in  the  beast  or 
As  ishagination  of  Ri^mond,  which  raffoed 
ecfipse  with  this  temporary  delay*  Iha  bew 
sot  himself  why  the  brief  interval  of -la.  night, 
after  a  day  of  harassing  eacitemeat  and  teily 
^old  seem  to  Ml  upon  him  ae  ilmtf^ily. 
When  CJonetaiice  de  Mowbray  and  lie  last 
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bebeld  each  other,  they  were  little  more  than 
children — '*  passion  slambered  in  the  germ,^ 
but  in  after  days,  when  the  Maiden  trod  the 
shores  of  France,  and  the  Youth  the  wilds  of 
Northumberland,  often  had  the  fancy  of  the 
latter  called  up  with  delighted  gaze  *^  a 
shadow  like  an  angel,  with  bright  hair^ 
streaming  over  a  lovely  forehead,  and  eyes  in 
which  the  twin  spirits  of  joy  and  purity 
laughed  for  ever ;  while  a  hand  of  matchless 
beauty  seemed  waving  him  on  to  achievements 
auch  as  were  then  deemed  to  render  the  hum- 
blest neophyte  of  chivalry  worthy  even  of  the 
daughter  of  a  line  of  kings.  Often  and  often 
did  it  occur  to  him,  bow  must  the  incoBO^ 
parably  bloomnig  child  hare  expanded  into 
the  full  loveliness  of  womanhood  !  or — more 
delicious  still — ^was  she  not  upon  the  confines 
of  that  enchanted  **  neutral  ground,''  where* 
elevated  above  the  pettier  sympathies  6f  the; 
child,  the  lovely  wanderer  has  yet  some  brief» 
delightful  joumeying^Bpace  before  entering, 
the  thorny  and  broken  path  which  makes. the. 
pilgrimage  of  suffering — experienced  woman  t 
Yes;  with  these  images  he  had  dallied  a 
thousand  times,  and  now  they  were  indulged 
with  ten-fold  vivacity,  until  their  excitement 
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SO  fevered  him,  that  it  was  with  difficulty  he 

mastered  his   disappointment  siiffideiitlj  ia 

avoid  hetraying  it  to  those  around.    JBut  the 

necessity  of  straggling  with  such  depression 

was  too  obvious »  and,  painfully  diverting  his 

mind  to  other  topics^  he  reverted  to  the  ap^- 

pointment  with    the  Lady  Matilda,  by 'the 

cathedral  at  dusk.     The  rich  evening  ligkl 

bad,  however,  still  some  time- to  fade ^  aaille 

eoont  the  slow  minutes  of  the  intet  val  iniNewm' 

Mynstre,  was  beyond  .his  philosophy^    Then^ 

was  another  and  a  better  way. — ^Be  dvahied  4me 

cap  of  wine — left  Torfin  Paganel  to  the  care  of 

the  cellarer,  repassed  the  Abbey  portal,  and 

oaee  again  made  his  way  to  the  Jewry. 

We  have  already  hinted  that  the  stoty  ofi 
TkeJewM  Sorcerer,  as  related  to  I>aCacr  aid; 
Us  squire,  was  not  altogetiior  a.  ftble^  Bat 
let  there  he  no  premature  pricking  ap  q£  the 
narvel-loving  ear ; — Raymond'^s  meaning  was 
figuratively,  not  Uter^y,  expressed*  His^iT'^ 
omr,  indeed,  wrought  many  marvela,  but  aU 
by.the  sole  agency  of  one  omnipotent  clemon**«i 
MuDcon! 


I'll 
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But  the  most  indeBatigable  in  *'  going  to  and 
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fro  upon  the  fiu^e  of  the  earth,"  and  the  mOst 
snbsement  to  his  wor^ippero,  of  bU  the 
powers  and  principalities  of  middle  air.  Eren 
the  talisman  which  Raymond  expatiated  upon 
with  such  fluent  enthusiasm,  was  not  entirely 
a  creature  of  fiuicy,  but  a  tangible  reality)  to 
which  we  shall,  by  and  bye,  give  a  local  habita- 
tion and  a  name. 

Nearly  seven  years  had  elapsed  since  the 
squive  last  looked  upon  the  mansion  in  Jewry* 
street,  which  he  was  now  desirous  of  entering. 
It  is,  there&re,  not  surprising  that  he  felt  some 
difficulty  in  distinguishing  it  with  precision 
fpom  the  adjoining  structures.  He  gassed, 
indeed,  upon  that  which  the  discourteous  Bur- 
gesses had  shown  some  intention  of  visiting, 
but  as  the  front  offered  no  mark  of  identity 
for  his  recollection,  he  made  a  circuit  to  the 
rear,  that  is  to  say,  to  where  a  moderately  high 
wall  terminated  the  back  part  of  the  Jewish 
premises,  in  what  is  now  called  Staple  Gantoi. 
The  space  betwe^i  diis  enclosure  and  the 
houses  was  ditrided  into  cultivated  plots,  where, 
•howeter  limited  the  other  recreations  and  en- 
joyments of  the  despised  proprietore,  they  might 

**  Add  to  them  retired  leisure 
ntAt  ia  trim  gardens  taket  bia  ptearare**' 
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Many  a  rieh  eicatie,  in  those  seclnded  nooks, 
IiTished  apon  the  warm  air  its  orkntal  firatr 
gnnce;  many  a  rare  lierb  and  wondrous 
sknib,  wfaidi,  in  the  estimation  of  ihe  Tulgar 
— aye,  and  of  the  eomparatively  enlightened 
too^— gathered  at  the  ripe  honr  and  under  the 
fitting  lonar  anqpiees,  gave  to  the  efaemie 
hand  that  expressed  their  virtnes,  a  nameless 
power  over  the  sons  of  men — henignant  or 
malign,  as  the  spirit  of  the  operator  might 
incline ;  and,  in  spite  of  many  cores  wronght 
by  Jewish  medieaments,  it  was  not  generally 
b^eved  that  the  herbal  or  pharmacopeia  of  the 
best  disposed  Israelite  eontained  other  than 
denHy  '^mutena^'  whether  of  physical  or  of 
ooealt  operation. 

Some  tall  trees  which  grew  jnst  within  one 
of  these  enclosures,  and  shot  their  hmg  arms 
over  the  wall,  now  fixed  the  attention  of  Ccear 
d'Acier.  Seating  himself  upon  a  large  stone 
beneath  the  ebadow  of  die  overhanging  fiilisge  j 
he  looked  upward,  and  said  at  last  in  audiUe 
tones-- *^  Yes — here,  at  least,  I  can-  scafoily 
err*^this  mast  be  indeed  the  honse  of  Jodesac 
— I  remember  me  that  from  this  very  «fan  we 
dropped  to  the  free  earth  the  night  of  our  de- 
parture—I and  the  never-if  sting  Simeon »" 


184  RUFUS. 

he  paused,  as  his  mind  journeyed  back  to  the 
period  he  thus  recalled,  then  added — '^  by  St. 
Mary !  I  marrel  if  that  mischief-loving  imp  be 
yet  hanged  for  some  fair  deed — yet  more,  how 
I  am  to  present  me  before  his  grisly  sire — the 
Rabbi  Jodesac — ^if  the  spawn  of  the  old  serpent 
came  never  again  to  his  unbelieving  home 
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A  hand  was  laid  upon  his  shoulder  at  this 
moment,  and  a  voice  said, — 

''  I  will  instruct  thee,  Raymond." 

He  started^  and  beheld  Nicholas  de  L'Epee. 

**  Thou  here !"  was  his  involuntary  and  not 
delighted  exclamation. 

"  I —  even  I — ,"  said  the  modest  Nicholas, 
^'a  fair  assurance  did  I  give  thee  that  we 
would  indeed  visit  together  the  mansion  of  thy 
Jewish  sorcerer.  Now,  behold  me !  up,  and 
enter,  Sir  Squire  of  the  North !  and,  again  do 
I  say,  I  will  instruct  thee  how  to  perk  thy 
visage  in  the  beard  of  the  Rabbi  Jodesac,  with 
never  a  twinge  of  conscience  touching  the  lost 
Simeon." 

**  Why,'*    said    the    surprised    Raymond, 
*^  what  knowest  thou  of  the  lost  Simeon  ?  " 
«    *'That  he  is  found"  replied   De  L'Epee, 
**  found,  gentle  Raymond,   where  thou^  m^ 
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thinks,  hast  lost  both  eyes  and  ears.  What ! 
can  the  lapse  of  six  sammers — a  shirt  of  mail 
and  a  cap  of  steel — a  Milan  brand  and  a  chris- 
tian oath,  so  change  an  ancient  comrade  that, 
qaick-witted  as  thou  art  held,  thou  yet  knowest 
not  Simeon  y  the  son  of  Jodesac  cum  barba^  in 
Nicholas-with-the-sword,  who  was  baptised 
Christian  ere  ever  a  hair  had  sprouted  upon 
his  chin !  " 

Raymond's  surprise  at  this  disclosure  of 
identity,  was  scarcely  greater  than  at  his  own 
sloggislmess  of  perception  in  not  anticipating 
it ;  and  yet,  so  great  was  the  singularity  of  the 
thing,  that  it  still  strutted  against  perfect 
coirviction.  Proof,  however,  by  the  adduction 
of  circumstances,  was  too  clear  to  be  long  re- 
sisted, and  Raymond  indeed  saw,  in  Nicholas 
deL'Epee,  the  rery  Simeon  upon  whose  boyish 
restlesBoess  «f  temper  he  had  wrought  to  fly 
froQi  the  paternal  roof. 

**  Blind  as  the  earthworm !  '*  he  muttered  to 
himself,  and  then  looked  as  if  confounded  upon 
the  sadden  apparition  of  his  converted  friend, 
spmsg  fi^m  idle  boyhood  to  the  vigour  of  the 
ftill  grown  man ;  and,  upon  hiseipanded  limbs, 
the  «iiray  of  chivalry,  instead  of  the  despised 
garments  of  Judaism. 
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Th^y  who,  after  the  sepanttioii  and  fa«lf-far« 
gc^lness  of  years,  are  thuBiiadiknly  throwa 
together  l^the  shock  of  accideiit,  fyeX  literally 
astounded  by  the  collision,  and'  it  requires  the 
laj)se  of  some  tranquillising  ttinutee  before  the 
first  of  a  thousahd  question^  finds  its  way  t^ 
the  lip.  At  lengdi,  however,  each  rapidly 
sketehed  his  prevailing  fortunes  sinoe  the  hour 
of  separation.  Raymond  had  simply  to  state 
that  the  body  of  military  upon  which  they  had 
ttumhled  the  day  after  their  flight  from  Win*- 
ohester,  and  in  which  he  himself  was  cheerfully 
enrolled,  while  the  less  prepossessing  Simeoa 
met  only  with  repulse  and  ridicule,  was,  in 
fi9u4,  the  rear  of  De  Mowbray's  force,  retreating 
in  no  little  confusion  from  the  si^e  of  Ueheih 
ter,  when  the  gallant  De  Waleric  defended 
that  city  against  the  Northern  Earl  aod  his 
rebellious  kinsman,  Geoffrey,  *^  the  roaglh 
handed  Bishop  of  Coutance/'  as  Du  Coci  had 
justly  termed  him. 

**  When  set  before  De  Mofwbray,"  continued 
Raymond,  ^^  he  looked  upon  me  with  a  kindly 
eye**^lnade  me  his  page — and,  in  due  time  his 
Squire  of  the  board — ^thcn  of  the  chambers*^ 
then  of  the  body.  I  haye  been  bold  a^rwary 
-^trusted  and  fortunate-^woom  my  looks  loese 
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mi  mj  tbomgiits  doae^ — ^Have  gromu  islo  the 
mUle  tot  my  lord?B  serrice,  uid  jk>w»  behdkl 
me^  witli  but  aaadicr  step  to  bodde  a  gUt 
spur  upon  my  ImqI.'* 

**A  Uythe  tak»  and  fiurly  told,''  said  Oe 
L'Spfe ;  **  and  I,  too,  hare  k^  ssddle  nd 
sfiimp  against  &te  and  fortune,  albeit  my  de*- 
^Msed  gaberdine  iras  not  exebai^ed  ibr  an 
Sari's  Ihrery.  Wben  De  Mowbray's  spearmen 
had  je  fiurly  in  dutch,  and  droTe  me  wbidier 
I  would,  with  the  blessing  of  the  fool  fiend  Sofr 
my  exdieqner;  I  betod^me  to  the  rery  road 
we  hare  jonmeyed  to-day,  and,  thereupon, 
encountered  no  a  wounded  knight,  who,  by 
ear  Lady's  lore-locks!  looked  Uttle  better 
Uttma  so  much  worshipful  carrion ;  so  sunken^ 
eyed,  and  ghastly-visaged,  and  fleshleas  upon 
rib  aad  tbi^-bone.  Marry,  sir,  he  had  been 
hotiy  met,  a  brief  space  befim,  by  one  whose 
deadly  lance  had  wdknigh  sent  him  headlong 
to  the  fiery  bosom  of  St.  Nieholas.  The  rick 
aad  discomfited  champion  lay  in  a  horse-litter, 
when  I  drew  near;  and,  tbereupon,bediinking 
aie  that  Gaffer  Death  is  like  Candiero  Anger, 
and  Lady  Love,  always  pitifiiUy  athirst,  I 
dapped  me  to  his  parched  lips  thatfiaaket  of 
rare  cordial  whidi  thou  and  1  had  so  well  bus- 
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banded.  A  thankful  man  was  Barebones,  and 
faltered  forth  a  promise  of  guerdon  and  favour, 
if  the  hand  that  so.  ministered  to  him  would 
yet  tend  upon  his  sick  journeying,  until  the 
gentler  air  of  France  blew  healing  into  his 
ghastly  frame  again.  Marry,  sir,  better  I 
could  not  do.  We  reached  Dover  in  sorry 
plight — sped  over  the  seas  like  cross-bow- 
bolts — ^and  then,  with  &ir  tendance  and  leech- 
craft,  and  our  Lady's  blessing.  Sir  Skeleton 
grew  in  flesh,  and  strengthened  in  sinew — * 
doffed  the  sick  robe  for  the  steel  harness — 
climbed  once  more  into  the  war-saddle,  and 
changing  his  old  device  for  that  of  the  broken 
lance,  fought  stoutly  in  many  a  fair  field,  un- 
der the  banner  of  King  Philip.  Truly,  friend 
Raymond,  it  behoved  me,  with  all  diligence, 
to  learn  the  sharp  mystery  of  cut  and  thrust, 
and  how  to  rein  a  good  nag  amidst  cleaving  of 
helmets,  and  breaking  of  spears.  It  was  no 
babes  play  with  us  for  many  a  month!  at  last, 
however,  came  peace,  when  the  sport  was  at 
the  highest ;  and,  work  being  at  lack  abroad, 
hither  come  we  this  blessed  day,  with  light 
hearts  and  purses  to  seek  fiiirer  fortunes  at 
!  home." 

"And  verily r  exclaimed  his  friend,  '*ye 
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vill  find  it  scantly  better  than  reapiBg  in  a 
gleaned  field.  Bat  how  name  ye  your  Lord,  I 
pray  yoQ !  this  gallant  of  the  broken  lance  ?" 

"Softly—"  replied  Nicholas— "we  will  dis- 
course  of  that  anon.  What  makes  thee  in 
Winchester,  good  Raymond !  and  what 
wouldst  thon  in  the  den  of  the  lion  V  (point- 
ing  to  the  house)  "  for  truly,  it  may  prove  no- 
thing  better  to  either  thee  or  me,  if  the  pas- 
nons  of  my  grim  father,  the  Rabbi,  hare  not 
moulted  many  a  feather  since,  through  the 
branches  of  this  very  elm,  we  fled  by  moon* 
gleam  from  the  Jewry,  with  never  a  God- 
speed-you  at  parting.*" 

^*  I  would  regain  my  TaUsmanj"*  replied  the 
squire  of  De  Mowbray.  **  Nay,  there  is  no 
dream  in  this — the  treasure^hamber  of  thy 
&ther  contains,  or  once  contained,  a  poni* 
ud —  a  Muericorde,  tempered  in  the  blade  as 
nerer  else  was  steel  hammered  upon  mortal 
auril,  and  jewelled  in  the  hilt  to  the  worth  of 
a  king's  ransom. — Marry,  it  was  a  king^s  gift 

to  one  who ^  he  paused  in  some  emotion, 

then  added — "  but  that  recks  not — Enough — 
it  was  deposited  for  my  future  claim,  in  the 
»ie  keeping  of  Jodesac,  by  the  hapless  De 
I^aleric,   my  sometime    guardian,  the  very 
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nig^f  when  his  geAerous  httnd  uAbao^red  the 
secret  postern  in  the  walls  of  Ilchester,  to  grre 
thy  captive  fether  his  libeHy/* 
*  *•  Aye,  tmly,'*  siiid  Nicholas^  with  a  sarcas- 
tic grin — ''that,  in  return,  the  liberated  Jew 
might  e^srre  De  Walaric  by  taking  charge  of 
f%  tender  body,  and  guiding  thee  safe  to 
Winchester,  when  De  Mowbray  and  Bishop 
GeofiV^  wei^  like  to  break  with  fire  and 
sword  into  Ilchester ;  else  had  my  captive  fk- 
ther  languished  in  a  dnngeon,  nntil  the  rennin 
that  crawled  upon  its  floor  had  picked  bis 
eyes  out."*' 

"  Let  him  thank  me,"  retorted  Raymond, 
''  that  was  the  blessed  cause  to  help  him  forth 
—mine  own,  at  least,  he  mnst  reftmd — ^for^  in  a 
coming  pinch,  it  will  import  me  much  to  glwp 
that  poniard/' 

'*  Up,  and  be  doing,  then,^'  said  Nirii6la8| 
**  knock,  and  enter — ask,  and  hare/' 

"Tush,**  replied  the  northern  squire^ 
"knock  and  be  knocked  were  the  Ukelier 
tale — it  is  for  thee^  by  thine  own  promite,  to 
teach  me  to  take  the  lion  by  the  beard — >-^/* 

"  It  was  a  proper  boast,"  replied  die  mm  6t 
Jodesac,  seating  himself  upon  the  tuirf  verf 
coolly  and  leisurely.    *'  HoW|  think  ye,  am  I 
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tp  cluurm  mine  ihtb  b^j  3gnif^^  olaw  anfl 

'*  Resolye  then  for  Ayself/'  .6fud  Bay^oa^i 
'*  /  may  dally  no  longer — ^what  wilt  thQV  that 
Iitportof  thee  to  the  rabbit 

"  Hoi  that  I  am  turned  j?arft-ea/ar,  or^  >y  the 
low  of  St.  Antony,  the  husks  of  the  prodi* 
gil's  fvnne-trougb  were  a  better  wind&U  thai 
iDy  paternal  inheritanee.  I  might  ^eU  my 
Urthright  profitably  for  less  than  a  mesa  of 
pMage.  Remembereat  thou,  gentle  squire  of 
tlie  north,"  added  the  '  coTertite/  after  a  mo* 
ment's  considerationy  **  by  what  fox-earths  and 
badger-holes  and  blind  alleys,  thou  and  I  de- 
puted firom  this  mansion  of  my  fathers  ?  " 

'^  It  is  wisely  aaked,"  said  Eaymond,  ^'  re- 
membering that,  from  thine  own  chamber  until 
we  stood  even  here,  beneath  this  garden  wall, 
my  head  was  buried  in  the  folds  of  a  cloak. 
Thou  hadst,  at  least,  the  grace  to  take  that 
measure  £or  the  safe^keeping  of  thy  father^s 
toeasure  chests/' 

^  Well,"  resumed  Nicholas^  "  saying  that, 
even  now,  out  of  my  pare  We,  I  cared  to  gpide 
thee  once  more  through  that  dark. labyrinth — 
woiddst  thoa  consent  to  jovmey  it  in  the  same 
blindfold  p%]it !    Look,  gentle  Raymond,  thy 


192  RUFUS. 

Vord  of  secresy  were  as  a  thousand  oaths  to 
nej  but  the  secret  of  this  hidden  passage  is 
none  of  mine — I  may  not  chuck  it  into  the 
hand  of  another,  though  it  were  the  mailed 
palm  of  St.  George  himself! " 

'^Nay/'  said  Raymond,  smiling,  **  bandage 
my  eyes  with  a  thousand  ells  if  thou  wilt,  so 
that  they  be  unmu£9ed  when  the  voice  of 
Jodesac  is  in  my  ear/' 

"  Up  then,  upon  thy  blind  venture ! "  said 
his  comrade,  pointing  to  the  elm, — '^  quick  as 
the  bat,  and  silent  as  the  ifiole ! " 

Raymond  followed,  at  once,  the  suggestion 
and  example  of  his  companion — availed  him- 
self of  the  over-shooting  elm-branches,  and  in 
an  instant  stood  at  the  tnner-foot  of  the  garden 
wall.  Their  landing  place  was  a  secluded  and 
shadowy  spot,  from  which  nothing  of  the  house 
and  little  of  the  garden  itself  was  distinguish- 
able; while,  of  course,  it  enjoyed  equal  security 
from  the  windows  of  the  first  and  the  open  walks 
of  the  latter.  It  was  a  sort  of  irregular  alley, 
twisting  its  dark  way  through  clustering 
flowers  and  plants,  and  shrubs  of  surprising 
height  and  beauty.  Coeur  d'Acier,  however, 
had  little  leisure  to  study  the  locale  of  his 
former  escape  and  present  adventure.    He  was 
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instantly  blindfolded  with  his  riding-cloak,  and 

led  on,  thus  darkened,  through  heaven  knows 

what  floral  and  verdant  tortuosities,  until  a 

whisper  from  his  guide  sn^ested  that  their 

further  coarse  lay  through  the  bowels — and 

not  upon   the  surface — of  the  earth.    They 

descended  a  flight  of  some  twelve  or  fourteen 

steps  of  stone,  from  the  last  of  which  a  narrow 

passage  struck  off  at  an  acute  angle.    This, 

also,  was  explored  in  perfect  silence,  and,  at 

its  termination,  Raymond  was  relieved  from 

his  almost    suffocating  envelope.     The    un* 

bandaged  eyes,  however,  were  no  gainers  by 

the  removal — all  was  profound  darkness — all, 

too,  was  silence  as  profound,  until,  after  a 

moment's  earnest  listening,  the  visitor  fancied 

he  caught  the  sound  of  voices,  but  so  deadened, 

either  by  distance  or  some  intervening  sub* 

stance,  as  to  be  scarcely  distinguishable. 

**  Now,*^  whispered  De  L'Ep6e,  '^  quick  ear 
and  sharpened  ken!  but  not  a  breath  or  a 
foot^&U  for  the  love  of  our  Lady !  "**  ^ 

A  fieunt  gleam  of  light  became  then  percep- 
tible, and  slowly  and  gradually  widened,  as 
the  hand  of  Nicholas,  with  gentle  care,  drew 
open  a  door  of  solid  iron,  which  turned  upon 
its   oiled    and  polished  hinges  without  the 
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Blightest  imaginable  sound.  A  voice  was  thea 
heard  in  distinct  enunciation,  and,  immediately 
after,  another — harsher — louder — and  more 
impatient.  The  mute  listeners  stepped  warily 
into  the  space  from  which  the  gleams  and 
voices  issued,  and  Baymond  then  perceived 
that  it  formed  a  sort  of  gallery,  enclosing  two 
sides  of  a  small,  square,  stone-built  apartment, 
into  which  they  could  look  down  through  the 
folds  of  the  dark  tapestry  which  hid  from  the 
eye  beneath  every  symptom  of  such  a  vantage* 
ground  for  espial  and  eaves-dropping. 

The  scene  thus  strangely  presented,  was  in 
itself,  equally  strange.  Not  a  ray  of  the 
blessed  sun  found  access  to  the  vault-like 
chamber;  but,  from  its  groined  roof  of  massive 
stone-work,  a  shapeless  iron  cresset  hung  by  an 
iron  chain  of  like  primitive  workmanship,  and 
threw  upon  all  around,  a  red,  and  smoky,  and 
preternatural  radiance.  Every  one  who  has  ex- 
changed the  pure  light  of  a  summer's  eve  for 
the  lustre  even  of  some  brilliant  haunt  of  plea- 
sure, will  confess  that  the  substitution  appeared 
garish  and  unnatural ;  but  when  the  transition 
is  to  such  a  lurid  glare,  amidst  such  sepulchral 
nakedness,  the  revulsion  must  be  conceived 
tenfold.    The  impure  beams,  however,  illumi- 
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MLted  the  forms  and  features  of  three  men,  of 
whom  the  most  attractive  at  once,  and  com- 
manding, was  the  Rabbi  Jodbsac  himself. 

This  remarkable  man,  well  known  over  the 
sovthem  parts  of  England  as  the  richest  mo- 
ney-chatiger  of  his  day,  stood  behind  a  stone 
desk  or  counter,  equally  rude  to  the  eye  and 
comfortless  to  the  touch,  with  the  walls,  floor 
and  ceiling  of  the  apartment.      It  was  based 
upon  a  broad  slab  of  about  a  foot  in  height, 
and  this,  perhaps,  tended  to  advantage  in  some 
d^ree  the  figure  of  the  master,  as  he  alter- 
nately bent  forward  to  address  his  visitors,  and 
drew  himself  up  at  certain  points  in  their  dis- 
course.     But  no  adventitious  circumstances 
were  wanting  to  invest  with  dignity  a  form 
upon  which  nature  had  already  conferred  it 
with  a  liberal  hand.      The  burden  of  about 
seventy  Years  took  not  one  inch  of  its  erect  al- 
titude from  the  tall,  spare-built,  but  majestic 
figure  of  the  Rabbi ;  and  the  distinctive  gar- 
ments of  his  tribe  hung  upon  him  with  the 
oriental  grace  that  a  great  painter  would  throw 
around  a  Daniel,  or  an  Isaiah,  in  the  sublime 
moments  of  prophetic  denunciation.     Age,  in- 
deed, and  perhaps  the  restless  ploughshare  of 
thought,  had  furrowed  his  countenance  with 

k2 


VJ6  RUPUS. 

deep  lines ;  and  a  beard  of  enowy  whiteness^ 
which  descended  with  patriarchal  grace  to  his 
very  girdle,  deepened  the  general  aspect  of 
''  hoar  antiquity ;  "  although,  in  startling  oppo* 
sition  to  the  latter,  there  fell,  from  either  side 
of  the  upper  lip,  a  long  moustache  of  almost 
raven  blackness.  In  the  large  dark  eye,  and 
upon  the  pale  flexible  lip,  there  was  that,  also, 
which  spoke  of  fiery  energies,  rebellious  to  the 
assuaging  hand  of  time ;  slumbering,  indeed, 
but,  like  the  tiger  in  his  lair,  to  be  startled  into 
fury  by  the  whisper  of  a  breeze,  or  the  echo 
of  a  foot-fall. 

Such  was,  or  appeared,  the  Rabbi  Jodesae* 
But  how  was  the  curiosity  of  Raymond  exci* 
ted,  when  in  the  Jew's  companions,  or  visitors, 
he  saw  the  very  individuals  who  had  replied 
to  him  so  much  to  the  amusementof  the  street 
mob.  Seats  were  behind  them,  but  either  they 
had  not  availed  themselves  of  such  accommo- 
dation, or  quitted  them  in  the  eagerness  of 
discourse,  to  confront,  upon  more  equal  terms, 
the  object  of  their  visit,  in  his  graceful  garb, 
and  imposing  attitude.  The  first  words  which 
the  squires  caught  distinctly,  were  from  the 
latter,  and  in  the  following  strain. 

"  Tell  not  me — tell  not  me — monies  are  not 
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to  be  gathered  as  the  dust,  nor  the  gold  of 
Ophir  as  the  stones  of  the  brook.  It  is  a  huge 
9am ;  a  huge  and  an  anheard  of  sam  that  ye  re- 
quire. How,  think  ye,  or  when,  or  where,  is 
such  a  mighty  treasure  to  be  looked  upon  i** 

The  elder  and  taller  merchant  was  now,  as 
berelofore,  the  spokesman  for  both.  His  tone 
was  ocAd  and  sarcastic,  and  without  the  least 
savour  of  that  conciliation  which  is  generally 
held  a  prime  essential  id  a  borrower.  He 
adTanoed  a  step  or  two,  and,  putting  his  fore- 
finger upon  the  desk,  said, 

^  I  will  expound  unto  thee.  It  is  to  be 
looked  upon  eren  in  this  chamber — upon  this 
counter — ^whensoerer  it  is  thy  pleasure,  good 
Jodesac,  to  feast  our  earthly  eyes  with  such 
heavenly  glitter;  and,  trust  me,  the  sooner 
thy  hidden  shekels  are  displayed,  the  better 
shall  it  be  for  thy  usurious  self.*' 

"Dost  thou  threaten  me.  Sir  Merchant?" 
exclaimed  the  Rabbi,  drawing  up  his  form  to 
its  fiill,  commanding  height — **  dost  thou  in- 
deed think  to  part  hence  laden  with  treasure 
for  thy  proud  bearing,  and  haughty  speech !" 

"  Eyen  so,"  answered  the  merchant,  with  a 
most  withering  smile — ^*  and  by  the  blessed 
symbol  which  is  the  abhorrence  of  thee  and 
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thine,  if  thou  wilt  not  listen  to  reason^  I  pro* 
mise  thee  thou  shah  listen  to  that  which  were 
a  thou8and*fold  more  splitting  and  terrible  to 
thy  unbelieving  ear." 

**  Now,  by  our  holy  father  Abraham  V  cried 
the  unintimidated  Jew,  ^'  thou  art  the  moat 
frontless  braggart  that  ever  mine  old  eyes  be* 
held,  even  in  this  groaning  land  of  slaves  and 
tyrants  !  Look,  Nazarene  !^  (and  he  shook  his 
attenuated  and  bloodless  finger  in  the  very 
face  of  his  visitor)— '^couldst  thou  exchange 
thy  garb  of  traffic  for  harness  of  linked  mail ; 
and  thy  base  station  for  a  baron's  rank  —  I 
would  not  quail  to  thee  in  this,  nor  speak  thee 
fidr — nor  promise  thee  a  shekel — ^no !  not  one 
poor  bezant  to  thy  worst  threats,  though  thou 
hadst  journeyed  hither  from  the  right  hand  of 
King  William,  compassed  about  with  pride  as 
with  a  chain,  and  covered  with  violence  as 
with  a  garment!" 

The  person  to  whom  this  was  addressed, 
displayed  no  other  symptom  of  emotion  than  a 
momentary  paleness  of  cheek,  and  a  slight 
curl  of  the  lip;  but  his  companion,  the  junior 
citizen,  who  had  hitherto  remained  silent,  now 
burst  into  a  laugh  so  loud  and  harsh  and  dis- 
sonant, that  the  ribbed  roof  of  the  chamber 
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rang  again  with  its  nimatttrai  niirtli !  and  even 
the  hi^hlj-ezeited  Jew  himself,  vras,  for  a 
momenty  startled  into  an  expression  of  sor- 
prise. 

"Call  ye  this  bargain*making?  Brother 
mioe  ?"  said  the  deep  but  onmelodious  voice 
of  the  laogher,  as  he  advanced  towards  the 
desk,  and  put  aside  his  friend — ^^gire  place, 
i  pray  yon ;  it  may  be  that  I  can  better  ez<* 
pound  the  law  unto  this  learned  man.*^ 

"Nay — I  do' beseech  you/*  returned  the 
elder,  with  singular  earnestness,  "  leave  me 
yet  to  amend  mine  own  tangled  gear — ^to  bind 
together  this  broken  matter.  And  thott,  good 
Rabbi,  wrath  not  thy  apprehensive  spirit  for 
an  idle  word,  when  a  blessed  bai^in  lies 
vithin  beard's  length  of  thy  clutch !  Where- 
fore should  there  be  strife  betwixt  us  7  Thou 
art  wise,  Jodesac,  in  the  world's  thought, 
after  the  fashion  of  the  world, — ^bethink  thee 
then,  is  it  for  thee  to  wrestle  stubbornly  with 
those  who  are  but  dealing  with  thee  at  the 
bidding  and  for  the  vantage  of  others — of 
others  who,  for  aught  thou  knowest,  may  be, 
mdeed,  irom  the  right  hand  of  King  William? 
rode  factors  to  chaSSer  with  over  aa  empty 
eofier!     fierce    bargain-^drivers,  an'    if  thou 
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pattest  them  to  traffic  with  thee  at  their  own 
hand !  fire  and  steel,  good  Rabbi,  were  the 
gentlest  of  their  interpreters !  the  rather  that 
the  King  is  no  favourer  of  thy  scattered  race 
like  the  mighty  one  his  father.'*' 

"  Fill  not  thy  bowels  with  the  east  wind, 
good  merchant  !^'  said  Jodesac,  with  undi- 
minished dignity  of  tone  and  gesture,  '^  I 
know  that  this  is  a  generation  whose  teeth  are 
as  swords,  and  whose  jaw-teeth  are  as  knives  ; 
but,  in  the  voice  of  their  fafy  there  cometh 
no  terror  to  him  that  looketh  on  high  !  behold 
Gralilean !  I  am  old — and  feeble — and  child- 
less :  wherefore  should  violence  lift  itself  up 
into  a  rod  of  wickedness  to  break  a  leaf  driven 
to  and  fro  ?  It  hath  indeed  been  said  that  the 
ransom  of  a  man^s  life  is  his  riches;  but, 
dreamest  thou  that,  with  one  trembling  foot 
already  in  the  sepulchre  of  my  fiithers,  I 
should  yet  fear  to  look  upon  death  as  upon 
a  bear  robbed  of  its  whelps?  that,  at  the 
threatening  of  the  devouring  Oentile,  I  should 
pour  into  hit  lap  the  riches  of  mine  increase 
wherewith  the  God  of  our  fathers  hath  blessed 
me?  No  !  as  my  soul  liveth,  Nazarene!  there 
is  no  dread  of  death  within  me !  So  near  unto 
their  close  are  the  days  of  my  pilgrimage. 
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ttat>  bebold  \  like  unto  the  Leviatluui  of  the 

Prophet,  my  Bpirit  lifteth  itself  up  against  the 

ttighty!   it  esteemeth   iron  as  rotten  wood, 

sad  brass  as  the  dry  stubble,  and  laugheth  at 

the  spear  and  the  sword  V* 

*'  Now,  by  St.  Luke's  face  T  exclaimed  the 

juiiiir  Tisitant,    in   a  tone  either  of  sudden 

anger  or  high  admiration — but  whatever  was 

aboat  to  follow,  his  companion  eagerly  inter- 

mpted  him  as  before — 

"  I  do  beseech  you,  peace !  peace,  yet  again 
for  our  Lady^a  sake/' 

"  Thy  terms — ^thy  terms !  good  merchant !" 
cried  the  Jew,  with  an  impatient  morement 
of  the  hand — "  Break  me  not  in  pieces  with 
words,  but,  if  thou  wouldst  hare  monies,  an- 
swer unto  me,  and  say,  upon  what  grounds, 
and  for  what  profits  shall  I  essay  to  gather 
unto  thee  the  mighty  sum  which  the.  lust  of 
thy  covetonsness  crieth  aloud  for?" 

"  Nay,"  answered  the  borrower,  "  I  ^ill 
deal  generously  with  thee,  thou  man  of  shekels* 
Look !  I  have  learned  that,  after  the  fashion 
of  thy  patriarchal  forefathers  in  the  olden 
time,  thon  art,  even  in  these  troubled  days,  a 
mighty  husbandman ;  a  tiller  of  the  earth  for 
its  fruits  and  grains — a  feeder  of  many  flocks, 
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and  a  vender  of  the  rich  fleeces  thereof  to 
those  who  traffic  in  woollens.  How  sayst 
thou,  then,  to  a  grant  of  goodly  land  for  the 
loan  of  these  foolish  monies  we  talk  of?" 

"  What  manner  of  land,  I  pray  you  ?"  ques- 
tioned the  Rabbi — *'  tell  me  that^  good  mer^ 
chant;  and  the  breadth  thereof?  and  where 
lieth  it?  and  in  what  plight  for  him  that 
would  have  speedy  reaping  thereon?  land^ 
saidst  thou.  Sir  Burgess?  so  help  me,  our 
father  Abraham  !  as  the  land  of  this  groaning 
realm  is  everywhere  becoihing  naught,  by 
reason  of  the  moneyage,  and  the  talliages,  and 
the  escutage,  and  other  such  cursed  imposts  as 
are  now  eating  into  the  bowels  of  the  hus- 
bandman, until  the  sickle  falleth  from  his 
hand  for  very  famine,  and,  for  lack  of  the 
bread  of  life,  the  plough  stoppeth  in  mid- 
furrow.'* 

^'  Pish ! "  said  the  merchant,  **  physic  not 
thyself  for  other  men's  ails.  What  be  the 
clowns  to  thee?  or  thou  to  them!  Leave 
Kings  and  their  Justiciaries  to  play  the  leech 
with  such ;  and  take  this  with  thee,  Rabbi,  if 
thou  be  speedy-handed  with  the  monies,  and 
farmest  the  land  we  talk  of,  there  shall  come 
no  taUiage  or  moneyage  thy  way.     Beard  of 
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AaroD  !  Jodesae,  thoa  wottest  little  bow  rare 
a  bargain  is  offered  thee !  many  a  fair  oxgang 
id  meadow-laxid  and  arable — ^many  a  goodly 
caracate  of  wood-pasture  and  oftier^ground, 
aokemen — rilleins  and  borders — mills  and  salt 

pits  and  churches — and ah !    Maier  CceH^'* 

(taming  up  his  eyes  with  a  very  hypocritical 
assamption  of  shocked  piety,)  **  a  dismal 
shriring  time  will  there  come  for  thus  flinging 
into  the   hands  of  the  infidel   so  goodly  a 


Hackneyed  in  all  the  arts  of  bargaining,  the 
Jew  smiled  derisively  at  being  thus  treated 
like  a  tyro. 

*'Hath  not,"  he  replied,  ''the  wisdom  of 
Solomon  thus  written,  '  It  is  naught — ^it  is 
nanght,  saith  the  buyer,  but  when  he  goeth 
sway  then  he  boasteth!*  Who,  I  pray  you, 
bath  been  lord  of  this  heritage  heretofore? 
and  where  lieth  it  V 

*'  Oh  thou  of  many  scruples,"  said  the  mer- 
chant, **  it  is  part  and  parcel  of  that  which 
was  once  the  broad  Earldom  of  Essex — ^the 
same,  if  thou  must  needs  be  so  enlightened, 
which  seven ,  or,  it  may  be,  eight  winters  agone, 
Hogo  de  St.  Waleric  held  for  his  then  Lord 
Paravail — De  Mandeyille,  the  vanished  Earl. 
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If  thou  hadst  ever  bargaining  matter  with  one 
or  other,  perchance  thy  broker-like  remem- 
brance will  recall  what  manner  of  land  is  open 
to  thy  husbandry  for  this  petty  price.^ 

There  was  something  in  these  last  words 
which  struck  the  listening  Raymond  so  forcibly, 
that  all  his  self-command,  assisted  by  an  ad- 
monitory grasp  from  De  KEp^e,  scarcely  ena> 
bled  him  to  repress  an  audible  exclamation. 
The  dialogue,  however,  which  (from  whatever 
cause)  had  thus  excited  him,  drew  rapidly  to 
a  close. 

**  I  do  remember  me  those  lands,'"  said 
Jodesac,  '^  and  their  proud  LordDe  Mandeville, 
and  his  fierce  steward  De  Waleric  —  men  of 
war  from  their  youth  upward ;  that,  like  unto 
Zebulon  and  Napthali,  jeoparded  their  lives 
unto  the  death  in  the  high  places  of  the  field. 
Aye,  and  I  did  furnish  monies  for  Earl  Man- 
deville,  even  a  little  space  before  he  fled  afiur 
off,  no  man  wist  whither.  Gro  to.  Sir  Mer- 
chants, ye  have  well  said  that,  in  this  matter, 
ye  are  bargainers  for  other  and  mightier  men. 
What !  do  I  not  know  that  De  Waleric  held 
this  inheritance  but  for  a  season,  while  there 
was  yet  hope  that  his  great  Paravail  would 
return,  and  do  again  the  homage  demanded  by 
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th«  vain  glory  of  princes  from  their  y&saals  ? 
Do  I  not  know  that,  after  that,  the  hand  of  a 
mightier  one,  even  of  him  who  sitteth  upon 
the  throne,  found  the  riches  thereof,  as  a  nest? 
Now,  therefore,  answer  and  declare  unto  me, 
nnto  which  of  his  captains  of  hundreds,  or 
captains  of  thousands,  hath  he  since  given  those 
goodly  oxgangs  and  fair  caracutes?" 

^  Why,  what  is  that  to  thee,  old  man  ?  mar 
not  thy  sleep  for  that — wilt  thou  purvey  the 
monies — aye  or  no?  If  *ay«,'  hence  to  thy 
treasure-chests,  and  douht  not  but  we  will 
return  to  thee  anon  with  parchments  y^written 
full  clerkly,  and  with  such  seal  appended  as 
shall  delight  thine  eyes  to  look  upon.  How 
aayest  thou  V 

**  It  is  a  huge  sum,"  murmured  the  Jew, 
entrenching  himself  once  more  in  his  first 
position. 

"  But  which,''  replied  the  borrower,  "  thou 
art,  nevertheless,  willing  to  double,  if  need  be, 
ha?  Why,  we  will  not  tempt  thee — ^it  shall 
be  even  the  petty  handful  we  have  prated  of— 
and  when  wilt  thou,  old  man,  that  we  return 
for  our  poor  loan  ?" 

*'Holy  Fathers!''  exclaimed  the 
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**  how  greedy  of  lucre  be  these  Christians ! — 
go  to — go  to — it  may  be  that  to-morrow — 
even  about  this  hour /* 

**Ah  !  thou  sayest  well — thou  sayest  well, 
Jodesac,  to-morrow  at  this  hour  we  will  be 
with  thee,  although  flood  and  fire  were  in  the 
path,  and  pestilence  kept  the  gate !  ** 

Andy  thus  saying,  the  tall  merchant  com- 
plied with  the  impatient  gesture  of  his  com- 
panion, who,  for  some  minutes  past,  had  given 
**  note  of  preparation  "  to  depart.  The  Rabbi 
dismissed  bis  visitants  by  a  low  door  of  well 
hammered  iron,  as  they  passed  which,  the 
junior  merchant  paused  for  an  instant,  and, 
looking  Jodesac  sternly  in  the  face,  exclaimed, 

*^Fail  not  in  this  matter  of  the  shekels, 
Jew !  or  by  the  mother  of  God !  thou  hadst 
best  look  to  thyself  and  beware  of  thy  heathen 
scalp!" 

They  disappeared  in  the  passage-gloom; 
The  host  following  and  closing  the  door  be- 
hind him. 

"  Now,"  said  Nicholas  de  TEpee, "  call  ye 
this  worth  listening  to?  How  think  ye  of  my 
sire  ?  Is  he  not  in  very  deed  a  Sorcerer  ? 
Why,  I  am  like  to  hold  a  goodly  heritage  in 
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£5^2  some  blessed  day  to  come !  many,  by 
sheepskin,  thougb,  instead  of  lance  and  stir- 
rup— ." 

*'By  naiker^^  said  big  companion,  '*  if  there 
be  tmth  in  heaven,  or  courage  npon  earth ! 
Lire  upon  other  food  than  the  hope  of  one 
carBcnte  of  those  lands  in  Essex !  that  do  I 
counsel  thee,  good  Nicholas,  as  thou  wouldst 
lire  and  thrive.  But  what  now?  and  whither 
wilt  thou  guide  me  next  ?  '* 

"  Never  a  foot  beyond  this  gallery,"  said 
Nicholas,  '^  save  to  the  very  spot  from  whenee 
we  came  into  it  under  the  garden  wall.  Mark, 
we  will  tarry  here  whilst  thou  canst  count 
twice  fifty,  and,  credit  me,  within  that  space, 
either  the  Rabbi  will  return  to  muse  over  his 
night's  work,  or  thou  wilt  hear  the  shootirg 
of  bar  and  bolt  on  the  far  side  of  yonder  door, 
and  see  the  last  glimmer  of  yonder  lamp." 

Even  as  Nicholas  ceased  speaking,  they 
heard  the  sounds  of  bolt  and  bar  shot  into  their 
respective  sockets,  with  deliberate  heedfulness. 
In  another  instant,  the  cresset  seemed  sclf- 
eitinguished,  for,  without  visible  agency,  it 
expired,  and  all  was  profound  darkness. 

"  Even  so,"  said  the  son  of  Jodesac.  "Never- 
theless, friend   Raymond,  I  must  commend 
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your  head  to  a  fold  or  two  of  broad  woollen, 
whilst  we  return.  If  thou  wouldst  behold  the 
conclusion  of  this  treaty  with  the  merchants, 
speed  hither  at  the  appointed  hour  to-morrow 
eve,  and  meet  me  at  the  garden  wall." 

Raymond  submitted  to  his  envelope  as 
before,  and  was  conducted  along  the  secret 
passage,  until  the  freshness  of  the  open  air, 
laden  with  garden  sweets,  once  more  saluted 
him.  The  bandage  was  then  removed.  They 
clambered  in  silence  over  the  wall,  hurried 
into  the  High-street,  and,  with  an  agreement 
to  meet  the  following  evening,  as  already  pre- 
mised, betook  them  to  their  several  destina- 
tions :  Nicholas  to  his  lord's  lodgings  at  the 
castle,  and  Raymond  to  the  Ealdbk  Mticstrb, 
where  the  rapidly  approaching  dusk  gave  him 
promise  of  soon  meeting  the  Lady  Matilda. 
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CHAFFER  XI. 


**  But  then  the  had  a  devil  of  a  ipiiit  1 

•  «  *  • 

MakJDg  a  woman  like  a  porcupine, 
Not  to  be  taahly  toneh'd ." 


"  Choler  and  Cupid  are  two  fiery  thinga." 

M011B11TARI1.T  broader  and  deeper  fell  the 
shadows  of  coining  night,  as  Raymond  stepped 
into  the  yet  murkier  gloom  cast  far  along  by 
the  huge  walls  and  towers  of  Newan  and 
Ealden  Mynstres — ^vast  and  magnificent  struc* 
tores  both,  and,  strange  to  say,  built  so  close 
together  that,  notwithstanding  the  interren- 
tion  of  cloisters  and  other  offices,  the  organs  and 
Toices  of  their  respective  choirs,  gave  mutual 
disturbance  to  each  other. 

The    squire  walked  heedfully  around  the 
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mighty  Ealden,  to  satisfy  himself  that  he 
was  (in  the  phrase  of  the  duello^ J  '*  first  upon 
the  ground,"  and,  having  ascertained  this,  felt 
a  relief  in  securing  even  a  brief  interval  to 
"smooth  the  raven  down"  of  his  dark 
thoughts,  after  the  conference  he  had  just 
heard,  and  to  collect  them  for  the  approaching 
interview  with  Matilda. 

The  hour  and  the  scene  were  alike  fitted  for 
such  a  purpose ;  or  even  to  pour  upon  a  spirit 
more  excited  than  Raymond's,  that  feeling  of 
almost  religious  repose  and  serenity  of  which 
it  can  neither  express  the  fulness  nor  define 
the  cause.  Raymond  gradually  felt  this  "  in- 
explicable stillness"  deepening  within  him, 
and  gazed  with  fervent  admiration  upon  the 
towers  reared  by  the  munificent  Bishop 
Walkelin.  Years  before^  he  had  beheld  them 
deformed  with  scaffolding  and  incompleteness; 
they  stood  now  in  finished  grace  and  majesty, 
and  shewed  darkly  relieved  against  the -pro- 
found blue  of  the  calm  night-heaven .  Nor  did 
the  voice  of  the  festive  city  break  with  one  dis- 
cordant note  upon  the  tranquillity  of  the  monas- 
tic scene,  l^e  gates  were  closed,  the  streets 
silent  and  deserted.  The  admonitory  curfew 
had  sent  its  iron  warning  around,  and  wherever 
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lamp  gleamed,  or  faggot  blazed,  the  despot- 
ism of  that  solemn  knell  was  confessed  by  in- 
stantaneous extinction.  Not  a  taper  gleamed 
either  in  the  Cathedral  or  in  Newan  Mynstre. 
The  Compline^  or  last  religious  rite  of  the  day, 
had  been  performed  inboth,and  gloom  and  still- 
ness reis:ned  undisturbed  in  those  vast  monaste- 
ries.  The  moon  had  not  yet  risen,  but,  as  the 
.purple  of  heaven  deepened,  star  after  star,  of 
gentler  beam  and  more  remote  orbit,  twinkled 
into  meek  and  silvery  lustre;  looking  down,  as 
with  an  eye  of  seraph  sweetness,  upon  the 
slumber  of  the  hushed  and  shadowy  earth. 

**  AJl— •]!  WM  nlent,  uiTe  the  sonndi  which  make 
Silence  more»awfdl,  m  they  faintly  break ; 


The  frightened  bat's  low  ihriek — the  beetle's  hum — 
With  namelesa  ioiiiid»— we  know  not  whence  they  come. 


»t 


Raymond  alternately  stood  to  drink  in  the 
chastening  and  composing  influences  flowing 
from  all  around,  and  paced  to  and  fro,  in 
the  gloom ;  as  the  intensity  of  thought  or 
the  chill  of  the  night  breeze,  alternately, 
prompted  to  repose  or  motion.  At  length,  a 
form  was  distinguishable  in  the  dim  star-light, 
approaching  with  slow  steps.  He  advanced 
towards  it.  They  met  and  passed.  Almost 
instantly,   however,  both   turned,  and   again 
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encounteredy  mutaally  pausing  when  within 
a  few  paces  of  each  other.  The  stranger  was 
wrapped  from  head  to  foot  in  the  gown  and 
hood  of  a  pilgrim  or  devotee,  but  Raymond 
doubted  not  that  the  object  of  his  watch  stood 
before  him ;  and  after  a  moment's  silence,  a 
voice,  which  fully  confirmed  him,  said  in  re- 
strained tones, 

*'  Who  walks  the  silent  earth  under  the 
darkened  heavens  V* 

He  understood  the  challenge,  and  gave  the 
appropriate  answer — 

"He  to  whom  a  voice  whispered  in  the 
woodland — *  night  comes  to  make  them  such.'*' 

"  The  same,  too,  methinks,"  continued  the 
lady,  "  whose  folly  in  the  woodland  hath  made 
his  walk  in  the  city  safer  under  the  night* 
cloud  than  the  day-beam.     Is  it  not  so! 

"Folly?"  repeated  the  squire;  "wherein 
noble  lady?" 

"  Wherem !"  echoed  Matilda,  "  if  the  fiery- 
fit  be  yet  over,  how  think  ye  of  your  fierce 
bearing  to  my  kinsman  Lupus  ?" 

"  As  of  a  cry,  or  sob,  wrung  from  even  the 
lips  of  the  bravest  by  tortures  infinite.  I  was 
goaded  into  that  which  ye  have  well  termed 
the  ^  fiery  fit/  by  suspicion  too  monstrous  foe 
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aught  but  ruffian  infamy — fit  only  to  blacken 
a  common  atabber.  Suspicion  here  betrayed 
I7  a  dark  qneation — there  suggested  by  a 
lalleD  glance — ^larking  in  bitter  smiles,  or 
lowering  upon  revengefnl  brows ;  arowed  by 
the  fierce  words  of  one,  and  echoed  by  the  ez- 
eiamations  of  all  !*' 

"Pity!"  replied  the  lady,  in  her  aceos- 
tomed  tone  of  sarcasm ,  ^'  pity,  the  breath  of 
human  doubt  should  for  one  moment  sully  thy 
▼ugin-spotlessness  of  name  !  true,  the  bravest 
and  the  best,  the  noblest  and  the  wisest,  must 
0^8  plunge  through  the  slough  of  the 
world*s  thought,  but  thine  is  to  be  a  winged 
course,  dazzling  and  unbesmirched,  or  if  not 
thiia,  all  earth  must  ring  with  the  loud-voiced 
itmocence  of  the  immaculate  Raymond  !" 

*' There  is  truth,  Lady,"  replied  the  squire, 
<Hnnnuinding  his  temper,  **  even  in  the  taunt- 
ing bitterness  of  your  gibe ;  well  were  it  for 
Chivalry  if  even  her  humblest  son  had  rather 
meet  the  blast  of  destruction  than  infiimy's 
lightest  breath.  But  were  it  needful,  or  did 
occasion  and  the  hour  permit,  that  I  should 
yet  further  defend  the  bearing  you  arraign, 
another  and  a  better  cause  could  I  assign ;  it 
was  a  fitting  meed  for  broken  friendship  and 
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dishonoured  faith.  Knew  ye  nothing,  Iftdy, 
of  an  alliance  betwixt  De  Mowbray  and  Earl 
Lupus?  how  fairly  kept  by  my  good  lord? 
how  scorned,  neglected,  broken  by  your  kins* 
man  i  Where  was  the  faith  of  Hugo  Lupus 
when  his  insulted  ally  in  vain  awaited  his  pro- 
mised presence  in  York  ?  How  were  the  re*- 
monstrances  of  De  Mowbray  answered  ?  with 
what  assurance  have  his  messengers  returned  ? 
In  yonder  forest,  Lady,  the  honour  of  De 
Mowbray  lay  in  my  poor  hands ;  Ms  counsel 
was  in  my  breast,  his  words  were  upon  my 
lip;  and  less,  in  this,  the  vctssal  than  the 
friend  of  my  good  lord,  it  irks  me  not  that 
I  have  thrown  defiance  where  never  was 
defiance  more  justly  due/* 

"Choleric  fool!^'  exclaimed  Matilda,  ex- 
changing sarcasm  for  invective, ''  back  to  the 
foggy  north !  if  thou  hast  wit  enough  to 
guide  thee  thither,  and  let  thy  betrayed  master 
reward  thee  with  sopurge  and  shackle,  for 
thus  widening  into  cureless  breach  the  petty 
rent  which  perchance  one  breath  of  gentle 
greeting  had  repaired  for  ever!  It  is  the 
trusting  of  dangerous  counsel  to  such  grooms 
as  thee  that  breaks  betwixt  knight  and  knight 
all  league  of  amity — lights  up  destruction 
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with  a  misconstroed  glanc&--«and  builds  upon 
one  hot  word,  or  one  cold  look,  strife  ever* 
lasting  !  What  dost  thou  in  Winchester  alone  ? 
where  is  thy  lord  ?  why  comes  he  not  himself 
to  beard  my  kinsman,  if  it  must  needs  be  thus  ? 
or  rather,  why  comes  he  not  to  pay  due  hom- 
age to  his  sovereign  ?  to  crush  the  faction  that 
abhors  him,  and  daily,  nightly,  toils  for  his 
undoing!     If  thou  art  indeed  the  bearer  of 

his  will. " 

'^If!"  interrupted  Raymond  indignantly, 
and  then  paused  to  master  the  feeling  excited 
by  the  contumely  of  her  address  —  '*  but  it 
recks  not,*"  he  continued  —  "briefly  —  full 
briefly  shall  my  lord^s  mission  be  now  dis* 
charged. — Behold,  injurious  lady,  yet  again,^ 
(shewing  the  EarFs  signet  upon  his  finger^) 
^^  this  token  is  my  warrant  that  by  my  lips 
De  Mowbray  of  Northumberland  commends 
him  to  Matilda  de  Aquila.  Again  and  yet 
nigBxa  by  his  best  hopes  he  swears  eternal 
truth,  and  prays  the  lady  of  his  love  to  yield 
him  the  frank  counsel  he  seeks  in  vain  from 
her  great  kinsman.  If  he  hath  wronged  that 
noble  earl  in  deeming  him  a  hollow  friend  and 
cold  ally,  his  expiation  shall  be  at  his  Matilda^s 
beck — for  her  sake  will  he  stoop  to  sue  of 
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Hugh-le-Loup  that  once  again  they  may  knit 
up  the  severed  bond  of  their  alliance.  If 
not — if  it  appear  that  he  suspects  aright — 
then''— 

*'  Aye,  then  r — interrupted  the  dame,  as  if 
in  bitter  anticipation  of  the  alternative — ^*  how 
theny  I  pray  you  ?  what  fiercer  insult  hath  the 
all-trusted  Rajrmond  in  charge  to  fling  in  the 
teeth  of  Hugo  Lupus?  or  what  terms  of  scorn- 
ful abandonment  to  stab  the  ear  of  his  poor 
kinswoman  withal  ?" 

"  Lady,"  replied  the  youth,  "  your  own  fierce 
spirit  stabs  itself  for  nought.  Hear  forth  what 
I  have  yet  in  charge  from  De  Mowbray,  and 
mark  what  fetters  bind  him  to  his  earldom — 
WAR  and  REVOLT  and  rapimb — each  of  the 
fiercest  and  the  bloodiest !  the  savage  Scot 
upon  the  frontier  with  a  gathering  force — the 
felon  Saxon  in  dens  of  murder,  wherever 
marsh  spreads  or  forest  darkens — and  last, 
not  least  perchance,  the  robber-kings  of  the 
deep — the  fiery  Danes — hanging  with  a  thou- 
sand barks  of  plunder  upon  the  shores.  These^ 
lady,  are  the  steel  bands  that  hold  my  lord ; 
and  yet,  goaded  by  Montgomery  and  his  fac- 
tion. King  William  storms  for  the  homage  of 
Dc  Mowbray ;  as  though  the  bending  of  a 
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knee  upon  his  palace-floor  were  better  service 
than  a  stricken  battle  upon  the  insulted  bor- 
ders of  his  kingdom  V 

"  Methought,  Sir  Squire,"  said  Matilda, 
"  your  Earl  had  so  crippled  these  barbarous 
Scotch,  when  their  fierce  king  was  slain  at 
Alnwick,  that  they  would  scarce  cumber  the 
borders  again  for  a  fair  breathing  while. 
Suffice  they  still  to  keep  De  Mowbray  in  mail 
and  stirrup  ?" 

"  Yes,  lady,  as  the  barbarous  Welsh,  with 
their  rude  archery  and  defenceless  limbs, 
sufficed  to  hold  Earl  Lupus  upon  the  marches, 
when  the  voice  of  his  bleeding  honour  cried 
aloud  for  him  in  York.  But  what  avails  this 
bandying  of  keen  terms  ?  know  ye  that  the 
king  hath  denied  safe  conduct  to  De  Mow- 

brav  ?" 

• 

"Stooped  De  Mowbray  to  beg  for  it?"  ex- 
claimed Matilda,  her  eyes  flashing  perceptibly 
in  the  faint  star-light.  "  Why  !  being  dwi^, 
and  once  denied,  I  know,  were  /  a  man— a 
warrior  and  an  eari,  how  I  had  borne  me ! 
had  it  been  my  hap  to  wear  steel  and  a  beard, 
and  to  be  so  refused,  I  would  have  sped  me 
southward  as  though  a  fiend  were  my  courser, 
ere  the  lip  of  mortal  man  should  brand  me 

VOL.  I.  L 
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with  'he  dares  not!'  But  what  remains? 
If  the  king  lists  not  to  be  courteous,  is  it  thy 
lord's  good  pleasure  to  play  the  traitor  ?" 

"  No,  by  St.  George !"  exclaimed  Coeur 
d'Acier,  as  if  startled  by  the  very  sound — 
''and  woe  be  to  other  lips  than  the  Lady 
Matilda's  that  dare  to  couple  in  my  ear  such 
name  with  that  of  Robert  de  Mowbray  !" 

"  Cry  you  mercy,  Sir  Champion!  patriot 
shall  be  the  phrase  henceforward  !  Such  was 
the  gentle  Waltheoff,*  and  ke^  too,  was  Earl 
of  this  said  troubled  Northumberland,  and 
thought,  no  doubt,  his  head  was  in  the  clouds, 
not  to  be  struck  at  by  the  best  He  that  wore 
a  crown.  —  Walk  to  St.  Giles'  Hill,  good 
squire,  and  the  base  earth  shall  tell  thee  whose 
gory  visage  rolled  amidst  its  filth — whose 
blood  crimsoned  its  stones!  —  But  let  that 
pass.  Must  the  sun  rise  and  find  me  shivering 
here,  ere  I  have  learnt  De  Jtfowbray's  pur- 
pose T 

''  No,  nor  the  moon,  though  yonder  heavens 
expect  her  momently,  if  from  you,  noble 
damoiselle,  I  could  learn  the  purpose  of  Hugo- 
le-Loup.'** 

*  Waltheoff,  Earl  of  Northumberland,  wai  bdietded  on 
St.  Giles'  HiU,  Wincheiter,  for  rebellion  against  Uie  First 
William. 
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The  lady  seemed  to  reflect  for  a  moment, 
and  then  replied, — 

"  Look — ^Raymond  of  the  heart  of  sleel — 
say  that  my  kinsman  holds  his  former  humour, 
and  will  bestow  this  worthless  hand  of  mine 
upon  thy  lord,  hap  what  hap  may,  so  that  he 
come  at  once  to  Winchester — ^how  then?" 

"Then  will  I  answer  forDe  Mowbray," 
said  Raymond,  "  that  with  such  speed  as 
mortal  man  and  earthly  courser  can  make,  he 
will  prick  southward  for  Winchester, — aye ! 
though  the  king  were  swearing  by  axe  and 
block,  and  the  headsman  that  dealt  upon  Earl 
Waltheoff  stood  centinel  by  the  gate !" 

"  Or,  in  the  reverse  of  this,"  said  the  Damo- 
lelle,  **  say  that  Earl  Hugo  doubts  De  Mow- 
bray's faith,  to  him  and  to  his  sovereign,  and 
scruples  to  ally  him  with  one  suspect  of  trea- 
son, until  the  King  himself  be  satisfied — ^what 
follows?" 

**  Scorn  and  defiance  in  Hugo  Lupus'  teeth, 
for  treachery  unworthy  even  of  a  slave !  If  it 
be  thmSf  he  hath  good  leave  to  link  him  with 
the  faction  of  Montgomery — heart  and  hand ! 
Against  the  Marshal  and  his  minions — and  the 
cold  subtle  Justiciary,  and  the  ire  of  the  jealous 
Monarch  to  boot,  De  Mowbray  will  prepare 
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him  as  he  best  may.  But,  to  the  Lady 
Matilda/'  added  the  spirited  envoy,  changing 
at  once  both  voice  and  manner — ^bending  one 
knee  to  the  earth,  and  taking  a  slight  hold  of 
the  lady's  dress — "  thus  lowly — thus  humbly 
did  Northumberland  bid  me  stoop,  and  pray, 
in  his  great  name^  that  if  he  be  yet  rich  in  the 
dear  love  of  one  so  peerless,  she  will  avouch 
it  in  despite  of  King  or  kinsman,  and,  spum- 
ing the  will  of  both,  fly  from  their  tyranny  to 
where  her  word  shall  be  as  a  law — ^her  glance 
as  a  queenly  mandate — to  him  who  will  peril 
in  her  defence  both  life  and  earldom." 

The  lady  half  broke  upon  this  impassioned 
exhortation  by  striking  the  hem  of  her  wide 
robe  out  of  the  grasp  of  the  squire,  and  saying 
with  a  look  of  no  delightful  import — 

'^  Arise,  fair  sir !  lest  the  damp  earth  sully 
your  riding  gear ;  the  rather,  too,  that,  thus 
standing,  your  eloquent  lip  makes  fitter  ap- 
proach to  my  dull  ear.  Now !  what  remains  ? 
O  !  pray  you,  sir,  study  no  flourishes^  we  will 
content  us  this  chilly  waiting-while  with  the 
rough  truths  if  it  so  please  ye !  Ye  spoke  of 
flight  from  King  and  kinsman  to  the  great 
northern  Earl  de  Mowbray?  Why;  'tis  a 
modest  matter  to  crave  withal ! — Fortune,  and 
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fame  and  life,  bandage  them  all  together, 
make  but  a  petty  venture  for  the  love  of  a 
great  earl !  pity  that  Matilda  de  Aquila  hath 
but  a  weak,  womanly  frame  to  lodge  her  in- 
different spirit  in  ;  and  cannot,  in  three  paces, 
stride  from  south  to  north  of  this  fair  land. 
Alas!  she  were  a  poor  plodder  on  the  san- 
dalled foot  over  hill  and  desert  —  a  sorry 
swimmer  of  the  deep  streams  twixt  hence  and 
Bamborough  !  but  —  I  crave  pardon  —  these 
rubs,  belike,  have  been  foreseen,  and  the  gentle 
envoy  of  De  Mowbray  hath  purveyed  him  a 
courser  that,  if  need  be,  will  carry  double  !^ 

"  Lady !"  exclaimed  Coeur  d'Acier  —  his 
patience  wearing  thin  under  this  sarcastic 
infliction — but  the  incorrigible  Matilda  con- 
tinued— 

"  And  the  fair  CJonstance,  too,  whose 
very  name  calls  the  hot  blood  into  a  gallant's 
cheek — our  lacing  daughter  that  shall  be, 
when  it  hath  pleased  God  and  De  Mowbray 
to  make  us  queen  of  the  blessed  north — 
beseech  ye.  Sir  Squire  of  Dames  !  let  us  not 
steal  a  march  upon  the  Damozelle,  lest,  at  the 
very  outset,  the  Lady-Mother  be  slandered  as 
a  haughty  step-dame !  St.  Mary  for  her  grace  ! 
I  would  my  loving  lord  had  thought  of  this  ! 
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How  if  it  scare  me  from  my  northern  qneen- 
ship,  and  I  refuse  to  journey  hence,  even  with 
Raymond  of  the  heart  of  steel  ?  Perchance 
thy  orders  are  so  peremptory  that  there  is  no 
choice  vouchsafed  to  the  poor  hand-maiden  of 
Earl  Robert?  thou  hast  a  trusty  band  of 
followers  at  beck  and  whistle,  to  have  me 
hence,  by  the  strong  arm,  whether  I  list  or 
not?     Is  it  even  thus  ?" 

^'  If  it  were  thus,^  said  Raymond — ^his  gall 
perceptibly  rising  with  her  sarcasms — "  why 
have  I  dallied  with  the  fitting  hour  ?  Elnow, 
lady,  that,  had  I  bound  me  to  such  service,  it 
should  have  been  promptly  done,  and  that 
without  one  idle  entreaty  —  one  superfluous 
prayer.  The  dust  of  Winchester  had  printed 
no  token  of  bootless  supplication  upon  knee 
of  mine ;  that  which  was  to  be  should  forth- 
with have  beeuj  before  the  lip  of  Matilda  de 
Aquila  could  cry,  *  hold,  hold !' " 

"  Why,  this  is  well !"  she  replied,  "  well ! 
and  it  likes  me  well!  Over  every  ruffian 
under  the  arch  of  Heaven,  commend  me  to 
the  frank  and  fearless  one,  who  strikes  me  the 
villain-blow  even  as  he  threats  it !" 

^*NoWy  by  saints  and  angels!'*  exclaimed 
the  provoked  envoy 
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**  Now,  by  men  and  devib !"  responded  the 
fiery  girl^  *'  for  that  is  the  fitter  oath— either 
thoa  hast  indeed  belied  the  great  Northum- 
berland^  and  oTer-shot,  most  traitorously,  the 
bounds  of  thy  commission,  or  there  is  that 
under  the  knightly  helm   which  passes  the 
wit  of  woman !     What !   fly  like  De   Mow- 
bray'^s  paramour   to   his    northern,    towers  ! 
No  !  not  were  they  the  palace-halls  of  a  free 
monarch,  rather  than  the  threatened  hold  of  a 
limitary  and  suspected  earl !   a  feudal  tenant, 
cribbed  in  by  forms  and  penalties !     Return 
upon  thy  unavailing  steps,  Sir  Envoy,  and  tell 
Northumbria's  Earl  that  far  other  is  the  love  of 
Matilda  de  Aquila  than  the  puling  and  sickly 
tenderness  borne  by  the  base  daughters  of 
traflic  for  their  mechanic  suitors*    Hers  is  the 
generous  passion  nursed  in  the  fervid  depth  of 
a  noble  nature  for  spirits  of  a  congenial  noble- 
ness.    Such  did  I  hold  De  Mowbray,  and,  as 
such,  did  I  love  him!  but  sooner  should  this 
hand  be  cased  in  a  gauntlet  of  glowing  steel 
than  in  the  grasp  of  him  who  would  thus 
entreat  me  to  the  baseness  of  a  dishonoured 
flight — flight  through  the  guilty  dark,  like  a 
chased   felon,  and,  merciful  heavens  1  from 
whom  and  teith  whom?  from  the  noble  and 
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the  greaty  with  thee^  and  svjch  as  thee ! — No  f 
by  my  hopes  now  and  hereafter !  if  De  Mow- 
bray would  indeed  win  and  wear  me,  hither  in 
person  shall  he  come,  and  sue  me  in  the  eye  of 
day  ;  from  his  own  lip  shall  fall  the  entreaty ; 
and  if  there  must  needs  be^i^A^,  with  him  and 
hint  alone  will  I  depart ;  no  meaner  voice 
shall  urge  me  to  the  saddle — ^no  meaner  hand 
shall  hold  the  stirrup  for  Matilda  I  Away, 
Sir  Squire,  and  do  mine  errand !  aye,  and 
faithfttUy^  or  not  even  in  the  far  north  shalt 
thou  find  covert  from  my  revenge  !'* 

''Insolent  girli"  replied  the  squire,  now 
thoroughly  incensed, — ''insolent,  proud,  and 
weak !  hadst  thou  the  generous  nature  thou 
hast  vaunted  of,  never  had  such  suspicion 
sullied  its  nobleness !  I  will  indeed  so  faith- 
fully report  thy  words  and  bearing,  that,  had 
De  Mowbray  but  one  poor  tythe  of  the  spirit 
under  this  humbler  mail,  he  would  give  thee, 
haggard-like,  to  the  free  winds,  wert  thou  the 
fairest  of  plume  that  ever  glittered  in  the  sun, 
and  of  the  proudest  eiry  built  betwixt  heaven 
and  earth ! " 

Thus  saying,  and  awaiting  no  further  retort, 
Raymond  started  indignantly  away ;  the  figure 
of  Matilda  was  lost  to  him  in  an  instant,  and 
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before  a  calmer  mood  succeeded,  his  foot  was 
upon  the  threshold  of  the  silent  Abbey.  Slowly 
and  sullenly  did  the  cadaverous  Janitor  once 
more  undo  the  triple  fastenings ;  and  not  with- 
out many  mutterings  of  rebuke  sped  the  ex- 
hausted Raymond  out  of  ear-shot,  to  where  the 
dormitory  reserved  one  of  its  many  cells  for  his 
repose — repose  which  was  slow  to  come,  even 
when  the  weary  head  pillowed  itself  upon  no 
despicable  pallet.  And  when  slumber  indeed 
descended,  it  was  not  with  soothing  and  kindly 
influence.  A  host  of  fancies  crowded  upon 
him  in  fitful  vision ;  and  each  and  all  were 
coloured  with  the  hues  of  hate  and  enmity. 
He  was  now  chained  upon  the  floor  of  the 
Jew's  chamber,  and  the  withered  hand  of 
Jodesac  seemed  raising  for  his  destruction  the 
very  poniard  he  had  ventured  thither  to  regain. 
Then  the  tones  of  the  Invisible  of  the  Forest 
rang  upon  his  distracted  ear,  and  the  chamber 
of  the  Rabbi  took  the  yet  darker  aspect  of  a 
dungeon  in  the  castle  of  Bamborough,  where 
De  Mowbray  and  Matilda  glided  around  him, 
arm  in  arm,  smiling  in  bitter  hatred  upon  his 
fettered  and  abandoned  wretchedness!  The 
longer  this  confusion  of  ideal  suffering  con- 
tinued, the  more  fantastically  dreadful  did  it 
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become  !  Urchins  and  imps— chimeras  of  the 
last  extravagancy — whirled  and  danced  and 
hoYcred  around  his  bed;  wailing,  and  mowing, 
and  grinning,  and  gibbering,  and  pointing  with 
gory  fingers !  until,  by  one  of  those  wild  tran- 
sitions known  only  to  the  dreamer  and  the 
madman,  another  and  a  gentler  vision — a 
form  dear  to  the  memory  of  Baymond — a 
lovely  female  form  of  delicate  proportions,  and 
with  sweet  benignant  features — floated  sud- 
denly amidst  the  subsiding  horror.  It  seemed 
to  bend  over  the  suflferer  with  a  mild  and 
soothing  regard — pillowed  a  white,  cold,  dewy 
hand  upon  his  burning  brow,  and,  with  the 
other,  waved  phantom  after  phantom  apart — 
hushed  into  solemn  stillness  the  hideous 
revelry,  and,  at  length,  with  a  departing  Se- 
raph*8  gentleness,  melted  into  the  voiceless 
air. 
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CHAPTER  XII. 


'* ^Take  off  our  ▼eil, 

ThMt  thMdowt  may  depart  and  shapes  appear  \** 

Bs9  Jovaoii — CgmikU't  Jfm^U, 


"  Ha  I  no  tracfaUer  art  thou — 
King  of  men  t  I  know  thee  now.** 

Grat's  '  Detttnt  qf  Odin/ 

Wb  must  now  leare  the  monastic  pallet  of 
Raymond,  for  the  bed  of  another  bat,  as  yet, 
namelese  personage  in  this  veracious  history ; 
we  mean  the  youngest  of  the  two  merchants 
whose  negociation  of  a  loan  from  Jodesac,  of 
certain  monies  upon  the  impledging  of  certain 
lands  pertaining  to  the  earldom  of  Essex,  was 
related  in  a  former  chapter.  The  reader  is,  per- 
haps, scarcely  prepared  to  recognise  the  said 
merchant  stretched  upon  a  couch  of  regal 
splendour,  in  the  most  magnificent  sleeping 
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apartment  of  the  royal  castle  of  Winchester — 
but  it^is  even  thus. 

Two  persons  of  no  ordinary  demeanour 
awaited  in  profound  silence  the  termination  of 
his  repose,  which,  by  the  almost  convulsive 
twitching  of  various  muscles  about  the  eyes 
and  mouth,  seemed  rather  deep  than  tranquil. 
One  of  these  attendants,  alight,  graceful,  page- 
like stripling,  stood  within  the  deep  embrasure 
of  a  latticed  window,  and  silently  amused  him- 
self by  patting  the  long  nose  of  a  gpreyhound, 
whose  extraordinary  beauty  suggested  the  only 
cause  or  apology  for  his  admission  to  such 
precincts. 

The  other,  a  person  of  graver  and  maturer 
aspect,  occupied  a  chair  fashioned  and  carved 
in  such  wise  as  were  few  seats  of  that  compa- 
ratively inartificial  day.  He  arose,  however, 
and  drew  near,  as,  after  a  sound  of  deep  and 
prolonged  respiration,  the  curtains  of  the  bed 
were  thrown  apart  by  a  red  and  muscular 
hand,  and  a  powerful  voice  exclaimed — 

'*  What  ho !  Fitz-Hammon !  Chamberlain, 
I  say!" 

"  At  hand,  my  Liege,"  replied  the  officer — 
for  the  voice  was  that  of  'The  Red  Kivg.* 
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**  How  goes  the  day  7  is  the  sun  forth !'' 

"Scarce yet,  my  Liege,  it  is  but  early  dawn.*'' 

"The  better,'*  answered  the  Monarch.  "I 
will  strike  me  a  deer  ere  he  hath  been  an  honr 
in  heaven — give  me  mine  hose." 

The  required  appendages  were  given  by  the 
page  to  the  chamberlain — by  the  chamberlain 
to  the  king. 

"  Why,'*  said  the  latter,  "what  call  ye  these, 
Fitz-Hammon?^' 

"  These  f^  repeated  the  gentleman  of  the 
chamber,  "  marry,  hose^  as  I  think  .^ 

"  Hasej  as  ye  thinkr  echoed  the  king,  turn- 
ing the  nether  appendages  round  and  round — 
"  what  cost  they,  I  pray  you  ?" 

"Cost!^'  said  the  puzzled  chamberlain, 
scarcely  conscious  perhaps  of  his  iteration — 
the  Page  however,  relieved  him  of  further  ef- 
fort by  saying  in  a  low  voice,  "Three  shillings, 
so  please  my  liege.*' 

The  monarch  slid  one  broad  muscular  foot 
to  the  floor,  and  surveyed  the  garments  in 
question  by  the  clearer  day-beam — then  ejac- 
ulated, 

"  Now,  by  St  Luke's  face !  hose  of  three 
shillings  for  the  King  of  England !  Cut  them 
to  ribbands !"  he  added,  flinging  them  in  the 
face  of  the  Page  ;   "  and  twist  a  halter  of  the 
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base  shreds  for  the  loon  that  knows  not  better 

how  to  charge  a  king ! Grive  me  others,  I 

say.'' 

Fitz-Hammon,  a  very  brave  and  powerful 
knight,  related  in  some  degree  to  the  Mon- 
arch, and  who  had  subjugated  a  considerable 
part  of  Wales,  smiled  at  the  petty  whim  of  his 
Master,  but  discharged  the  functions  of  his 
office  promptly  by  going  himself  to  a  huge 
heavily  carved  wardrobe,  whose  unwieldy 
doors  were  extended  by  the  page,  and,  draw- 
ing from  its  heaped  contents  the  very  worst 
hose  which  offered  ;  worse,  materially  and  ob- 
viously, than  the  rejected  ones.  He  then  pre- 
sented them  with  all  reverence  and  gravity 
to  the  half-naked  Sovereign,  saying, 

'^  These,  as  I  think,  my  gracious  liege,  were 
charged  at  afuUmerk.^ 

'*  Aye,  by  St.  Luke'^s  Bbm^c  !"  added  Rufus, 
^*  and  they  be  fit  for  a  king's  wear — hose  of 
three  shillings !  faugh  ! " 

He  then  planted  both  feet  upon  the  scarlet 
floor-cloth,  and  hurried  on  the  remaining 
articles  of  his  dress  without  a  single  glance  of 
enquiry  or  observation.* 

The  form  of  this  adventurous  monarch  was, 

*  The  abore  b  merely  t  dramatic  Tenion  of  an  odd  hiato- 
inddent.— See  (I  think)  Hollimbbbd. 
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M  we  have  elsewhere  stated,  somewhat  below 
the  middle  size,  but  admirably  adapted,  not- 
withstandiDg,  in  the  muscular  and  sinewy 
build  of  its  proportions,  to  the  laborious  exer- 
eises  in  which  he  delighted  and  excelled.  In- 
ferior as  was  his  stature  to  that  of  his  sire  and 
predecessor,  he  was  supposed  to  be  the  only 
man  in  Britain  who  could  bend  the  massy 
bow  of  that  accomplished  warrior,  poise  as 
heavy  a  lance,  and  sway  as  huge  a  battle-axe. 
Even  in  his  present  morning  habiliments,  the 
weeds  of  peace,  the  least  careful  observer 
would  have  pronounced  him 

"  ■  No  carpet-hero  trim ; 

Bat,  in  fight,  a  champion  grim**' 

The  expression  of  the  face  was  bold,  frank, 
and  fiery,  and  tempered  with  nothing  of  the 
mercifttl  or  courteous.  The  forehead  was^  per- 
haps, somewhat  too  low  to  express  either 
benevolence  or  talent,  but  the  eyes,  remark- 
able, as  we  have  already  said,  for  difference 
of  colour,  were  equally  distinguished  for 
{nercing  quickness,  and  a  glance,  of  stem, 
caustic  severity.  His  hair,  of  an  extraordi- 
nary deep  red,  descended  profusely  on  either 
shoulder,  in  scornful  defiance,  perhaps,  of  the 
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preaching  of  Anselm  the  Primate,  who  every- 
where inveighed  against  that,  and  similar  lux- 
urious fopperies ;  and  whom  the  king  detested 
for  his  bold  reprehension,  not  only  of  these,  but 
of  more  culpable  indulgences.  It  might  be  as 
much  from  this  dogged  spirit,  as  from  any 
natural  inclination  to  the  mode  itself,  that  he 
also  drew  on  a  pair  of  boots,  from  the  curved 
toe-points  of  which  chains  of  massy  silver  ex- 
tended to  the  knees;  a  &shion  against  which, 
as  well  as  the  long  curled  hair,  Archbishop 
Anselm  had  levelled  his  spiritual  strictures. 

The  hasty  duties  of  the  toilette  discharged. 
King  William  stooped  with  the  fondness  of  a 
sportsman,  to  caress  the  noble  hound,  which 
had  been  impatiently  watching  the  moment  of 
permission,  and  now  fawned  and  crouched  and 
whined,  half  pleased,  and  half  afraid,  under 
the  patting  hand  of  royalty.  The  creature 
was  a  very  recent  present,  together  with  a  pair 
of  magnificent  Norway  hawks,  from  our  dark- 
browed  acquaintance,  Montgomery  the  Mar- 
shal ;  and  to  this  the  King  referred  as  he  said 
aloud, 

*'  Oentle,  my  Lady  the  brach  !  Methinks 
thou  hast  speedily  forgotten  thy  old  master,  to 
whine  thus  lovingly  upon  the  new.     Mass,  by 
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thy  love  of  change  alone  I  should  know  thee 
for  a  cur  of  Welsh  breed — ha,  Fitz-Ham- 
mon  I " 

^'Then,  look,  my  Liege,^  replied  the  Baron, 
whose  late  repulse  firom  his  conquests  beyond 
the  Wye  rendered  him  sore  upon  that  point, 
— '^look  that  ye  pat  him  with  a  steel  gauntlet 
rather  than  a  bare  hand,  lest  a  riven  finger  or 
two  Touch  yet  further  for  his  Welsh  strain." 

''  Tush,  man !"  said  the  Monarch,  '*  we  will 
tear  out  both  fimg  and  claw,  when  we  are  next 
amidst  those  mountain-dogs.  But  this  is  a 
goodly  brute,  although  he  hath  forgotten  his 
bte  lord/' 

**  He  may  prick  up  the  ears  of  his  memory," 
said  the  chamberlain,  **  in  quick  time,  for  the 
Marshal  hath  prayed  an  audience  of  my  Liege 
already  this  morning,  and  awaits  but  your 
Grace^s  leisure  to  pass  within." 

*' Alone! "said  Rufus. 

^*  No — the  smooth-cheeked  Ilbert  de  Tun- 
bridge — he  of  the  ever-newest  garb,  who  fol- 
lows Montgomery  as  though  he  were  his  sha- 
dow—  he  hath  also  thrust  me  his  delicate 
body  forth  of  the  bed-sheets  ere  second  cock- 
crow/* 

•*  Summon  both,"  added  theKing— "we  will 
discuss  with  them  even  here — and  make  us 
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quit  of  thee,  too,  white-face  V*  (to  the  page, 
who  vanished.)  The  next  moment  Rufus  was 
alone,  but  the  door  speedily  reopened,  not  for 
the  admission  of  Montgomery  and  his  friend, 
but  of  the  tall,  thin,  sinister-looking  man  who 
was  the  King's  companion  in  his  ''7Z  Bondoca- 
ni  "*  frolic  of  the  previous  evening ;  in  plain 
words,  Ralph  or  Ranulph  Flambard,  Procu- 
rator-fiscal, Lord  Justiciary,  and  Prime  Min- 
ister of  the  realm  of  England* 

The  character  of  this  extraordinary  person 
is,  perhaps,  too  familiar  matter  of  history  to 
require  much  pencilling  here.  He  was  the 
counter-part  of  his  master  in  almost  every 
respect — as  warm  in  the  pursuit  of  pleasure — 
as  indefatigable  in  the  discharge  of  business — 
as  bold->as  turbulent — ambitious  and  rapa- 
cious— as  liberal  in  his  patronage — ^munificent 
in  his  establishment — generous  in  his  friend- 
ships— ^inflexible  in  his  resentments.  He 
differed  only  from  the  King  in  one  respect, 
that,  in  addition  to  all  these  mutual  qualities, 
he  was,  at  once,  a  profound  lawyer,  and  a 
subtle,  eloquent,  impassioned  pleader*  He 
was  a  never-baffled  deviser  of  the  thousand 
"  ways  and  means*'  necessary  under  a  govem- 

*  //  Bondocaai^  the  jocular  loabriqaet  of  Caliph  Halrona 
Al  Raschid,  when  dugviBed  for  a  frolic. 
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ment  to  which  equity  and  economy  were  alike 
unknown,  and  the  highest  member  of  which 
was  at  once  so  profuse  and  so  rapacious  that 
it  has  been  well  said  of  him,  his  necessity 
would  haye  made  him  a  tyrant,  eyen  though 
his  temper  had  not  been  naturally  despotic. 
Despising  both  the  secret  murmurs  of  the  low, 
and  the  open  enmity  of  the  great,  Flambard 
studied  only  to  render  the  Monarch's  pleasure 
subservient  to  his  own  interest,  and,  according 
to  an  opinion  formed  in  his  own  day,  "cared 
for  no  man's  hatred,  so  that  he  pleased  his 
master." 

So  much  for  the  Justiciary  of  England, 
under  the  Red  King — the  potent  minister — 
the  inyincible  pleader — the  plunderer  of  the 
rich — "  the  exterminator  of  the  poor." 

*'  Ha !"  exclaimed  the  Monarch,  as  this 
accomplished  statesman  entered,  and  glanced 
his  keen  eye  around  the  apartment  to  ascer- 
tain its  inmates,  "  in  good  time,  Ranulph — 
comest  thou  with  Jodesac's  shekels  under  thy 
cloak,  that  thy  head  and  pillow  are  divorced 
thus  early  ?** 

*'No,  by  the  mass,  brother  merchant," 
answered  Flambard,  ^*  that  treasure  is  yet  to 
be  dug  for*     I  am  more  like  to  take  away 
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than  to  bring — ^having  won  a  fair  wager  upon 
my  royal  Liege.  The  youth  ye  wot  of  is  even 
as  I  guessed." 

"  Thou  dost  not  say  it !" 

"  I  will  say  it,  and  swear  it !" 

"  I  doubt  ye  not" — answered  the  King — 
^'  I  doubt  ye  not ;  but  word  nor  oath  win 
wager  upon  me  without  fair  proof — take  that 
with  thee,  Sir  Justiciary  !" 

'*  Shalt  have  it,  Sir  King,"  answered  the 
minister,  ''  if  confession  from  the  boy's  own 
lip  will  serve  the  matter.  I  gave  the  word  to 
those  who  kept  heedful  eye  upon  him  yester- 
night, and  tracked  him  within  the  shadow  of 
Ealden  Mynstre — ^there,  as  they  say,  he  had 
long  converse  with  one  gowned  and  hooded  as 
a  black  palmer;  marry,  it  was  St.  Nicholas* 
pleasure  that  mine  espials  should  not  come 
within  ear-shot  without  peril  of  detection ; 
but  there  was  much  stepping  towards  and 
asunder,  and  flinging  abroad  of  arms,  as 
though  a  hot  matter  were  discussed  be- 
twixt this  dark  twain. — Anon,  they  flung 
asunder,  as  though  an  adder  had  bitten  them, 
and  sped  with  a  guilty  haste,  whither  they 
would.  To  what  lodging  he  of  the  sable 
gown  hied  him,  night  and   its  shadows  only 
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knew ;  but  our  young  malapert  posted  to  the 
Newau  Mynstre.  There  have  I  questioned  of 
hhn  ;  and  a  jolly  monk,  who  looks  for  good  at 
my  hand,  hath  sworn,  by  bell  and  book,  that, 
of  a  surety,  he  knows  him  to  be  De  Mowbray's 
squire," 

«'  What  doth  he  there  ?"  said  Ruius. 

^^  Why,  who  can  tell  ?  the  simple  shave- 
ling, (simple  or  wily,  as  the  case  may  be,) 
concludes  but  thus,  that  he  is  chained  with 
the  safe-keeping  of  his  proud  master's  daugh- 
ter, Constance  de  Mowbray,  of  whose  clip- 
some  waist  and  cherry  lips  there  hath  been 
such  harping  and  hymning  at  King  Philip's 
court — she  for  whom,  men  say,  your  fair 
cousin  of  Albemarle — the  gallant  Stephen — 
would  go  barefoot  upon  dagger-points,  over  as 
many  oxgangs  as  the  bright  puppet  hath 
vears  to  her  back." 

"  Aye,  marry !"  exclaimed  the  King,  "  a 
soft  saint  of  Stephen'^s  amorous  worship! 
even  so  !  and,  withal,  a  daughter  of  our 
sullen,  stiff-knee'd  vassal,  the  over-weening 
De  Mowbray — Why !  this  is  a  goodly  chain !" 

"  Add  but  this  other  link,"  said  the  Justi- 
ciarv,  *^  that  the  fair  dame  hath  crossed  the 
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seas  under  the  holy  wing  of  Archbishop 
Anselm." 

'*  Then,  by  St.  Luke's  face !  so  wooed — so 
fathered — ^and  so  guardianed — she  will  prove 
an  especial  mother  otrebelsy  be  they  priests  or 
soldiers.  Ha !  this  were  an  hostage,  now,  for 
the  quick  coming  of  Northumberland,  worth 
twenty  others — how  thinkest  thou  Ranulph  ?" 

"Touch  and  try,  my  Liege,"  answered  the 
Minister,  "have  and  hold — the  puppet  is 
within  your  gripe.  She  makes  abode  at 
Nunna  Mynstre,  and  from  thence,  if  my  in- 
formant speak  sooth,  (and  he  hath  a  quick  ear 
in  the  abbot's  parlour,)  this  gallant  of  De 
Mowbray's  hath  charge  to  convey  her  north- 
ward." 

"  But  not  till  they  have  tasted  our  castle^ 
fare  this  blessed  Pentecost/'  said  the  King, 
"  and  seen  De  Mowbray  do  homage  for  his 
earldom — ^no,  by  St.  Paul !  we  will  have  care 
of  that !  Look  to  the  youth,  good  Ranulph 
—other  gear  hath  he  in  hand,  belike,  than  this 
poor  matter  of  the  maiden'^s  journey.  Bid 
Gaffer  Bald-pate,  thy  whisperer  of  the  cloisters, 
take  heedful  note  who  seeketh  access  to  him ; 
and  strive  thou,  too,  to  learn  at  whose  lodging 
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he  18  8  visitor ;  there  be,  within  the  walls  of 
this  city,  that  are  like  to  play  the  gracious 
host  to  such  a  guest.*^  Then,  with  a  change  of 
tone,  as  if  upon  a  sudden  suggestion,  "  What, 
hath  our  cousin  of  Chester,  sleek  Hugo-le- 
Loup,  brought  hither  his  plump  body  yet?^' 

"  Hugo-le-Loup,"  returned  Flam  bard,  ''made 
entry  yester  even  with  a  fair  band,  upon  the 
very  heels  of  the  grim*  Marshal,  albeit  they 
hate  each  other  like  wolf  and  cur.  I  do  re- 
member me  somewhat  of  a  whispered  friend- 
ship betwixt  the  Marchman  and  Earl  Robert 
— ^what  if  this  beardless  imp  of  the  northern 
devil  hath  charge  to  burnish  it  afresh  ?  belike 
my  royal  liege,  by  questioning  of  Hugo  Lu- 
pus, hath  a  shrewd  fear  of  some  such  issue  ! " 

*'  FearT'  exclaimed  the  Red  King,  kindling 
at  the  mere  word ;  "  No,  by  St.  Luke'^s  face ! 
not  though  a  thousand  De  Mowbrays,  with 
thy  politic  pate  to  the  boot  of  all,  were  plot- 
ting treason  frodl  Dover  to  the  Cheviots! 
But  I  have  work  to  do,  here  and  abroad,  and 
must  needs  play  the  heedful  craftsman,  using 
my  tools  before  I  break  them ;  and  thege,  to 
give  the  devil  his  due,  are  right  tough  ones. 
Look,  Scotland  is  at  my  feet;  thanks  to  Black 
Robert,  be  he  false  or  faithful,  that  hath  he 
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done  at  least,  and  shall  do  more.  I  will'  have 
help  from  him  against  these  barbarous  Welsh ; 
aye,  and  see  his  banner  dance  upon  Norman 
breezes,  ere  the  world  be  a  summer  older! 
Meanwhile,  by  the  splendour  of  hearen  f  he 
shall  do  homage  full  and  speedy,  under  this 
castle-roof,  or  see  his  earldom  smoke  for  it ! 
fire  and  sword  shall  be  mine  apparitors — that 
and  his  fair  daughter  to  hostage — ^ha!  good 
Ranulph?" 

'^  Tush,"  said  the  Justiciary,  *^  the  last  wea- 
pon shall  fight  better  a  thousand  fold  than  the 
first.  Blood-letting  is  oftentimes  poor  leech- 
craft  for  a  growing  treason ;  and  mark,  King 
William  !  the  blood  of  Constance  de  Mowbray, 
threatened  but  not  shed^  shall  do  more  with  its 
pure  healthful  current  to  crook  the  stubborn 
knee  of  her  sire,  than  torrents  of  meaner  gore 
sluiced  from  base  burgesses,  greasy  mechanics, 
and  poor  peasant  churls.  Why,  good  my  Liege, 
the  heavens  are  bountiful  to  us  in  these  painted 
morsels  of  soft  creation !  I  have  mine  eye 
upon  yet  another  mammet — another  fiutterer 
of  the  like  gilded  wing,  that,  if  we  have  but 
wit  or  grace  to  use  the  occasion,  shall  also 
prove  fetterlock  upon  a  kinsman's  warering 
faith." 
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"  Aye,  tfiany,"  said  Rufus,  **  and  who  I  pray 
yon f 

He  was  interropted  by  a  low  tapping  at  the 
chamber  door. 

**  Softly,  here  are  other  matters  toward ;  one 
cometh  that  hateth  thee,  good  Ranulph,  worse 
than  a  legion  of  fiends/' 

*^One?'*  repeated  the  Procurator  Fiscal,  with 
a  sardonic  smile,  *' which  of  a  thousand?  for 
by  our  Lady,  I  have  ever  mine  hands  so 
blackened  with  your  Grrace's  work,  that'^never 
one  of  your  liege  barons  shuts  palm  upon  them, 
in  the  way  of  greeting,  that  would  not  rejoice 
to  make  blood  and  marrow  spurt  from  under 
the  nails." 

"Ho!  ho!  ho!'*  laughed  the  King,  with 
the  same  loud  and  discordant  merriment  which 
had  startled  the  long  slumbering  echoes  of 
Jodesac's  chamber.  "  Truth  is  a  iair  gem, 
were  it  stuck  in  the  turban  of  Mahound,  but 
if  tkou  displayest  it,  Ranulph  Flambard,  I 
will  hold  the  jewel  in  the  head  of  the  toad  no 
ftble.  Thou  art  indeed  in  little  danger  of  a 
curse  from  all  men  speaking  well  of  thee — 
but  away ! "  he  added,  as  the  knocking  was 
repeated  a  little  more  audibly,  ''  take  thy  be* 
laved  body  down  the  turret  stair/' 

VOL.  I.  M  .  ' 
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As  Flambard  departed  at  one  door,  the 
Marshal  and  De  Tunbridge  found  access  at 
another. 

Whatever  familiarity  of  address  and  inter- 
course King  William  permitted  the  confiden- 
tial few  who  ministered  to  his  pleasures  and 
his  rapacity,  few  monarchs  perhaps  have 
better  known  how  to  maintain  their  regal 
dignity  upon  ordinary  occasions  of  state,  or 
when  confronted  only  by  those  with  whom 
communion  involves  rather  the  interested  and 
the  diplomatic  than  the  social  and  pleasurable. 
''More  witty  than  became  a. king"  in  his 
convivial  moments:  he  could  restrain  his 
levity  when  occasion  demanded,  or,  rather, 
when  it  pleased  him  to  attribute  importance 
to  occasion.  Seating  himself  as  the  Earl  and 
the  Baron  entered,  he  received  with  sufficient 
assumption  of  state  the  reverential  homage  of 
both. 

''  Hugo  of  Arundel  and  Shrewsbury,  wel- 
come to  our  poor  castle  of  Winchester.  Wel- 
come, too,  Sir  Ilbert  de  Tunbridge;  these 
Whitsun  revels  had  been  scantly  gay,  lacking 
so  choice  a  gallant.  Our  good  Earl  Marshal, 
the  cat-armountain  Welsh  sing  jubilee,  when 
thy  charger  is  pricked  eastward  from  Ofia's 
dyke." 
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"  They  have  sung  jubilee  oyer  my  blazing 
towers,  my  li^e,"  replied  Montgomery,  "  and 
Tiler  music  than  that  came  never  upon 
Norman  ear." 

Thy  towers  shall  up  again/'  said  Rufus, 

to  other  music,  if  Norman  steel  can  wring 
groan  or  yell  from  a  Welsh  throat.  They 
diall  up.  Lord  Marshal,  keep  and  turret,  ere 
the  ruins  of  others  have  ceased  to  smoulder, 
if  Norman  craft  and  Saxon  sweat  may  avail 
for  the  masonry.  And  we  will  have  bloody 
Montgomery,  blood" — half-rising  from  his 
seat,  as  if  from  the  war-saddle,  and  clutching 
at  vacancy,  as  if  his  gripe  closed  upon  battle- 
axe  or  lance-stave. 

Montgomery  smiled  his  ordinary  grim 
smile. 

"  Have  trust  in  Hugo  of  Shrewsbury,"  he 
said,  "  as  a  ready  guest  at  that  banquet,  my 
liege,  and  a  curse  be  upon  his  head  that  will 
not  to  such  feast!" 

"  A  prophet-like  prayer,"  observed  the 
King,  '^  of  which  the  granting  is  foreseen  ere 
it  be  uttered." 

**  Meanwhile,"  said  the  Marshal,  *'  I  have 
somewhat  to  crave  at  your  Orace's  hands." 

"  Ask  and  have,  Hugo  of  Arundel,  so  that 

m2 
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it  be  not  all  Powis-Iand  to  the  boot  of 
Shropshire." 

"  Not  so,  my  gracious  Liege, — it  is  but  a 
light  boon  for  a  heavy  tiding." 

"  What ! "  exclaimed  Rufus  —  "  another 
croak  from  the  raven  of  the  western  marches  ?" 

*'  West  or  east — ^south  or  north,  judge  ye 
my  liege — De  Waleric  of  the  New  Castle  was 
slain  outright  yestemoon  in  the  forest.*' 

*'  God's  death ! "  exclaimed  the  startled 
Monarch,  *^but  not  by  thee^  Sir  Earl!  thou 
hast  not  slain  my  vassal  and  posted  hither, 
red-handed,  to  avouch  it  in  my  teeth?*' 

"  No,  by  St.  John,  Sir  King !"  replied  the 
Marshal,  bluntly,  ^^  I  had  rather  have  slain 
the  slayer,  had  choice  been, — let  the  fiend  that 
tempted  betray  the  feUm  that  wrought — nothing 
know  I  of  Atfn.  But  here  is  the  good  knight, 
Ilbert  de  Tunbridge,  whose  hap  was  to  hear 
and  see  somewhat  in  the  forest.  He  hath  a 
fair  tale  to  tell,  if  it  like  your  grace." 

*'  Let  it  be  brief, '^  said  Rufus,  with  a  fierce 
impatience, — *'  and  true.  Sir  Knight, — look 
well  to  that  !  Now,  by  the  might  and  splen- 
dour of  heaven  !"  he  added,  striding  across 
the  chamber  in  growing  fury — ^^  he  that  hath 
slain  De  Waleric  in  other  than  fair  fight,  I 
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will  hang  him  in  his  armour,  with  his  own 
baldric,  over  my  castle  drawbridge!" 

"  Your  grace,"  said  Montgomery,  "  will 
hunt  the  boar  ere  ye  have  sold  his  tusks — 
hearken  to  Sir  Ilbert's  tale." 

^^  Out  with  it !  in  the  deviFs  name !  and  look. 
Sir  Knight!  if  mine  own  blood  run  in  the 
reins  of  any  He  that  hath  but  lifted  finger  to 
this  slaughter — say  it,  and  spare  not!  palter 
not  for  that!  I  will  have  blood  for  blood, 
were  be  the  best  lance  in  my  broad  realms! 
Now  !^  and,  thus  saying,  he  flung  himself 
again  into  his  seat,  with  such  an  eye  glaring 
upon  De  Tunbridgc  as  somewhat  disconcerted 
that  courtly  gallant,  who,  in  the  narrative  he 
was  about  to  give,  had  been  schooled  by  his 
mightier  colleague  to  strengthen  every  cir- 
cumstance of  suspicion  against  De  Mowbray, 
and  to  omit  whatever  tended  to  weaken  the 
effect  of  this  disingenuousness — especially  all 
mention  of  Alberic  du  Coci,  of  whom  they 
knew  not  yet  what  was  to  be  made,  or  to 
which  faction  he  might  eventually  attach  him- 
self, while,  at  the  same  time,  it  was  an  im- 
portant fact  that  Sir  Alberic's  squire  had  first 
discovered  and  released  Raymond  from  his 
bonds. 
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With  somewhat  less  than  the  required  bre- 
vity, Sir  Ilbert  narrated  the  adventure  of  the 
preceding  day ;  forbearing  all  allusion  to  the 
attempt  upon  Hugh-le-Loup,  and  dwelling,  at 
full,  upon  the  scene  of  slaughter  presented  by 
the  bleeding  De  Waleric  and  his  retainers. 
At  the  account  of  Raymond's  inopportune 
appearance  upon  the  bloody  stage,  the  surprise 
of  the  King  fully  equalled  their  expectations, 
but  not  the  whirlwind  of  fury  they  had  calcula* 
ted  upon  as  its  accompaniment.  Strange  as 
it  appears,  he  broke  into  no  paroxysm — utter- 
ed no  imprecation— -but  kept  his  seat,  and, 
with  the  cool  bitterness  of  restrained  anger, 
questioned  De  Tunbridge  minutely  upon  every 
point ;  the  latter  still  endeavouring  so  to  frame 
his  answers  that  De  Mowbray's  squire  might 
appear  throughout  like  one  '^  taken  in  the 
manner,^'  as  the  law-phrase  goes,  and  who  had 
striven  to  bully  it  out  by  sheer  audacity  and 
insolence. 

*^  Why,  thus  it  is,"  said  Rufus,  ^'  when  men 
are  evil  neighboured — ^ha  !  is  it  not  so,  Mont- 
gomery ?  '^ 

The  Marshal  shrugged  up  his  shoulders, 
smiled  once  again,  after  his  grisly  wont,  and 
was  silent. 
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"  Tush  !"  continued  the  King — "  shrug  me 
no  shrugs.  Sir  Earl !  to  the  fiend  with  dark 
hints!  This  forest-matter — this  thicket-ar- 
cheiy,  I  say.  Thou  seest  whose  quiver  it  hath 
lightened — ^ha?  Is  it  De  Mowbray's  working, 
aye  or  no  ?" 

"  Pize  on't,  my  Liege,*"  replied  the  Earl, 
**  what  can  a  plain  man  think  i  Yet  was  it  your 
Grace^s  lip,  and  not  mine,  that  first  coupled 
mm-ckr  with  the  name  of  De  Mowbray." 

"  Why^ — ye  say  well,"  resumed  the  Monarch, 
— "  how  thinkest  thou,  De  Tunbridge !  Nay, 
we  will  have  verdict,  too,  from  thee;  speak 
out,  and  frankly — mince  not  the  wholesome 
truth!" 

"  Your  Grace  hath  heard  my  story — ^"  said 
the  unwilling  knight,  better  pleased  to  remain 
entrenched  in  ambiguities  and  indirections, 
than  to  avouch  either  his  real  conviction  of 
Raymond^'s  innocence,  or,  in  straight-forward 
villany,  a  ialse  opinion  of  his  guilt.  But  the 
impetuous  Monarch  broke  through  all  these 
vague  lines  of  intrenchment — **  Aye,  by  St, 
Ltike'^s  face !"  he  cried — "  We  will  have  thy 
judgment,  too,— come,  palter  not  with  me — 
forth  with  thy  free  thought  in  free  speech  !  Is 
this  De  Mowbray's  working,  aye  or  no  V 
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"  Marry  then/*  said  Sir  liberty  driven  to  ex- 
tremities, ''  whose  should  it  be  but  even  his ! 
Methinks  your  Grace  may  lightly  tell  whether 
Earl  Robert  be  most  like  to  weep  or  smile  for 
De  Waleric's  death;' 

*'  Enough — '^  said  Rufus,  rising,  and  then 
added,  '*  Look — this  hot  gallant  of  Northum- 
berland's— where  lies  he  now?  Who  hath  at- 
tached him  to  abide  our  pleasure  ?" 

''  None  that  I  wot  of,'*  said  De  Tunbridge, 
''  the  gentle  Hugh-le-Loup  took  special  care  of 
that^  and  forbade  finger  to  be  laid  upon  him — 
nay,  gave  him  fresh  wings  to  fly  withal — ^pur- 
veyed him  a  fresh  steed,  that  is,  in  lieu  of 
one  that,  by  his  tale,  had  foundered  in  mid- 
travel.'' 

The  King  stamped — ^but  it  was  a  signal  for 
attendance,  not  an  ebullition  of  anger. 
''  Hark,  Sirrah,  in  thine  ear — "  and  the  page 
who  entered  took  from  the  royal  lips  a  whis- 
pered injunction  to  the  Justiciary  Flambard, 
that  ^*  he  of  the  Newan  Mynstre  should  be  at 
hand  right  speedily.'' 

'^  Now,"  he  exclaimed  aloud,  as  the  messen- 
ger departed,  *^  thy  boon,  Lord  MarshalT 

"  De  Waleric's  office,"  answered  Montgo- 
mery, '*  as  Constable  of  your  Grace's  Castle- 
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upon-Tyne.  This  do  I  ask  for  a  fixed  friend 
of  mine,  that  shall  do  good  service  to  your 
Grace,  as  I  will  answer  with  my  head." 

"  Shalt  have  it,  Hugo  de  Montgomery  ; 
were  it  for  the  fiend  himself!  what  more!*' 

"Xay,  by  the  mass,'*  replied  the  Earl — 
*'  enough  of  begging,  and  to  spare.  Thus  much, 
with  fair  thanks  for  your  6race'*s  accord,  and 
there  an  end."' 

And  having  thus  accomplished  their  ob- 
ject, the  Marshal  and  his  companion  took 
leave  of  the  royal  presence.  In  one  breath 
the  monarch  bade  them  farewell,  and  bitterly 
cursed  the  interruption  they  had  occasioned  to 
his  intended  sport.  Snatching  a  cloak  and 
hunting-bonnet,  he  called  aloud  for  attend- 
ance. *•  To  horse !  and  away,  ye  knaves.!"— 
adding,  like  a  true  son  of  the  Conqueror, — 
'*He  that  holds  me  from  the  saddle  but  an- 
other moment,  by  St.  Luke's  face !  I  would  the 
horns  of  a  stag  were  in  his  entrails  !" 
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CHAPTER  XIII. 

*'  Is  it  fit  to  say  to  a  King,  '  Thov  art  wicked,'  or  to 
princes,  *  ye  are  ungodly  ?'  '* 

T%e  Boot  qfjob. 

From  the  sleeping-chamber  of  a  King,  our 
scene  shifts  to  that  of  the  worn-out  Raymond 
— a  bleak  cell  of  the  dormitory  of  Newan 
Mynstre. 

Startled  from  the  calmer  slumbers  to  which 
the  subsiding  fever  of  his  blood  had  at  length 
consigned  him,  the  youth  awoke  with  the  first 
chime  to  matins ;  to  gaze  upon  the  lank  visage 
and  listen  to  the  nasal  tones  of  the  Sacristan ; 
a  ghastly,  hollow-eyed  official,  who,  with  pious 
severity,  which  Raymond  would  gladly  have 
exchanged  for  a  little  human  indulgence, 
shook  the  recumbent  visitor  by  the  shoulders 
as  though  to  awaken  the  very  dead,  or,  at 
least,  to  shake  all  life  out  of  the  living. 

''  It  is  the  hour  of  matins ;"  said  the  cowled 
disturber.     *'  Wilt  thou   that  thy  immortal 
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spirit  be  refreshed  by  the  blessed  service,  or 
that  thy  vile  body  be  comforted  in  sloth,  like 
the  beasts  that  perish  ?*^ 

'^  I  would  thott  couldst  have  given  me  to 
choose  while  yet  in  the  far  region  of  dreams/' 
said  Raymond,  upon  whom  the  hand  of  sleep 
pressed  almost  as  heavily  as  that  of  his  tor- 
mentor— ^'  but  since  thou  hast  summoned  me 
thence  with  thy  holy  clarion " 

He  finished  the  sentence  practically^  by 
arising;  not,  indeed,  like  the  startled  hare 
from  her  form,  but,  tardily,  upon  the  elbow, 
and  going  through  divers  of  those  reluctant 
and  sluggish  evolutions  with  which  the  half<- 
awakened  fiieulties,  mental  and  bodily,  pre- 
face their  entry  upon  the  campaign  and  actual 
service  of  the  day. 

^*  Quod  facis^  mox  facUo^^  said  the  impa- 
tient monk,  "  the  which,"  he  added,  ^'  if  the 
ear  of  thy  carnal  vanity  reoeiveth  it  not  with 
understanding,  may  be  expounded  unto  thee 
thus — *•  what  thou  doest,  do  quickly/  ** 

"Patience,  holy  father/'  responded  the 
layman,  "  I  will  but  *  gird'  up  my  loins,'  as 
ye  churchmen  phrase  it,  and  then  have  with 
ye,  in  Grod's  name.'^ 

"  Ye  say  well,"    responded  the  sacristan, 
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^* surge^  eamus hinc,'  which»  being  interpreted, 
signifieth  '  up  and  away !'  *' 

''And  hast  thou,  good  father,"^  inquired 
Raymond,  ''extended  the  like  ghostly  care  to 
my  companion?  The  youth,  I  mean,  who 
partook  with  me  yester-even  of  the  good 
things  of  the  refectory,  and  whom  we  of  the 
sinful  laity  call,  Torfin  Paganel?" 

"  Trouble  not  thy  thoughts  with  that,"  said 
the  religious,  "  he  hath  been  cared  for." 

And,  with  this  unsatisfiustory  answer, 
'  content  perforce,'  Raymond  '  briefly  put  on 
manly  readiness,'  and  followed  the  man  of 
bell,  book,  and  candle  towards  the  chapeL 
They  passed  the  cellwhich  he  remembered  as 
that  assigned  to  Paganel — a  glance  showed 
that  it  was  now  untenanted ;  but,  upon  enter- 
ing the  church  of  the  monastery,  where  the 
solemn  ritual  of  matins  was  about  to  com- 
mence, he  looked  around  in  vain  for  the  form 
or  features  of  his  fellow-squire.  As  vainly  did 
he  endeavour  to  abstract  his  mind  from  things 
secular  to  things  spiritual,  during  the  holy 
service.  In  spite  of  many  efforts,  matters 
considerably  below  the  moon  so  maintained 
their  preponderance,  that,  at  length,  good  and  - 
orthodox  Catholic  as  he  was,  the  entire  body 
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of  our  youth's  thon^ts  became  exclusively 
terrestrial.  ^*  Misericardias  Dominiy**  or  what- 
ever canticle  served  the  occasion,  rose  and 
thundered,  and  swelled  and  died  away,  un- 
noted, if  not  unheard,  by  the  secular  visitant 
of  St.  Grimbold's.  Not  that  the  preceding 
day's  adventures  had  furnished  him  with  very 
agreeable  morning  cogitations — he  knew  that 
the  result  of  the  interview  with  Matilda  had 
been  fatal  to  the  most  important  object  of  his 
mis^on.  De  Mowbray,  in  fact,  although 
ordinarily  frugal  in  speech,  had  not,  in  this 
instance,  been  sparing  of  injunctions  to  his 
envoy  to  use  all  art  and  address — entreaty  and 
remonstrance  —  to  leave,  in  short,  no  spring 
untouched  by  which  Matilda  de  Aquila  might 
be  won  to  throw  herself  upon  tbe  honour  of 
her  suitor — *' Look,  Raymond,"  said  De 
Mowbray  at  parting,  "  that  thy  very  soul 
be  upon  thy  lip  when  thou  shalt  urge  this 
matter  in  the  ear  of  Matilda!" — a  pleasant 
recollection!  linked,  as  it  now  was,  with  the 
consciousness  of  utter  failure.  Nor  was  the 
earnestness  of  his  lord  attributable  to  any 
suspicion  that  either  timidity  or  repugnance 
in  the  bosom  of  the  lady  would  throw  a 
stumbling-block  in  the  path  of  success.    The 
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former  feeling  he  knew  to  bean  alien  from  her 
nature,  and  for  the  latter — so  slight  were  the 
grounds  of  apprehension — he  calculated  upon 
the  very  wildness  of  the  proposed  step  as,  in 
itself,  sufficient  inducement  to  one  of  a  tem- 
perament so  fiery.  It  was  but,  therefore,  to 
make  assurance  doubly  sure,  and  to  guard, 
perhaps,  against  anything  of  youthful  levity, 
that  the  else  tacit  Northumberland  heaped 
injunctions  upon  his  agent  with  such  un* 
wonted  verbosity. 

The  total  failure  of  a  commission  so  dear 
and  delicate  oiFered  but  a  sorry  cordial  for 
Raymond's  refreshment  upon  his  homeward 
journey ;  nor  is  it  a  matter  of  surprise,  that  he 
half  determined  to  make  another  and  a  final 
attempt  upon  the  resolution  of  Matilda,  if  by 
any  medium  he  could  now  gain  access  to  her 
alone.  This,  in  spite  of  his  wounded  pride, 
and,  indeed,  of  a  secret  wish  that  the  haughty 
lady  might  never  become  the  countess  of  his 
lord,  engrossed  for  a  time  his  whole  spirit,  and 
held  it  from  all  sacred  fellowship. 

Then  came  another  and  a  gentler  theme. 
Wooed  from  the  distraction  in  which  perverse 
circumstances  had  involved  them,  his  thoughts 
once  more  reverted  with  a  grateful  willingness 
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to  the  ikir,  and — if  not  greatly  changed — the 
gentle  inmate  of  Nunna  Mynstre.  He  recalled 
the  sylph-like  form — ^the  all- surpassing  eye, 
and  lip,  and  brow — ^the  thousand  fascinations 
which,  even  upon  the  aspect  of  her  childhood, 
shed  the  "  deyouring  grace  "  of  perfect  love- 
liness. 

All  these  the  vivid  memory  of  the  heart 
called  up  with  its  enchantments ;  and  then  was 
Imagination  summoned  to  body  forth  the  para- 
gon of  matured  excellence,  to  which  this  fairy 
vision  must  now  have  expanded.  How  the 
aerial  artist  performed  her  task  we  tarry  not  to 
describe,  nor  had  the  summoner  himself  leisure 
to  contemplate  it,  for  the  expiration  of  matin 
service  recalled  him  to  the  busy  world  of 
realities. 

His  first  duty  was  to  pay  greetings  from  De 
Mowbray,  both  to  the  Abbot  and  his  illustrious 
guest.  He  began,  therefore,  to  look  round 
for  a  medium  of  introduction,  but  was  spared 
the  necessity  by  a  summons  from  the  form^ 
dignitary  to  attend  him  in  his  chamber, 
"where,"  said  the  pallid  messenger  (his  friend 
the  sacristan,)  '*  ye  will  behold  a  burning  and 
a  shining  lamp — even  the  blessed  Primate^ 
Anselm  himself." 
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The  first  object,  accordingly,  which  struck 
the  eye  of  Raymond  upon  entering  the  cham- 
ber, was  the  majestic  and  venerable  figure  of 
Archbishop  Anselm,  '^  Primate  of  all  England/' 
to  which  painful  pre-eminence  he  had  been 
lifted  by  the  remorse  of  Rufus  when  sick ; 
most  reluctantly,  indeed,  upon  his  own  part, 
the  pastoral  staff  being  not  only  figuratively 
but  literally  forced  into  his  hand,  which  he 
clenched  against  its  acceptance  as  though  the 
insignia  of  ecclesiastic  power  had  been  a  bar  of 
glowing  iron.  The  sagacious  Prelate  foresaw 
what  obstacles  the  King*s  arbitrary  temper  and 
irreligious  principles  would  prove  to  every  en- 
deavour for  working  good  in  the  church,  or, 
as  the  religious  expressed  it,  ^'  for  beautifying 
afresh  the  tabernacle  of  the  Lord," — a  Bpeedy 
result  shewed  the  correctness  of  his  anticipa- 
tions. The  churchman  and  the  monarch  were 
almost  instantly  at  variance — the  former  crying 
aloud  against  simony  and  the  retention  of  va- 
cant benefices  in  the  regal  hand,  for  the  mal- 
appropriation  of  their  revenues,  (an  outrage 
and  a  scandal,  indeed,  to  all  Christendom,) and, 
on  the  other  hand,  the  latter  exclaiming  bit- 
terly against  the  factious  and  presuming  priest, 
who  not  only  dared  to  remonstrate  with  his 
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sovereign  upon  imputed  ungodliness,  but  had' 
even  gone  so  far  as  to  recognise  the  papal  su- 
premacy of  Urban  the  Second,  during  the 
schism  between  that  Pontiff  and  Gilbert  of 
Ravennn,  in  which  Hufus  sedulously  avoided 
espousing  either  side,  and  forbade  the  choice 
also  to  any  in  his  dominions,  until  his  own 
royal  judgment  had  decided.  To  crown  all, 
Anselm  had  murmured  at  the  demand  upon 
him  for  a  contribution  of  men  and  arms  towards 
the  Welsh  campaign,  pleading  ecclesiastical 
exemption  from  all  secular  burdens,  and  main- 
taining the  canon  against  their  striking,  directly 
or  indirectly,  in  person  or  by  proxy,  with  the 
arm  of  flesh  and  the  carnal  weapon.  He  had, 
indeed,  upon  the  fury  of  the  King  rising  to  an 
inordinate  pitch,  so  far  yielded  the  point,  as  to 
furnish  forth  a  limited  body  of  retainers,  but 
so  mounted  and  equipped,  and,  in  fact,  in  them- 
selves "such  pitiful  rascals,"  that  men  of  even 
less  modesty  and  decorum  than  Sir  John  Fal- 
staff  might  well  be  ashamed  to  march  through 
Coventry  with  them. 

This,  however,  was  the  only  instance  in 
which  Anselm  made  the  least  sacrifice  of  those 
rigid  opinions  which  he  had  brought  to  the 
high  office  of  Primate.  Mild  and  gentle  in  hi^ 
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demeanour,  as  he  was  pure  and  temperate  in 
his  life,  he  was  yet  inflexible  in  resolution — 
uncompromising  in  principle:  neither  to  be 
ridiculed  nor  bribed  out  of  the  one,  nor  threat* 
ened  nor  cajoled  out  of  the  other. 

Such  was  the  character  of  him,  who,  when 
Raymond  entered  the  chamber  of  Abbot  Ro- 
bertusy  occupied  thehigh  seat  of  that  Dignitary, 
while  the  latter  stood  reverentially  at  his  side, 
not  more  in  this  than  in  other  outward  respects 
cast  into  shadow  by  his  majestic  visitor.  Both, 
indeed,  were  venerable  by  age  and  office,  dig- 
nified in  garb,  and  solemn  in  aspect  and  de- 
meanour ;  yet,  even  to  a  less  discerning  eye  than 
Raymond's,  a  marked  difference  was  percepti- 
ble. Upon  the  brow  of  the  Monk,  solemnity 
strove  with  a  sullen  gloom — the  shadows  of 
repining  guilt  lowering  over  its  morose  front, 
and  claiming,  as  it  were,  affinity  with  the  vin- 
dictive curl  and  quiver  of  the  pale  irascible 
lip  beneath.  Authority,  indeed,  sat  there,  but 
with  a  tyrant's  inexorable  sternness,  which 
never  mercy  or  the  sistei^charities  hallowed 
with  their  communion ;  nor  virtue,  "  sweetly 
austere,"  mellowed  into  benignity.  There  were 
lines,  deep-furrowed,  which  spoke  the  ravages 
of  passion  as  plainly  as  the  dried  channel  of  a 
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moimtain  torrent  bespeaks  the  fury  of  that 
which  ploughed  it  into  desolation,  and,  with 
the  next  tempest,  may  again  thunder  over  its 
shingles. 

In  the  majestic  aspect  of  the  Primate,  mercy 
and  righteousness  might  indeed  be  said  to  kiss 
each  other.  There  was  the  awfulness  of  com- 
mand, bat  chastened  by  the  sweetnesses  of 
humanity,  —  the  spirit  of  high  resolve,  but 
tempered  with  such  a  meek  and  placid  grace, 
as  might  have  disarmed  all  but  the  enmity  of 
regal  pride.  It  seemed  as  if  Passion  could  no 
longer  throw  her  disturbing  shadows  over  his 
benignant  features,  nor  even  'Uhe  hectic  of  a 
moment"  break  the  fixed  purity  and  benevo- 
lence of  their  expression.  The  pencilings  of 
time,  deepened,  perhaps,  by  a  few  natural  sor- 
rows, spoke  only  of  age  and  study — of  vigil 
and  of  penitence. 

As  Raymond  crossed  the  threshold  of  the 
chamber,  he  made  a  deep  obeisance  to  both 
Fathers,  and  then  stood  reverentially  silent  to 
await  their  pleasure.  It  was  expressed  by 
Anselm  in  few  but  gentle  terms. 

**  Oh,  benedicite,  good  youth;  draw  near,  I 
pray  thee.  Give  me  thy  name.  Thou  art  a 
vassal  of  De  Mowbray's — ha ! " 
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''  His  squire  and  humble  'friend,  most  re- 
verend Father,"  answered  the  youth,  with  per- 
haps a  slight  something  of  the  *'  devirsi  darling 
sin"  in  his  accent. 

"  Oh  !  doubtless — doubtless,"  replied  the 
Archbishop,  *'  I  mean  no  other — I  mean  no 
other.  The  rather  that  thou  art  he  to  whose 
care  I  must  yield  up  his  goodly  daughter — is 
it  not  so?" 

Raymond  again  bowed  low  in  affirmation, 
and  then,  kneeling  upon  one  knee,  said, — 
"  First,  reverend  Father,  thus  did  my  noble 
lord  command  me  to  tender,  with  all  humble- 
ness, thanks  to " 

"Thy  brother-worm,  good  youth,"  inter- 
rupted the  Primate,  hastily  waving  him  from 
his  reverential  position — '^  kneel  thou  and  thy 
great  lord  to  Him  who  is  the  Lord  of  all,  and 
not  to  man  whose  breath  is  in  his  nostrils.  Up, 
I  beseech  thee !    Touching  thy  lord's  daughter 

Look,    gentle    squire,    I  have  forgotten 

thy  name,  even  if  thou  toldest  it,  which  I  re- 
member not- ." 

*'  Raymond,  most  holy  Father." 

*'  Aye,  Raymond — Raymond,  out  upon  old 
heads!  Why,  look  thee,  Raymond,  look  thee, 
gentle  Raymond,  I  do  remember  somewhat 
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of  thee — somewhat  of  fair  repute  in  thy  lord's 
speech  when  last  we  met  in  Westminster. 
Thou  hast  well  named  thyself  the  humble  friend 
of  De  Mowbray — ^but  mark,  good  boy,  add 
thou  truth  to  humbleness^  and  zeal  to  these,  and 
righteousness  to  all !  Admonish  thy  lord  thus 
— first,  that  he  look  right  well  to  his  fair 
daughter.  Let  not  thecomelinessof  her  delicate 
youth  be  staled  in  the  eyes  of  men  here  as  in 
France — let  not  her  modest  brow  be  flushed 
with  the  hot  glances  and  licentious  speech  of 
wassailers  and  ribalds ;  the  free-tongued  gal- 
lants of  the  camp  and  court;  the  scomers  of 
6od*s  law ;  such  as  do  prank  them  in  an  effe- 
minate garb,  lewd  and  luxurious ;  wear  crisped 
curls,  even  as  a  flaunting  harlot,  and  go  like 
the  sleek  Agag,  delicately,  pleased  with  the 
cursedness  of  their  peaked  boots;  as  though,  by 
such  monstrous  abominations,  to  belie  the 
word  even  of  that  Mighty  One  who  hath  said, 
*  man  cannot  add  a  cubit  to  his  stature/  What!!' 
exclaimed  the  old  man,  kindling  as  he  went 
on,  **knoweth  De  Mowbray  nought  of  the 
hot  vanities  which,  but  of  late,  they  of  the 
godless  court  of  Philip  have  acted  with  such 
blazon  and  clamour,  in  honour  (as  their  foolish- 
ness expresseth  it !)  of  his  gentle  and  comely 
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one,  even  of  Constance  de  Mowbray  ?  the  gal- 
liards  and  the  banquetings-**the  tiltinga  and 
the  tourneys — ^the  jousts  and  the  fierce  rushing 
together  of  man  and  horse— «as  though  the 
jeoparding  of  the  breath  of  life  for  a  light 
word,  or  a  vain  simper,  or,  it  may  be,  for  the 
binding  on  of  a  foolish  garment,  were  indeed 
a  thing  meet  and  fitting  in  Christian  men — 
worthy  to  promote  the  honour,  and  gain  the 
love,  of  a  modest  maiden ;  and  a  sweet  savour 
to  Him  in  whose  word  it  is  written,  '  Be  ye 
meek  and  gentle,' — *  mischief  shall  hunt  the 
violent  man  !* '" 

Not  amongst  all  the  heroic  compeers  of 


*'  ■■■  ■   ■  ■         Uthef's  ton 

Begirt  with  British  and  Annoric  Knights ; 
Or  all  who  since,  baptized  or  infidel, 
Jousted  in  Aspramont  or  Montalban, 
Damasoo,  or  Morocco.—*—*' 

could  this  philippic  against  the  darling  pas- 
time of  the  age  have  been  poured  into  a  more 
unwilling  ear.  A  natural  modesty  and  defe-* 
rence  for  age  and  station,  held  Raymond,  in- 
deed, from  openly  avowing  the  heresy  of  his 
dissent,  but  the  objurgation  had  proceeded, 
perhaps,  from  the  only  lips  in  Britain  whose 
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words,  upon  such  a  theme,  he  would  not  hare 
fiBarlessly  gainsayed.  The  embarrassment  of 
his  silence  was  relieved  by  the  Abbot,  who  ob- 
terved  in  low  tones — 

'^The  Damsel  hath  scant  peril  therein,  see- 
ing that  the  Monarchs  of  this  realm  list  not 
to  allow  of  jonsts  and  tournaments,*  save  un- 
der  penalty  of  such  vast  fines  and  talliages,  as 
few  even  of  these  stormy  warriors  love  to  sub- 
ject their  coffers  to." 

^*  Is  it  even  sof  said  the  Archbishop,  better 
Tersed  in  ecclesiastical  canons,  and  the  decrees 
of  Italian  counsels,  than  the  civil  jurisprudence 
of  England, — "then  do  I  marvel  the  more 
that  the  wisdom  of  man  should,  in  these  days, 
savour  aught  of  the  wisdom  which  is  from 
above !  but  the  time  cometh,  yea,  and  is  nigh 
at  hand,  when  laws  and  edicts  shall  be  as  lit- 
tle worth  to  restrain  the  frowardness  and  the 
fury  of  these  haughty  warriors,  as  fetters  of 

«  **  Tottraaments  were  oeitainljr  pnctifled  in  France  and 
Nonnandj  before  the  Conquest,  bnt  not  permitted  in  Eng- 
laad  lutU  sixtj  yeara  after/' — Strutt, 

Sandry  Popes  forbade  them  by  decree,  and  the  Kings  of 
this  realm,  (before  King  Stephen,)  woaM  not  sailer  them.  They 
were  quite  suppressed  by  Henry  II.,  and  sgain  tolerated  by 
Richard  I. — ^The  tax  upon  such  as  engaged  in  them  yaried 
according  to  the  quality  of  the  champions. 
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flax  girded  around  a  devouring  flame !  even 
now  their  neck  w  as  an  iron  sinew,  and  their 
brow  as  strong  brass;  and,  under  aught  of 
healing  restraint,  I  tell  ye,  they  are  even  as  a 
wild  bull  in  a  net.  Look,  Father  of  St.  Orini- 
bold's  !*'  he  added,  pointing  with  his  shrunken 
finger  to  the  Squire,  "  Were  he  but  dubb'd 
of  their  proud  order,  and  were  there  such 
a  matter  of  tinkling  cymbal  and  sounding 
brass  now  afoot,  there  standeth  one  who  would 
go  forth  of  our  presence  in  hot  haste,  and  ride 
Kith  harbergeon  and  sharpened  steel  into  the 
very  midmost  of  the  vain  hurley,  even  with  the 
words  of  truth  and  holiness  tingling  in  his  re- 
bellious ears  I  Speak  now,  and  confess,  and 
lie  not  unto  me.  Sir  Squire,  even  thus  would 
it  be,  ha  V 

Raymond  did  not  allow,  in  this  appeal  to  his 
candour,  for  the  idiomatic  hebraism  of  the 
Prelate,  in  the  use  of  theoffensive  verb  "  to  lie." 
With  flushed  brow  and  sparkling  glance,  he 
replied  to  the  venerable  querist  in  louder  and 
more  decided  tones  than  had  yet  escaped  him. 

**  Rather  had  I  that  sharpened  steel  were 
driven  through  the  mail  of  mine  own  bosom, 
than  that  the  baseness  of  a  lie  should  sully 
the  free  spirit  within !    As  ye  have  said,  holy 
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Fsther,  would  I  indeed  do ;  and  not  under  the 
•kies  of  Britiiizi  breathes  there  Knight  or 
Sqaire  who  woald  do  less,  were  he  the  holiest 
even  of  those  who  are  about  to  battle  in  the 
&r  East  for  the  tomb  of  Christ.  Wherefore 
should  I,  and  such  as  I,  seek  to  be  better  and 
purer  than  they?" 

*' Because,'^  answered  thezealousChurchman, 
*4t  is  written  'Thou  shalt  not  follow  the  mul- 
titude to  do  evil  i' — but  why  strive  I  to  gather 
figs  from  a  thistle !  qtiod  genitum  est  ex  carwe^^ 
be  added,  turning  to  the  monk,  "  caro  est'* 

"  Qvt  est  de  terra^  replied  the  latter,  in  the 
same   strain,  '*  de  terrd  est^  et  de  terrd  /o- 

**  Sermo  tuus  Veritas  est ^'^  responded  the  Pre- 
late. ''  But,  alas !  not  there  doth  the  evil  fiill 
and  cease;  the  spirit  of  violence  hath  not 
entered  alone  into  the  fierce  laity,  but — with 
deep  shame  do  I  say  it — ^it  pricketh  the  heart 
and  Mins  even  of  our  own  degenerate  orders ! 
Yes !  as  the  Lord  liveth,  to  such  fearful  height 
hath  the  wickedness  of  this  generation  arisen, 
that  even  the  servants  of  the  living  God, 
numkfi,  with  their  priors  and  abbots  ;^^ 
canons  of  the  church  with  their  very  bishops  ; 
---^Ten  these,  I  say,  shame  not  to  crush  in  the 

▼OL.  I.  K 
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harness  of  sin  and  slaughter,  limbs  sanctified 
unto  the  ministry  of  the  Lord  of  Hosts !  to  dip 
in  the  blood  of  their  fellow-man,  hands  which 
heretofore  have  moulded  the  body  of  their 
Redeemer !  How  thinkest  thou  of  this,  Sir 
Squire  V 

''  I  have  indeed  heard,"  answered  Raymond 
evasively,  **  of  helm  and  hauberk  displacing 
cowl  and  frock — aye,  even  mitre  and  dalma- 
tique." 

"  Heard  r  repeated  the  Archbishop— "  yea ! 
and  beheld  too,  or  much  and  strangely  have 
mine  old  ears  been  abused  touching  your 
northern  wars !  I  say  unto  thee,  youth,  even 
thus  hath  it  been  with  that  unholy  church- 
man, Baldwin  of  Tynemouth,  whom  thy  Lord, 
De  Mowbray  of  Northumberland,  unworthily 
made  Prior  thereof,  when,  in  the  fulness  of 
his  might,  he  drove,  at  the  lance-point,  the 
ancient  dwellers  of  that  solemn  house  forth 
of  its  walls,  while  winter-winds  wero^  the 
keenest,  to  embrace  the  rocks  for  a  shelter, 
and  to  drink  of  the  showers  of  the  mountain ! 
Do  I  not  know  how  he  hath  made  the  Uesaed 
pile  of  St.  Oswyn  a  tributary  cell  to  that  of 
St.  Albans,  and  given  it,  for  an  habitation 
and  a  sanctuary,  to  such  as  the  subtle  Abbot 
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thereof,  Paul  of  Nonnandy,  lists  to  send  forth 
of  his  crowded  towers  ?  Holy  and  zealous, 
albeit  a  Sazon,  was  that  ejected  Abbot  of  St. 
Oswyn's,  into  whose  high  place  thy  master 
hath  raised  this  potsherd  covered  with  siWer 
dross — this  priest  of  Baal,  worthy  to  be  bound 
and  slain  at  the  brook  Kidron — this  Prior 
Baldwin !  Even  in  the  far  south  it  hath  been 
told  me  in  what  wise  he  goeth  forth  of  his 
dark  towers ;  not  riding  in  meek  humbleness 
upon  a  mule,  or,  it  may  be,  plodding  upon  the 
sandalled  foot,  but  reining  proudly  a  fed 
charger,  until  the  hoofs  thereof  be  broken 
with  its  prancings !  Not,  I  say,  as  a  Chris- 
tian pastor,  upon  errands  of  mercy  and  loving 
kindness,  to  do  an  alms,  a  penance  or  a  shrift ; 
bat  like  a  warrior  girded  for  the  battle-field ; 
fierce  of  heart,  and  bloody  of  purpose ;  clad  in 
steel  harness;  and  grasping  the  carnal  wea- 
pons forbidden  alike  by  the  laws  of  God  and 
die  canons  of  bis  church.  Behold!  a  cry 
hath  gone  up  against  thy  Lord  for  this  un- 
righteousness ;  and  even  under  the  holy  roof 
he  hath  defiled,  shall  the  finger  of  chastisement 
be  upon  him  1  He  hath  touched  the  ark  of 
the  Lord  with  his  fierce  hand,  and  shall  be 
smitten  under  its  shadow,  even  as  the  son  of 

N  2 
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Abinadab  was  smitten  at  Perez-Uzzah !  he 
hath  despised  a  dwelling  of  Jehovah,  and  a 
stone  from  its  battlements  shall  crush  him! 
Go,  thou  of  his  banner  and  his  household ! 
and  fear  not  to  avouch  unto  him,  *  thus  saith 
Anselm  of  Canterbury/  If  he  will  not  yet 
listen  to  reproof,  and  put  away  from  him  and 
from  his  earldom  this  abomination  unto  the 
Lord — if  he  yet  harden  his  heart,  and  will  not 
cease  to  lift  up  violence  into  a  rod  of  wicked- 
ness ; — upon  him  and  upon  his  seed  shall  be 
the  curse  which  cometh !  and,  upon  the  tool 
of  his  iniquity,  even  upon  this  accursed  Bald- 
win, that  destruction  which  folio weth  hard 
upon  pride — that  fall  which  breaketh  in  pieces 
the  haughty  spirit!" 

The  tremour  of  age,  which  for  awhile  en- 
feebled the  utterance  of  the  Prelate,  died 
away  as  the  loftiness  of  his  enthusiasm  pre- 
vailed. Every  accent  came  full  and  clear 
upon  the  sense,  and  there  was  an  accordant 
change  in  the  countenance  ;  for,  instead  of  its 
ordinary  placid  benevolence,  it  exhibited  the 
sternness  of  offended  virtue.  With  such  an 
expression,  Nathan  might  have  said  to  David, 
*'  Thou  art  the  man  !**  or  Samuel  denounced 
upon  the  son  of  Kish  the  judgment  which 
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stripped  him  of  his  kingdom  and  his  life.  He 
stood  for  a  few  moments  after  the  conclusion 
of  his  anathema,  and  then  slowly  sank  into 
a  seat,  but  with  his  kindled  eye  yet  fixed  upon 
the  emissary  of  the  denounced.  Nor  was  that 
subordinate  wanting  in  spirit  or  discretion  for 
his  lord's  defence.  Firmly,  though  with  a 
modest  bearing,  he  urged  that  the  great  Pre- 
late knew  nothing  of  the  distracted  wilds  in 
which  Prior  Baldwin  bad  stricken  with  the 
secular  arm  for  his  patron  De  Mowbray.  He 
painted  in  strong  colours  the  rebellious  spirit 
of  the  half-subdued  Northumbrians,  and  the 
fierce  inroads  to  which  the  ^rder  country  was 
open  ^rom  the  avenging  Scot. 

^*  Here,  in  the  peaceful  south,"  he  said, 
'*a]l  is  calm  breeze  and  gentle  tide.  The 
warder  sleeps  upon  the  battlement,  and  the 
priest  lifts  not  his  eye  to  note  whose  step 
meets  him  in  the  loneliest  path.  But  far,  iar 
other  is  it  in  the  stormy  north !  There,  billow 
and  blast  threaten  the  strongest  bark — knight 
and  vassal  pillow  them  upon  blade  and  buck- 
ler ;  and  the  Father  Abbot  that  would  keep 
his  cloisters  from  the  fire-brands  ot  Scot  and 
Dane  must  know  how  to  strike  a  good  blow 
when  need  is,  and  to  rein  a  charger  in  such 
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wise  that  a  levelled  spear  bear  him  not  from 
the  saddle  for  evermore." 

The  Primate  shook  his  head,  but  pursued 
the  theme  no  further.  He  merely  intimated 
his  desire  to  surrender  charge  of  the  Lady 
Constance,  and  for  that  purpose  to  accompany 
Raymond  immediately  to  Nunna  Mynstre. 
The  latter,  with  renewed  obeisances,  with- 
drew, and  awaited  the  leisure  of  Anselm  in 
the  Abbey  court. 
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CHAPTER  XIV. 

A  house  there  is  (ancl  that's  enough) 

FVom  whence,  one  fatal  morning,  issues 
A  braee  of  warriors,  not  in  buff, 

But  rustling  in  their  silks  and  tissues. 
The  first  came  cup-a-pee  from  France, 

Tier  conquering  destiny  fulfilling  ; 
Whom  meaner  beauties  eyed  askance, 

And  Tainly  aped  her  art  of  killing. 
The  other  Amazon,  kind  heaven 

Had  armed  with  spirit,  wit,  and  satire, 
But" {here  500  stanzas  are  lost). 

Gray^s  *  Long  Story.* 


That  cooling  of  the  heels  proverbial  amongst 
tbose  who  wait  the  leisure  of  great  men,  was 
not,  in  the  present  instance,  inflicted  upon 
Raymond ;  the  Abbey-gates  being  speedily  set 
wide  for  the  departure  of  Anselm. 

With  his  accustomed  simplicity,  the  good 
Primate  rejected  all  attendance  from  the  bre- 
thren; and,  accompanied  only  by  the  Squire, 
proceeded  on  foot  to  the  convent  of  Nunna 
Mynstre. 
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The  Lftdy  Abbess,  a  tall,  thin,  pale,  ascetic- 
looking  dignitary,  appeared  immediately  upon 
the  annunciation  of  her  visitors,  and  besought, 
upon  bended  knee,  and  with  clasped  hands, 
the  benediction  of  the  saintly  Anselm.  His 
induction  to  the  ghastly  lady's  parlour  suc- 
ceeded that  ediiying  ceremony  ;  but  the  foot- 
steps of  his  lay  companion  were  restricted  to 
the  precincts  of  a  narrow  and  gloomy  plot 
y'clept,  in  much  too-flattering  phrase,  thb 
GARDEN,  although  grass,  and  ivy,  a  few  medi- 
cinal plants,  and  one  sad,  solitary  yew,  with 
its  sepulchral  load  of  sombre  green,  pre- 
sented the  whole  horticultural  boast  of 
Nunna  Mjmstre. 

Into  this  dull  retreat,  a  few  windows,  nar- 
row and  long— dimly  latticed  and  strongly 
ironed,  looked  from  the  sullen  tower  whose 
base  it  skirted ;  and  Raymond  could  find  no 
better  amusement  than  glancing  his  eye  suc- 
cessively along  them,  in  expectation  that 
chance  might  place,  at  one  or  other  of  the 
grim  apertures,  some  gentle  visage,  peering 
under  the  uplifted  veil,  to  relieve,  with  its 
sweet  lineaments,  the  monotony  of  grey  wall 
and  iron  staunchion.  But  no  such  enlivening 
apparition  presented  itself;  and  the  impatience 
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with  which  he  awaited  a  summons  to  the  pre- 
sence of  Ck>QstanGe  became,  at  length,  so 
feTerishly  irritable  that  it  was  with  difficulty 
be  ccmtrolled  its  indications  even  when  the 
re-opening  Abbey-door  placed  the  object  of 
his  solicitode  suddenly  before  him;  accom- 
panied, however,  by  the  Archbishop,  the 
Lady  Abbess,  and  another  female,  who,  by  her 
attire  and  veil,  might  be  a  sister  of  the 
bouse. 

The  group  was  striking  in  all  its  members, 
but  upon  no  form  or  feature,  save  those  of 
Constance  de  Mowbray,  did  the  glance  of 
Raymond  rest  for  an  instant.  There  it  riveted 
itself  with  a  fixedness  which  seemed  to  com- 
municate a  species  of  torpor  to  bis  whole 
frame ;  not  a  limb  stirring  from  the  position 
it  assumed  after  the  first  hurried  advance  of  a 
few  steps  towards  the  object  of  his  fiiscination. 

Well  might  he  thus  be  entranced!  well 
might  the  coldest  eye  that  ever  glanced  upon 
youthful  beauty  flash  with  unwonted  beam, 
while  bent  upon  this  "  cunningest  pattern  of 
excelling  nature !"  Well  might  the  chivalry 
of  France  evince,  in  the  tourney  and  at  the 
banquet,  that  enthusiasm  of  admiration  which 
awoke  the  pious  anger  of  Archbishop  Anselm; 

n3 


274  RUFU8. 

for  upon  a  fairer  and  brighter  creature  the  sun 
had  perhaps  rarely  shone,  even  where  he  shines 
upon  the  brightest  and  the  fairest. 

Slightly  above  themiddlestature,  exquisitely, 
perhaps  faultlessly,  proportioned,  and  matured 
by  nineteen  summers  to  the  rounded  fulness  of 
womanhood,  the  form  of  Constance  displayed 
that  rare  union  of  delicacy  and  firmness — of 
grace  and  freedom,  which  the  most  favoured 
children  of  nature  alone  receive  from  the 
boon  parent.  Nor  was  the  enchantment  of 
this  symmetry  of  person  broken  by  features  of 
less  than  accordant  loveliness.  Dignity  and 
sweetness  were  the  twin  genii  of  their  expres- 
sion ;  for  every  lineament  bespoke  high  and 
pure  and  warm  affections — the  lofty  mind  and 
the^penerous  heart. 

Shall  the  ambitious  spirit  of  portrait-paint- 
ing go  yet  farther  ?  shall  we  presumptuously 
attempt  detail  ?  No ;  we  feel  how  beautifully, 
how  truly  a  great  living  poet  has  said — 

<(  Enmigh  cf  roce-bad  lips  and  eyei, 

like  hwe-boUs  bath'd  in  dew, 
Of  cheek  that  with  carnmtion  Ties, 

And  veins  of  violet  hue  ; 
Barth  wants  not  beauty  that  may  scorn 

A  likening  to  frail  flowers  ; 
Yea,  to  the  stars,  if  they  were  bom 

For  seasons  and  for  houn." 
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We  feel,  in  short,  that  the  "  common  places '' 
of  descriptive  nature,  its  gems  and  stars,  and 
flowers  and  corals,  are  things  of  tarnished 
splendour  and  wom<out  glory, 

**  Thai  'gin  to  pde  Huar  ineflectiial  beami.*' 

The  original  of  our  feeble  picture  might  well 
defy  all  astral — all  floral  imagery.  An  incar- 
nation of  that  beau-ideal  of  loveliness,  some- 
times beheld  by  the  dreaming  eyes  of  Imagina- 
tion in  its  world  of  bright  abstractions ;  but 
alas!  how  seldom  upon  the  common  earth  "in 
isober  certainty  of  waking  bliss."  We  leave 
(Constance  de  Mowbray,  then,  to  the  sculptor, 
whose  "fine  chisel  can  cut  breath," — or  to 
the  painter,  upon  whose  pallet  are 

"  Hues  that  hrnTe  wordf,  and  ipeak  to  je  of  HctTcn/' 

How  long  the  entranced  Raymond  —  for 
such  he  appeared — ^might  have  retained  the 
statue-like  fixedness  of  posture  we  have  de- 
scribed, had  not  the  voice  of  the  Primate 
broken  upon  his  stupor-fit,  it  is  somewhat  diffi- 
cult to  say.  Archbishop  Anselm,  however, 
was  the  last  of  human  beings  either  to  guess 
or  suflTer  the  tyranny  of  such  emotions.  He 
saw  a  fair  girl  and  a  gallant  youth  meeting 
after  the  lapse  of  years,  and,  probably,  by  voice 
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and  glance,  confessing  strange  and  embarrassed 
feelings.  But  he  saw  not,  he  dreamed  not, 
how  much  of  joy  and  doubt,  and  fear  and 
hope,  and  curiosity  and  admiration,  thrilled  in 
their  mutual  bosoms,  and  struggled,  perhaps, 
with  a  misgiving  sense  of  something  hollow  or 
perilous  in  their  indulgence.     He  saw 

"  Two  bdngi  in  the  hnei  of  joath/' 

€fven  as  we  have  pourtraycd  them ;  but  it  was 
with  the  eye  of  an  enthusiasm  that  fed  upon 
far  other  nutriment;  and,  to  the  zealous  church- 
man, nothing  appeared  but  a  light  helpless 
maiden,  given,  with  little  wisdom,  to  the  guar- 
dianship of  a  stripling. 

'^  Daughter,'^  he  said  with  cold  solemnity, 
"  behold  thy  protector *' 

Then,  after  a  moment's  pause, 

"  Youth — receive  thy  charge.  Benedicite, 
my  children ;  go  in  peace — peace  do  I  say  ?** 
he  added,  turning  to  Constance,  with  a  sym- 
pathy rather  calculated  to  alarm  than  soothe, 
"alas,  maiden!  I  know  not  where,  in  this 
stormy  realm,  is  the  lip  that  shall,  henceforth, 
be  warrant  for  peace  to  thee.'* 

The  lady  raised  her  head  which  had  been 
reverentially  depressed,  and  answered,  with 
melancholy  firmness — 
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'*  There  is  kokb,  holy  Father.  Enough  do 
I  know  of  this  fierce  England — enough  hare 
I  heard  even  of  its  noblest  and  its  bravest,  in 
one  short  night,  and  in  the  chambers  of  a  oon- 
rent,  to  bid  me  say  of  peace,  even  as  said  the 
prophet  of  old — 

**  I  look  for  it,  and,  behold,  troable  I*' 

But  were  it  not  thus — ^were  the  paths  of 
many  thomless  and  sunny  —  Constance  de 
Mowbray  hath  yet  her  own  dark  cause  to  look 
for  other — far  other  and  darker  pilgrimage — 
the  cloud  above — the  pit-fall  below." 

''  Nay  but,  gentle  and  fair  one,"  said  the  Pri- 
mate benignantly,  "  be  yet  of  braver  cheer ! 
The  land,  indeed,  crieth  to  heaven  against 
the  fierceness  and  fury  of  its  inheritors ;  and 
not  even  in  the  paths  of  the  mighty  may  reve- 
rence wait  upon  thy  steps,  nor  the  name  of 
De  Mowbray  be  as  a  towered  city  and  sanctuary 
for  thy  virgin  peace.  Yet  is  there  a  broader 
shield  and  mightier  spear  to  champion  thee^ 
in  thy  need,  than  ever  yet  was  brazed  upon 
the  arm,  or  grasped  in  the  fierce  hand  of  mortal 
warrior.  Look  thou  to  them !  and,  that  thy 
hope  be  not  as  the  driven  stubble,  touch  not, 
even  with  a  little  finger,   the  defilements  of 
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this  haughty  and  dissolute  capital.  Drink  not 
of  the  cup  of  her  abominations.  Come  not 
into  the  hot  throng  of  her  vanities — her  tilt- 
ings,  and  her  feastings — ^her  drunken  banquet- 
ingSy  and  wanton  galliards,  and  proud  array- 
ings !  Hear  and  be  wise,  O  maiden,  yet  pure 
and  good !  and  remember  for  what  cause  He 
that  is  mighty  denounced,  upon  the  lovely  ones 
even  of  his  chosen  Israel,  treble  confusion, 
wrath,  and  bitterness !  Was  it  not  because 
the  daughters  of  Zion  were  haughty,  and 
walked  with  stretched-forth  necks  and  wanton 
eyes,  mincing  as  they  went,  and  making  a 
tinkling  with  their  feet?  I  say  unto  thee, 
maiden,  even  thus  is  it  with  many  a  proud  and 
painted  one  in  these  riotous  towers  of  Win- 
chester !  this  gilded  lazar-house  i  this  huge 
banqueting*^hamber  of  all  uncleanliness ! 
Come  not  thou  into  their  counsel,  nor  lay  up 
for  thyself  the  terrors  of  that  time  when  the 
bravery  of  their  tinkling  ornaments  shall  be 
taken  away,  the  bracelets,  and  the  mufflers, 
and  the  chains.  When  for  a  girdle  there  shall 
be  a  rent,  and  sackcloth  for  a  silken  stomacher, 

and  burning  instead  of  beauty !" 

A  farewell  ^'benedicite"  followed  this  so- 
lemn adjuration,  and  when  the  Lady  Constance, 
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like  the  admoiiisbed  King  of  Scots  in  Lithgow 
Abbey,  raised  her  head  to  reply, 

"  Her  raonitor  was  gone.*' 

He  had  received  and  acknowledged  the  mute 
reverence  of  Raymond,  and  turned  towards 
the  court'-yard  wicket,  followed  by  the  Abbess. 
The  extended  hand  of  the  latter,  and  the  single 
word  "Tarry!"  gave  to  her  attendant  nun 
sufficient  charge  of  espial  over  the  damoiselle 
and  her  new  protector. 

There  was  a  strange  silence  of  a  few  mo- 
ments after  the  departure  of  the  churchman, 
broken  yet  more  strangely  by  the  voice  of  the 
nun,  as  she  abruptly  exclaimed — 

"  Now  let  us  sing  praises  to  the  Ups  of  Saint 
Anselm ;  and,  give  thanks  that,  at  long  last, 
they  hold  their  peace  !'* 

Then,  to  the  great  surprise  of  her  auditors, 
but  particularly  of  Raymond,  in  whose  ear 
the  tones  seemed  familiar,  she  proceeded  to 
address  them  alternately  in  like  strain — 

"  Youth  of  sinful  steel !  get  thee  sackcloth 
for  a  hauberk,  and  the  staff  and  gourd  of  a 
begging  friar  for  brand  and  buckler !  Most 
duteous  of  damsels !  look  not  in  the  face  of  a 
man,  at  peril  of  bell,  book,  and  candle!    She 
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that  danceth  a  court-galliard,  Satan  shall  pjpe 
to  her.  He  that  lifteth  a  wine-cup,  all  Tophet 
shall  pledge  him  I  Finally,  ye  of  the  world's 
vanity-fair !  eat  not,  fight  not,  marry  not ! 
fast  all,  pray  all,  preach  all.  Give  to  the  holy 
monks  and  nuns,  and  die  in  hair  garments,  with 
the  odour  of  faith  and  famine." 

"  Now,  in  the  name  of  every  saint  above," 
exclaimed  the  astonished  Constance,  whose 
matchless  eye  had  dilated  to  the  full,  during 
this  strange  rhapsody.  *'  Who,  and  what  art 
thou?" 

"  Now,  in  the  name  of  every  fiend  below," 
answered  she  of  the  veil ,  *'  who,  or  what 
should  I  be,  but  a  sworn  daughter  of  Nunna 
Mynstre  ?  one  of  the  blessed  sisterhood  who 
dwindle  righteously  to  skeletons  in  cell  and 
cloister!  a  living-dead-woman  of  this  holy 
tomb !  What  thing  of  the  upper  and  breathing 
world,  think  ye,  what  creature  of  flowing 
blood,  and  flesh  not  frozen,  could  vent  ye  such 
a  homily,  and  with  the  like  godly  glibness? '' 

''  Say  rather,"  replied  Constance,  '*  what 
sister  of  holy  rule  would  vent  such  ribald 
scorn  upon  the  order  she  had  sworn  to  rever- 
ence ?    No  sister  ihou  of  Nunna  Mynstre  I  or 
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nerer,  until  this,  came  there  from  the  lips  of 
woman  veiled  and  vowed,  words  which  so 
betokened  a  spirit  worldly  and  fierce/' 

**  Ha !  keen  as  a  Welsh  shaft,  if  not  as  truly 
aimed,"  rejoined  the  nun.  ^^  Shoot  yet  again, 
fiiir  archer!  and,  a  qneen's  pearls  to  a  beggar's 
beads,  thy  wit  splinters  the  target ;  or,  haply, 
this  all-ingenions  gallant,  this  blushing  Squire 
of  Dames,  hath  somewhat  of  a  random  guess 
whether  I  be  true  nun  or  frail  worldling — 
ha?" 

"  Put  me  not  to  it,"  said  Raymond,  "  lest  I 
ofiend.  A  Saxon  witch  gave  me  some  skill  in 
these  dark  riddles/' 

"  Poor  boaster ! "  answered  the  nun,  "  mine 
is  in  the  night's  deep  shadow,  and  defies  thee." 

"  Defy  me  not,"  rejoined  the  squire,  "and, 
for  thy  riddle,  repent  thee  of  it  and  quickly, 
for  in  the  shadow  of  the  night  have  I  heard 
words  which  they  who  uttered  sorrowed  in  the 
morning  beam  to  remember.  May  it  not  be 
thus?" 

**  No,  by  yon  unchanging  heavens,''  ex- 
claimed the  mysterious  one,  "not  thus  with 
me!  Word  uttered,  or  deed  done,  in  the 
Uack  midnight,  repent  me  not  when  morning 
is  at  the  brightest!     Let   the  poor  outside 
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change,  even  as  it  may,  from  fair  to  foul,  from 
silk  to  sackcloth.  It  is  but  as  the  turret-flag 
which  every  idle  breeze  shakes  as  it  lists. 
Within  is  the  fixed  spirit,  based  like  the  massy 
towers,  that  never  tempest  could  put  crack 
into  !^ 

''  Stronger  towers  than  these,"  said  the 
youth,  "  have  I  seen  topple  upon  the  heads  of 
those  who  defended  them." 

*'  It  may  be  so,"  rejoined  the  nun,  "but  know, 
good  youth,  and  profit  by  it  if  thou  canst,  there 
is  that  in  human  resolution,  besieged  in  such 
a  fastness  as  this"  (striking  her  bosom)  ''which 
outdoes  rocks  of  adamant,  and  puts  the  solid 
granite  to  shame.  Canst  thou  believe  so  much  ?" 

''  Aye,  by  our  Lady,"  ejaculated  Raymond 
mentally.  For,  as  it  is  needless  to  inform  the 
reader  from  whose  lip  of  alternating  passion 
and  sarcasm  such  startling  expressions  fell,  so 
it  would  be  equally  superfluous  to  add  that  he 
to  whom  they  were  addressed  fully  divined 
their  hidden  meaning,  and  felt  that  all  hope 
as  to  De  Mowbray's  embassy  was  thus  defini- 
tively put  to  rest. 

He  saw,  however,  the  growing  surprise  of 
Constance,  and  hastened  to  suspend  it  by  say- 
ing, with  something  of  indifference — 
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^  Well,  I  have  emptied  a  ffur  qoiirer  in  this 
blind  archery.  Methinks,  maiden,  thine 
Abbess  will  be  the  best  expounder,  ha  V 

"I  dare  thee  to  propose  it!"  she  replied 
hastily — **  aye  !  at  thy  proper  peril ! — within 
these  walls  the  solemn  hideousness  of  veil  and 
scapolaire  is  better  ten-fold  than  charity  for 
hiding  the  multitude  of  sins ;  and  yonder  pious 
phantom  of  an  Abbess,  mole-blind  and  adder- 
deaf  to  human  purpose  or  human  pity,  yet 
jealous  of  the  honour  of  her  convent,  would 
work,  in  the  revenge  for  its  least  slander, 
darkly  as  the  one  reptile — -fiercely  as  the  other. 
A  hundred  feet  below  the  cloister-pavement 
are  cells  too  horrible  even  for  human  thought 
or  belief;  and  ihere^  though  ye  were  ten  times 
the  squire  and  daughter  of  De  Mowbray,  two 
whispered  words  of  mine,  inferring  worldly 
passion  or  light  speech — or  touch  of  hand  or 
lip—" 

"  Oh,  peace  !** — ^interrupted  the  indignant 
Constance,  colouring  scarlet-deep  from  brow 
to  bosom — "peace!  but  for  shame,  if  not  for 
piety  !  Be  what  thou  wilt — ^we  question  thee 
no  more.     Look,  Raymond,  if  yon  wicket—" 

'*  Spare  bootless  labour,"  said  the  non^  "  'tis 
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barred  and  locked.  What,  maiden !  thus 
stoutly  championed,  fear  ye  a  simple  daughter 
of  holy  rule  for  a  wild  word  ?  How,  if,  in  the 
grim  towers  of  Tynemoath  or  of  Bamborough, 
thou  hadst  a  sharp-tongued  step-dame,  to  vent 
her  shrewish  clamours,  and  lay  a  tyrant's  hand 
upon  thee  from  cock-crow  to  the  curfew? 
Ha?  by  Mary-mother  !  there  are  (and  within 
hollow,  too,),  who  have  done  something  to 
bring  thee  out  of  God's  blessing  into  such 
sunshine." 

Constance  now  felt  a  touch  of  apprehension. 
She  turned  to  her  protector,  and  said,  in  low 
tones,  "Heed  not — reply  not — Raymond^ 
she  is  mad !" 

''  As  ocean,  storm-tossed !"  said  the  quick* 
eared  object  of  the  remark,  **  pin  thy  belief 
to  that.  And  look,"  she  added,  as  the  re* 
opening  wicket  brought  the  Abbess  once  more 
upon  the  scene — "  Behold  the  mistress  of  the 
mad !  maddest  of  all — ^mad  with  the  tyrant's 
and  bigot's  pride.  Now,  for  a  space,  Con- 
stance de  Mowbray,  farewell !  The  fame  of 
a  fair  idol  brought  me  to  Nunna  Mynstre,  to 
judge  with  mine  own  eyes  the  wisdom  of  its 
worshippers :  pity  that  there  are  fierce  hands 
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rmised  to  dash  it  from  its  pedestal.  For  thte^ 
stripling, — beware  of  a  coining  hour, — a  hawk 
from  the  proudeist  eyrie  is  in  mid-swoop — " 

She  ceased  as  the  Abbess  drew  almost 
within  hearing  ;  and,  falling  a  few  steps  back, 
resamed  her  former  air  of  coldness  and  ab- 
straction, mixed  with  the  ordinary  monastic 
reverence  for  the  presence  of  ^^  the  superior." 

The  disturbed  aspect  of  Constance,  how- 
ever, did  not  escape  the  observation  of  that 
ascetic  matron,  even  for  an  instant.  Darting 
alternately  upon  the  youth  and  his  charge  a 
searching  glance,  she  said  with  constrained 
gentleness,  ^'  I  trust  thou  hast  brought  no 
tidings  of  evil  chance  to  this  poor  maiden?'* 

'*  None,  holy  Mother,"  replied  Raymond. 
*'Her  noble  sire  commends  him,  in  all  health, 
to  his  most  dear  one,  and  prays  her  homer 
ward  with  dispatch.  My  tidings  and  my 
mission  are  at  the  coldest  when  I  have  said — 
we  journey  hence  at  night^fall. 

**  At  night-fall !"  repeated  Constance. 

*^  At  night-&ll !"  re-echoed  the  displeased 
Abbess. 

Raymond  bowed,  in  silent  re-assertion. 

'*  I  would,  then,"  said  the  latter  dame, 
drawing  up  her  cadaverous  person  to  its  full 
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spectral  height,  ''  that  other  walls  than  these 
had  been  the  maiden's  sanctuary  the  whilst. 
Our  gates,  Sir  Squire,  holy  and  hospitable 
alike,  are  wont  to  open  for  the  wanderer*s 
entrance  at  dim  eve,  and  not  to  close  on  his 
departure.  Unmeet  it  were  even  for  rudest 
pilgrim,  reckless  of  gloom  and  chill,  storm- 
proof, and  fearless  of  the  worst  hap,  to  journey 
forth  at  such  an  hour,  and  do  a  sort  of  scorn 
to  our  poor  towers;  but  for  a  helpleas 
maiden " 

She  paused.  Raymond  simply  pleaded  the 
command  of  his  Lord.  So  rapidly,  he  said, 
drew  to  a  close  the  term  peremptorily  assigned 
for  his  mission,  that,  with  all  the  haste  of  un- 
timely travel,  they  would  scarcely  reach  York 
before  it  expired. 

^'  To  night,"  he  repeated,  '*  we  must  hence  ; 
unless,"  (and  a  deep  obeisance  accompanied  the 
clause,)  '*  unless  the  noble  Damoiselle  herself 
gainsay  the  pleasure  of  her  sire." 

The  Abbess,  to  do  her  justice,  was  much 
more  scandalised  at  the  alternative  of  filial 
disobedience  under  her  roof,  than  that  of 
quitting  it  at  an  untimely  hour.  "  What  I  "^ 
she  said,  '^  shall  the  axe  boast  itself  against 
him  that  heweth  therewith  V* 
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Constance,  however,  was  neither  speedy  nor 
vehement  in  asserting  her  own  unqualified 
obedience. 

"Not  yet,  holy  Mother," — she  said,  after  a 
brief  silence ;  ^'  not  yet — ^although  in  the  path 
to  which  De  Mowbray  commands  my  steps 
there  is  a  serpent  coiled,  and  a  snare  dug. 
Bat  be  it  so.  My  father's  will — Our  Lady's 
blessing  and  thine,  good  mother,  shall  be  my 
warrant  for  submission.  When  the  pit  yawns, 
there  may  be  time  to  cry  '  thus  far,  but  not 
beyond.' " 

For  a  moment  or  two  the  Lady  Abbess 
^'  stared  in  stony-trance "  upon  the  youthful 
utterer  of  these  dark  forebodings ;  and  then, 
turning  to  the  Squire,  said — "  And  at  what 
hour,  I  pray  you,  is  it  your  pleasure  that  the 
maiden  boune  her  for  this  shadowy  journey?" 

Something  in  the  look  and  manner  of  Con- 
stance, even  more  than  in  her  words,  con- 
vinced Raymond  that  her  anticipations  of 
peril  had  stronger  grounds  than  mere  girl- 
ish apprehension.  It  was  essential  he  should 
look  clearly  and  steadily  upon  every  coming 
evil,  and  know  at  once  with  what  opposites  he 
was  to  cope.  He  ventured,  therefore,  not  only 
to  evade  the  monastic  lady's  question,  but  to 
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request  a  perfectly  confidential  interview  with 
his  charge.  The  cold*eyed  vestal  complied, 
ungraciously  and  abruptly,  with  the  intimation. 
She  beckoned  to  her  strange  attendant,  and, 
muttering  something  of  *'  higher  and  holier 
things  that  awaited  her  ear,  than  the  stormy 
vanities  of  this  passing  world,"  quitted  the 
melancholy  garden ;  not,  however,  without  a 
concluding  Scriptural  compliment  to  those 
remaining,  and  vented,  too,  in  very  nearly 
audible  terms,  namely,  that  *^  the  lips  of  fools 
shall  swallow  up  themselves.*' 

Thus  flattered,  the  Squire  and  daughter  of 
De  Mowbray  were  left  alone. 


KMD   OF   VOLUME   I. 


STIVm  AND  rAROUlC,  riiNTiKa, 
BILL  TAS»,  TBMFLK  BAft. 


RUFUS 


OB 


THE     RED     KING 


A  ROMANCE 


He  feMvd  God  but  mile-man  not  at  tU." 

WfUIAM  OP  NALMSBUmT 


IN  THREE  VOLUMES 
VOL.  II 


LONDON 
SAUNDERS  AND  OTLEY,  CONDUIT  STREET 

MDCCCXXXVIIL 


tTBVBM 8  AND  PARDON,  niNTBftS. 
BBLL  TAED,  TBMPLB  BAB. 


R  U  F  U  S. 


CHAPTER  I. 


*'  Shew  me  tlie  noblett  youth  of  preteat  time, 
WluMe  trembling  fimcy  would  to  lore  give  Mrth ; 
Some  god  or  hero  firom  the  Olympian  dime 
Betmrned,  to  aeek  a  oomort  upon  earth ; 
Or,  in  no  donbtful  proepect,  let  me  see 
The  brightest  gtar  of  ages  yet  to  be, 

And  I  will  mate  and  match  him  bliasfUly." 

Wordtwortk. 

She  was  a  Phantom  of  delight 

When  fimt  she  gleamed  upon  my  light, 

A  dancing  Shape,  an  Image  gay — 

To  hannt,  to  attftle,  and  way-lay. 

I  law  her,  upon  nearer  view, 

A  Spirit,  yet  a  Woman  too  1 

Hot  hooaehold  motions  light  and  free, 

And  itepa  of  virgin  liberty ; 

A  perfect  wDmattf  nobly  pinned, 

To  warn,  to  comfort,  and  command : 

Witii  reason  firm,  and  tempeimte  will, 

Endnnnce,  fensight,  atrength  and  ddU; 
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And  though  a  Spirit  yet,  and  bright 

With  something  of  an  angel's  light, 

A  creature  not  too  bright  or  good, 

For  human  nature's  daily  food. 

For  transient  sorrows,  simple  wiles, 

Praise,  blame,  love,  kisses,  tears,  and  smiles! 

Word»wortk. 

Constance  db  Mowbray  followed  with  her 
eye  the  disappearing  Abbess  and  attendant,  un- 
til the  gloom  of  the  postern  hid  them, — then 
turned  to  her  remaining  companion,  and  in  a 
tone  which  seemed  to  annihilate  years,  and 
make  the  past  the  present,  uttered  the  single 
word  "  Raymond !" 

It  was  an  appeal  from  the  restraint  and  for- 
mality which  had  yet  hung  with  a  chilHng 
heaviness  upon  their  greeting, — an  appeal  so 
eloquent,  that  the  youth  felt  the  blood  rush  to 
his  brow,  and  knew  not,  perhaps,  what  fell  from 
his  lips,  as  they  faltered  forth  the  answering 
exclamation — "  Noble  lady !" 

'^  Noble  lady !"  she  repeated,  in  accents  of 
kindly  reproach.  ^^  Oh,  time  and  change  I  Omeey 
Raymond,  it  was  not  thus!  Why  have  we 
driven  the  Lady  Abbess  from  her  garden!  True," 
she  added,  lookmg  aiound — "  'tis  but  a  sorry 
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puadise — ^less  fair,  by  the  blualuiig  of  a  thou- 
Bsnd  flowers,  than  mine  at  Bamborough — that 
little  plot ! — ^but  why,  why  do  I  recall  it  I  here, 
at  least,  the  hand  of  culture  is  sometimes  feebly 
hosj — there,  doubtless,  all  hath  long  been  tram- 
pled into  dust,  desohteness— obliyion." 

*'  The  mailed  hand  and  the  armed  heel," 
said  Raymond,  ^^  give  sorry  tendance  to  garden 
beauty. — Evil  visitants!  they  sow  not,  neither 
do  they  plant.  Seven  winters.  Lady  Con- 
stance  " 

^^  Seven  winters,''  interrupted  the  lady,  '^  have 
done  much.  They  have  frozen  all  that  to  my 
heart  was  once  dear  and  genial.  To  me  they 
have  OAde  Bamborough  itself  a  •haunted  pile, 
darkened  with  terror  and  suspicion; — ^a  thing 
of  icy  halls  and  cells — gloomy  and  voiceless 
chambers,  where  the  tempests  of  the  Cheviots 
beat  murepelled,  and  drift  their  benumbing 
SHOWS  even  into  the  very  bosoms  that  throbbed 
fidthfuUy  around  the  hearth-stone  of  my  child- 
hood r 

*^  Not  into  mine,  Constance !"  exclaimed  Coeur 
d'Ader,  startled  out  of  his  reserve, — '^  not  into 
mine :  tar  other  tempests  have  beat  there,  but 
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had  they  shaken  it  to  the  very  core,  there  are 
poises  that  would  have  defied  them !"" 

"  If  there  be  one,"  she  replied,  "  but  one, 
that  throbs  generously,  save  me  from  those  that 
beat  but  for  my  destruction !  Let  not  thy  hand, 
Raymond,  of  all  others,  drag  me  to  it !  deal 
with  me  as  with  a  sister, — ^a  sister  threatened 
with  such  wrongs  as  should  pour  liquid  fire  into 
a  brother's  veins !  Be  true  to  me  in  word  and 
deed  !  hide  not  from  me  the  face  of  ruin  itself: 
say,  why  am  I  now  recalled  to  my  father's  tot- 
tering earldom !  Tell  me  the  mystery,— a  dark 
and  strange  one,^if  I  read  aright,  between  thee 
and  yonder  seeming  nun  V* 

'-'•  For  your  own  peace,  lady,''  said  Raymond, 
''  ask  not  that — ^it  is  an  evil  omen  that  ye  have 
thus  met  !^ 

^^  I  knew  a  Raymond  once,"^  she  replied,  ^^  who 
would  have  laughed  at  omens.  In  him  mystery 
had  no  share ;  open  as  day,  I  could  have  read 
his  inmost  heart  better  than  any  breviary.  Were 
it  HE  who  stood  before  me,  I  should  not  fear  to 
journey  hence,  under  the  double  cloud  of  night 
and  ignorance — ^I  should  have  beheld  sadly,  but 
calmly,  every  coming  evil — I  should  have  felt, 
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that  in  a  changing  world,  there  was  yet  one 
Being  unchanged  towards  CSonstance  de  Mow- 
bray r 

"  Now,  Tby  every  hope  timt  is  most  dear  to 
me  !*'  excktimed  the  Squire,  "  I  am  yet  that  Ray- 
mond— that  self-same  Raymond!  Outwardly, 
ehangii^  years  have  indeed  wrought  upon  me, 
as  upon  all — ^roughened  the  smooth  cheek — 
clouded  the  tranquil  brow — ^perchance,  thrown 
heediiilneas  upon  the  once  reckless  Up ;  but  in 
hearty  lady,  in  true  and  constant  heart,  I  am 
unchanged  as  yonder  changeless  heavens !  There 
is  no  peril,  Constance,  that  for  a  glance— a 
breath  of  thine,  I  would  not  rush  upon,  shield- 
less  and  weaponless !  but  were  the  lifting  of  a 
finger  coupled  with  dishonour,  that  finger  would 
I  NOT  lift  I  no,  not  for  the  monarchy  of  a  hun- 
dred realms !  Enough,  then,  that  in  me,  it  were 
fold  dishonour  to  reveal  the  mystery  of  yonder 
seeming  nun.  It  is  the  secret  of  one  whose 
very  name  I  cannot  breathe  to  thee  without  a 
base  betrayal  of  my  trust." 

*'  It  were  alike  shame,  dishonour,  misery,  to 
doubt  thee !"  said  Constance,  with  deep  emo« 
tbn — 
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'^  Raymond,"  she  continued,  ^^  it  seems  hut 
as  the  flitting  of  a  smnmer  since  thoa  and  I, 
children  alike  in  years  and  thoughts,  were  happy 
playmates  in  the  halls  of  Bamborough;    and 


now " 


She  paused,  and  gazed  upon  him  with  all  the 
ingenuous  ardour  of  early  feeling ;  forgetful  that 
even  to  that  involuntary  admiration,  pure  and 
natural  as  it  was,  the  very  lapse  of  years  that 
kindled  it,  had  opposed,  at  length,  as  the 
world  judges,  the  colder  wisdom,  the  prudery, 
and  the  refinement  of  advancing  womanhood. 
A  sense  of  this,  and  of  having,  both  by  words, 
and  the  more  potent  eloquence  of  looks,  be- 
trayed an  emotion  so  flattering  to  its  object, 
flashed  suddenly  upon  her,  and  awoke  embar^ 
rassment,  too  obvious  for  even  an  attempt  to 
colour  or  conceal. 

She  resumed  her  self-possession,  however,  and 
continued ; — 

"  Yet,  even  for  this  remembrance — ^remem- 
brance of  a  time  so  pure  and  happy,  I  will  have 
trust  in  thee,  Raymond,  firm  as  a  castle's  base ! 
But  never  more,  oh,  never  !  shall  the  rich  pro- 
mise in  boyhood  of  honour,   valour,  knightly 
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ooorteBy,  of  stainless  faith  and  lofty  dariag,  of 
all  that  graces  chivalry ;  never  shall  the  pronuHe 
of  these  awaken  in  my  bosom  the  hope  of  a 
generous  numhood,  if  theUy  Rajmond,  art  not 
as  true  to  me  in  my  hour  of  need  as  ever  yet 
was  avenging  man  to  oppressed  woman  !  Fast 
and  darkly  that  hour  approaches!  if  it  shall 
find  thee  cold,  false,  or  craven " 

^*  Tken^  Constance"  exclaimed  Cceur  d'Acier 
with  enthusiasm,  '^  fling  to  the  winds  all  trust 
in  youth  or  age,  in  deed  or  word  !  Be  it  from 
thence  the  blackest  warrant  of  all  infamy — ^the 
last,  worst  brand  of  the  world^s  scorn,  even  upon 
the  vilest  and  the  basest,  to  name  them  but  in 
one  breath  with  that  master-caitiff  who  forsook 
Constance  de  Mowbray  !  but  till  then " 

"•*•  Till  then,"  repeated  Constance,  and  with 
a  look  which  might  have  made  cowardice  and 
treacheiy  disclaim  their  nature,  she  extended  to 
him  as  warm  and  beautiful  a  hand  as  ever  made 
human  lip  proud  with  its  touch !  For  Ray- 
mond not  to  have  pressed  it  rapturously  to  hi$^ 
would  have  savoured  rather  of  the  heroism  of  a 
saint  than  of  a  child  of  knighthood;  one,  too, 
whose  nature  was  of  the  torrid,  and  not  the 


^ 
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temperate  zone  of  the  passioiis.  It  was  rapidly 
withdrawn ;  but  he  saw  that  the  action  did  not 
spring  from  affected  delicacy,  or  the  pride  of 
conscious  beauty.  He  marked  her  quick  and 
apprehensiye  glance  at  the  windows  which  over- 
looked their  conference,  and  it  seemed  as  if  the 
wild  words  of  the  nun  rang  again  in  his  ear — 
*'  or  touch  of  hand  or  Up"  He  almost  expected 
to  see  the  sharp  lineaments  of  the  Abbess  at  one 
of  tho^  melancholy  i^rtures,  attenuated  by 
indignation  to  their  most  ghastly  length,  and 
scowling  anathemas  upon  the  profanation  of  her 
dedicated  limits  by  their  worldly  emotion. 

A  like  vision,  probably,  floated  before  Con- 
stance. ^'  The  Lady  Abbess,"  she  said,  '^  will 
yield  us  scant  leisure  for  this  conference. — Tell 
me  of  Bamborough,  Baymond,  —of  my  father, — 
how  fares  it  with  De  Mowbray  V* 

^^  Well,'*  replied  the  Squire,  with  an  almost 
mechanical  unconsciousness  of  what  he  uttered. 

^^  In  health,**  continued  the  lady,  ^'  but  not 
in  fortunes !  No,  Raymond,  seek  not,  even  in 
kindness  to  affirm  it.  I  have  had  warning  of  a 
tempest  fast  gathering  in  my  father*8  earldom— 
fiEist  gathering,  and  soon  to  burst.    Whisperings 


of  acorn,  if  not  defiance,  cast  in  his  sovereign's 
teeth ;  of  homage  proudly  withheId-~of  discon- 
tent fiercely  avowed— of  hasty  and  secret  levies 

— of  castles  manned Raymond  !    all  these 

point  with  their  spectral  fingers  at  one  sole 
word — Rbbeluon." 

That  word  of  evil  omen  dissipated  at  once  the 
abstraction  of  Raymond,  and,  after  a  moment's 
self-parley,  he  resolved  to  be  ingenuous  to  the 
uttermost  with  one  so  beautiful  and  so  helpless, 
who  thus  threw  herself,  open-bosomed  upon  his 
sincerity.  De  Mowbray,  indeed,  had  so  far  shut 
his  purposes  in  his  own  bosom,  that  not  a  hint 
of  their  nature  had  fallen  even  upon  the  ear  of 
this  his  most  trusted  retainer ;  the  latter,  there- 
fore, although  he  had  seen  too  plainly  that  the 
elements  of  a  convulsion  were  busy  around  him, 
knew  nothing  of  the  time,  manner,  or  ultimate 
intent  of  their  explosion.  He  could,  of  course, 
disclaim  the  charge  of  a  rebellious  purpose  upon 
his  lord's  part,  but  scrupled  not  to  admit  that 
worse  than  coldness  had  grown  up  betwixt  De 
Mowbray  and  the  King,  and  that  the  earldom 
of  Northumberland  everywhere  exhibited  such 

b3 
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an  aspect,  as  gave  little  promise  to  the  Lady 
Constance  of  a  happy  or  peaceful  home. 

''  Home !"  she  exclaimed.  '^  Oh,  long  have  my 
father's  towers  ceased  to  be  such  to  me !  He 
loves  me  not !  he  never  loved  me.  His  fierce 
ambition — why  should  I  shrink  to  say  it?  aban- 
dons me  to  the  stormy  world,  almost  ere  I  have 
cast  a  look  upon  it !  Long  exiled  from  his  eye 
and  heart,  wherefore,  at  such  a  juncture,  am  I 
thus  darkly,  peremptorily  recalled  ? — ^hurried  by 
night  from  the  towers  of  my  Norman  kinamAn — 
flung  on  the  mercy  of  a  stormy  sea,  until  the 
very  winds,  kind  in  their  fury,  drove  me  per- 
force to  shore  ?  and  now,  with  scarce  the  respite 
of  a  night  in  this  bleak  convent — alone,  un- 
tended — denied  even  the  poor  services  of  one 
handmaid, — I  must  away  in  darkness,  and  m 
guilty  secresy,  as  though  there  were  dishonour 
upon  my  name,  or  the  price  of  blood  up<m  my 
head !  Raymond,  I  am  a  feeble  girl,  but  yet, 
a  daughter,  and  a  Mowbray;  no  despicable 
trembler  at  slight  evils — no  willing  fugitive 
from  a  father's  peril  or  adversity.  But  not  for 
the  sweetness  of  filial  soothing  am  I  recalled ; 
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no  r  in  the  towers  of  my  sole  parent,  fiu*  other 
destiny  awaits  me !  This  ruined  heart  must  be 
the  gage  of  treason — ^its  very  life-drops  wrung 
oat  to  brim  the  goblet  of  ambition.  Oh,  tell 
me  not  that  I  am  deceived;  the  heart  that  is 
to  be  withered  or  broken  becomes  prophetic  in 
its  misery!     Baymond  ! " 


She  broke  off  abruptly;  looked  for  a 

moment  upon  the  earth,  and  then  full  in  the 
flashed  cheek  and  burning  eye  of  her  protector, 
became  deadly  pale,  and,  after  a  glance  of  almost 
terrified  expression  around  the  enclosure,  said  in 
low  tones — "  There  is  a  purpose — O  God !  that 
my  lips  should  utter  it  i  — to  doom  me — me, 
Raymond,  child  as  I  am !  the  untimely  bride — 
the  ever-miserable  wife  of  De  Albemarle — of 
one  whose  Ueense  is  a  proverb  and  a  bye-word — 
a  libertine,  boundless  as  air  and  ocean! — To 
make  this  hand  the  pledge  of  a  rebel's  faith 
with  his  rebellious  peers,  the  seal  to  such  a 
bond  of  blood  and .  Oh,  Raymond  ! "  (lay- 
ing her  hand,  now  icy  cold,  upon  his,)  ^'  I  had 
rather  it  were  gloved  in  devouring  flame  I  I  had 
rather  my  temples  were  wrapt  in  their  grave- 
clothes,  than  scorched  with  the  crown 'these 
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dark  and  deeigning  men  seek  to  place  upon 
themr 

^^  A  GBowNr   eehoed  the  aatpniahed  Bay- 

SKMld* 

'^  Brief  splendour,"  she  continued,  ^'  and  Jast^ 
ing  wretchedness !  To  thisj  Baymood,  thou  art 
conducting  me,  and  no  prevention !  no  he^> — 
no  rescue !  unless,  miserable  altematiye  1 — unr 
less  the  avenging  King  tear  the  daughter  of  the 
attainted  De  Mowbray  fixmi  the  licentious  ri- 
bald De  Albemarle,  to  fling  her  into  the  brutal 
graq>  of  De  Lacy  !*' 

For  some  moments,  Baymond  literally  stood 
^^  agape  and  aghast^  at  this  qiectral  associatioii 
of  rivals,  called  up,  as  it  were,  by  the  exorcism 
of  woman's  sorrow  and  terror :  he  then  broke 
forth  with  a  sudden  and  almost  savage  energy : — 

^'  Stephen  of  Albemarle  i  the  over-weening 
ribald  !  De  Lacy  I  the  graaping  tyrant !  I  will 
first  wash  these  hands  in  the  blood  of  both !  I 
will  tear  De  Lacy's  heart  out  if  he  but  stretch 
a  finger  towards  thee !  were  it  by  the  high  altar 
of  Newan  Mynstre !  Fifty  crowns  let  Stephen 
de  Albemarle  win  and  wear,  if  the  fiends  list  to 
aid  him.  but  not  Constance  de  Mowbray !    I  will 
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wear  his  head  upon  my  lance  point  first !  Pra- 
ting  biBggait,  tongue-valiant  fool  that  I  am,  to 
speak  of  it  ere  I  have  struck  him  dead !  But 
—flsints  of  Heaven  !  who  plots  to  put  a  crown 
upon  the  brow  of  that  silken  slave  of  license — 
thai  never-sated  voluptuary  V 

''  Raymond,"  said  Constance,  "  I  have  yet 
hope— «  trembling  hope,  that  my  fitther  hath 
not  cinsed  thee  with  his  confidence — that  thou 
art  yet  unmeshed  in  the  net  of  his  ambition. 
Oh,  dien,  beware  of  its  deadly  trammels !     Let 
not  even  fidelity  to  thy  lord — let  not  even  the 
eommands  of  De  Mowbray— drag  thee  into  the 
snare ;  for  he,  Raymond,  he  it  is  who  seeks  to 
make  De  Albemarle  a  monarch — monarch  of 
England !  if  thou  canst  credit  a  tale  so  mon- 
strous. For  thisy  De  Mowbray  is  about  to  strive 
with  heart  and  hand;  aye,  with  the  dunned 
hand  and  the  crushed  heart  of  his  daughter  !" 

^*  Before  that  hour,^  said  Raymond,  in  a  tone 
which  marked  the  full  exasperation  of  his  feel* 
iogs,  "  mine  shall  be  chained  and  crushed  in 
a  chamel-house : — ^but  look!"  And,  as  he  ut- 
tered the  word,  they  beheld  once  more  the 
mystmous  Lady  of  the  Veil,  standing  by  the 
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postern,  and  indicating,  by  a  raised  hand,  that 
ike  allotted  term  of  conference  had  expired. 

'^  We  must  part,"^  said  Constance,  *•*"  I  am 
summoned.'" 

Baymond  replied  in  low,  but  deep  and  impaa- 
sioned  tones — '^  Lady,  nay,  Constance!  dear 
Constance !  dark  as  the  storm  grows  round  ua, 
I  see  an  angel  that  sees  help.  Have  trust  in 
me.  Pillow  a  thousand  hopes  A^re,"  (touching 
his  breast.)  ^^  I  am  more  than  I  have  yet 
seemed — more  than  the  nameless  thing  De 
Mowbray  holds  me. — But,  first,  we  must  from 
hence ;  aye,  and  with  speed ;  for  if  the  sun 
again  rise  upon  us  in  Winchester,  other  and 
mightier  hands  may  prison  us  within  its  battle- 
ments than  those  of  earl  or  baron.  To-night, 
then,  and  at  the  mid-hour,  since  we  must  needs 
play  the  coward^s  game,  to  horse,  and  away! 
Flight  shall  be  our  first  victory.  The  grasp  of 
the  king  eluded,  other  perils  are  remote.  De 
Albemarle  still  revels  in  France  or  Normandy ; 
and  for  De  Lacy,  if  his  greeting  cumber  our 
path,  a  spirit  whispers  me  that  it  shall  prove 
right  lowly — as  low  as  his  grave  !^ 

In  another  instant,  it  was  the  Abbess,  and  not 
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Ramond,  who  stood  by  the  side  of  Constance. 
As  the  outer  portal  closed  upon  his  departnre, 
tketf  re-entered  the  cloisters  by  the  inner^  and 
were  followed  by  the  superior's  strange  atten- 
^t,  pacing  with  as  much  staid  precision,  as  if 
the  shadows  of  a  convent  had  deepened  upon 
lier  fixmi  childhood, 

"  Ere  upon  life  she  cast  a  look, 
Or  knew  the  world  that  she  fonook." 


CHAPTER  II. 

"  H;  toiii  if  (innen  entice  tbee,  MQfeat  tiioa  not.  If 
thejr  ur,  *  Come  with  at ;  let  ni  Uir  wut  tar  blood ;  let  si 
Inrk  pritiJj  (bt  the  huiocent  wlthont  cssie ;  let  oa  nnllow 
them  up  >Uie  u  the  gnn  ;  cut  in  tbr  lot  emooc  ni.'  Hj 
■OD,  walk  not  thon  in  tlie  mj  with  them.  If  Ihon  fotbenr  to 
ddiTer  them  that  are  drawn  onto  death,  and  tlMue  that  an 
rcadr  to  be  lUn.  V  lAeu  *t-*-  '  BtHoU,  I  bitm  it  ml,' 
doth  not  iHe  that  pondereth  the  hMrt  eontider  it  ?'' 

PnterU  nf  Svlamom. 

Wbilb  Raymond  wis  occupied  u  we  bsTe 

reUted  in  the  last  three  diaptera,  a  scene  wm 
passing  elsewhere,  in  which  he  was  sufficieotly 
involved,  by  the  evil  chance  of  De  Waleric's 
death.  For  the  development  of  this,  we  most 
request  the  reader  to  aooompany  us  to  the 
palace  of  the  Justiciary  Flambard ;  that  is  to 
say,  to  the  strong  castle  of  Wolveeley;  not, 
gmtle  tourist  of  Boutfaem  Britain,  the  fortren 
upon  v^oee  shattered  remains  thou  hast  per- 
hiqM  stood,  to  bless  the  pictoresqoe  genius  c^ 
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OIiTer  Cromwdl,  ao  well  flkiUed  to  round  off 
acute  angles,  and  break  upon  all  formal  con- 
tiimity  of  lines  in  castellated  architecture ;  but 
aa  erection  of  much  greater  antiquity,  said  to 
haye  arisen  at  the  command  of  the  first  Chris- 
tiaa  King  of  the  West  Saxons,  and,  although 
cooaiderably  enlarged  and  modified  at  subse- 
quent periods,  according  to  the  prevailing  taste 
of  eadv eq)ecially  after  the  Conquest;  still 
bearing,  at  the  time  we  treat  of,  distinct  evi- 
deooe  of  their  Saxon  origin.  It  was  in  &ct) 
a  veiy  powerful  structure,  and  few,  probably, 
would  then  have  su;^)ected,  that,  in  little  more 
than  forty  years,  it  would  require  to  be  repaired 
in  such  perfect  wise,  as  the  Scotch  saying  reports 
an  ii^;eiiiott8  Celt  to  have  re-organised  his  gun, 
when  he  gave  it  a  new  stock,  lock,  and  barrel. 
Nothing,  in  fact,  was  half  done  by  Henry  de 
Uois,  brother  of  King  Stephen,  who  threw  down 
without  scruple  the  massy  halls  of  Saxon  royalty 
—halls  in  which  the  pride  and  policy  of  an  Edgar 
had  been  alike  gratified,  when  from  his  semi* 
barbarous  tiurone,  he  beheld  the  tribute  of  wolves' 
heads,  exacted  from  the  Welsh,  and  paid,  ac- 
cording to  old  tradition,  annually  within  these 
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towers^  which,  at  lengthy  drew  their  appeyaiion 
from  the  circmnstanee. 

Bat  this  is  irrelevant.  Down,  ^:ftwbridge« 
and  up  portcullis  1  our  business  is  witUn,  There^ 
in  a  chamber  furnished  with  all  the  magnifr 
cence  and  luxury  the  age  had  attained,  sat  the 
proud  owner;  the  baaely-bom,  and  courtly-bred ; 
the  subtle,  and  the  terrible;  the  fierce,  and 
the  facetious ;  the  grasping  and  the  munificent ; 
the  toiling  diplomatist,  and  the  laug^iing  ban- 
vivant ;  the  queller  of  all  liberty,  the  patron  of 
all  art;  the  happy  courtier,  and  the  dreaded 
pleader.  To  crown  all,  the  Justiciary,  tranqn 
ling  upon  all  justice,  as  in  days  sufasequenty  the 
Prelate,  scoffing  at  all  religion** 

Around  this  planet  of  evil  lustre  were  several 
whom  circumstance  and  faction  had,  for  the 
time>  rendered  his  satellites,  each  of  "vdiom, 
nevertheless,  would  have  stabbed  him  to  the 
heart  with  infinite  satisfiustion,  had  the  posture 
of  affiurs  been  then  favourable  to  such  an  ex* 
ploit.  A  community  of  evil  paasions  indeed,  and 
seeming  interests  drew  them  together  for  the 

*  He  became  BUhop  of  Dorham. 


pMBoig  while,  and  induced  an  interchange  of 
boUow  conrtesies  between  parties,  who,  in 
reality,  hated  each  other  most  intensely.  With 
tiie  mutual  consciousness  of  this,  however,  they 
endured  collision,  until  the  fulfilment  of  their 
jmnt  purpose  in  the  league  should  dissolve  its 
difioordant  materials,  and  restore  them  to  that 
state  of  enmity,  which  seemed  as  natural  and 
fierce  as  the  war&re  between  Milton's  shadowy 
diampionfi.  Hot,  Cold,  Moist,  and  Dry. 

Amongst  the  visitors  at  Wolvesley,  we  may 
enumerate  Milo  de  Miles,  Earl  of  Hereford, 
and  Lord  High  Constable ;  Reginald  de  Lacy, 
a  powerful  baron  of  the  day,  with  whom  we  have 
yet  much  to  do ;  and,  besides  others  of  lesser 
name  and  influence,  the  reader's  grim  acquaint- 
ance, Hugo  de  Montgomery.  This  latter  per- 
aonage  stood  in  his  ordinary  defensive  guise; 
mailed  to  the  teeth,  half  supporting  himself  upon 
his  huge  two-handed  sword,  the  hilt  of  which 
rose  breast  high  under  the  bulky  warrior,  and 
bore,  indeed,  no  obvious  disproportion  to  the 
laige  and  sinewy  hand  that  grasped  it.  De  Lacy, 
the  youngest  man  in  presence,  stood  also,  as  if 
in  courtesy  to  the  Marshal;  while  the  Constable 
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and  others  sat  around  their  host,  who  occupied 
his  qdendid  seat  with  the  self-possession  of  one 
aceostomed  rather  to  receive  deference  than  to 
extend  it  to  others. 

At  the  instant  of  their  being  thus  grouped, 
a  pause  had  occurred  in  conversation,  and  each 
seemed  to  await  some  expected  entry  or  cir- 
cumstance before  again  addressing  his  eompar 
nions. 

Suddenly  the  door  flew  wide,  and  in  posted 
the  well-appareUed  body  of  Sir  Dbert  de  Tun* 
bridge,  who  doffing  his  plumed  cq>,  advanced 
with  a  hurried  step  to  the  assembled  conclave. 

^'  How  now,  De  Tunbridge,"  said  the  Marshal, 
''  What  good  news  with  thee!" 

^^  De  Mowlpty  is  at  York,''  answered  the 
gallant,  with  flushed  cheek,  and  fiery  eyes. — 
"  At  York,"  he  repeated,  "  with'a  vast  powar  I 
caU  ye  that  good !" 

"  Aye,  by  St.  Hugh  of  Cluni !  passing  good ! 
The  nigher  the  ditch,  the  quicker  the  fisdl  !^ 

''  The  threatened  head,""  said  Fhunbard,  t'  lives 
to  grow  grey.  This  rider  will  leap  both  diteh 
and  rampart,  if  he  come  fairiy  hither,  and  bend 
his  knee  but  mid-way  to  the  earth  in  the  kii^^a 
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«je.  Tosh, sirs!  there  lacks  but  a  quiek  stride 
or  twOf  this  way  or  that,  to  make  or  mar  De 
Mowbiaj.  If  he  hold  off  till  the  court  breaks, 
we  crush  him !  if  not,  and  his  rehictant  homage 
be  giren,  even  with  frowns  and  cmnes  here  in 
Windiester-^-look  to  yonrselves,  fair  sirs !  So 
much  for  that.     What  more,  SirKnightT 

^  This,  of  what  stamp  ye  will,^'  replied  De 
Tunhridge— "  Fom-  barks  from  Norway  on  the 
h%ii  seas,  De  Mowbray  hath  laid  dutch  on — 
how  richly  laden,  the  devil  knows,  not  I;  but 
they  have  buried  their  anchors  in  Tyne  sands, 
tkaft  certain.** 

^  The  fiend  pampers  his  own,''  said  the  Con^ 
staUe.     ^^  How  learnt  ye  this  V 

""  What  recks  it  f  interrupted  Flambard.— 
^  Look ;  thus  it  is ;  these  barks  will  float  the 
fortunes  of  their  captor  ten  tides  above  the  moor- 
ings of  ye  all,  or  give  them  to  the  breakers, 
dadied  in  splinters.'" 
^^  How  judge  ye  so  r  queried  Montgomery. 
^  7%ttf ,  gentle  Marshal,^retumed  the  minister, 
^these  ships  we  talk  of  shall  the  red  fingers  of 
Bittfus  itch  to  have  in  tow.  Failing  that,  he  wil> 
look  for  ffold^  gold,,  noble  Hugo,  which  even 
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priests  confess  answereth  for  all  things.  Now^ 
if  De  Mowbray  yield,  and,  to  the  boot  of  that, 
pay  homage  for  his  earldom,  by  good  St.  Peter ! 
although  the  words  be  all  but  growled  in  the 
king'^s  ear,  and  every  merk  down-counted  with  a 
corse,  I  say,  and  say  again,  that  ye  have  sown 
the  wind !  Thereafter,  wrestle  who  will  with 
black  Earl  Robert,  his  guerdon  shall  be  cracked 
ribs,  by  V  Lady !" 

There  was  a  moment^s  gloomy  silence  after 
this  consolatory  assurance,  broken  only  by  the 
mailed  foot  of  Montgomery  beating  that  mono- 
tonous tattoo  which  has  long  been  considered 
as  sacred  to  St.  Nicholas;  his  grizzled  head 
keeping  time,  as  it  were,  by  a  measured  vibra- 
tion, to  the  ill-omened  harmony.  At  length  he 
muttered,  over  the  cross-hilt  of  his  huge  weapon, 
^'  How,  if  he  list  to  yield  nor  ships,  nor  gold  !^ 
''  Then,  Marshal  of  England ! "  replied  the 
Justiciary,  rising,  ^^  and  thou.  Sir  Constable,  and 
good  knights  all,  buckle  mail  and  belt  brand — 
spread  banner  and  couch  lance ;  and  ho !  for 
the  rebellious  north !  Thus  shall  it  be,  ii^  by 
Ood^s  blessing,  Northumberland  prove  stubborn. 
Meanwhile,  let  us  to  other  gear  touching  the 
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faeloTed  Robert. — Whose  dexterous  hand  can 
fling  upon  hkn  the  blood  of  De  Walerie  ?  Whose 
lip  can  swear !    Who  saw  ?    Who  heard  ?^ 

Again  there  was  a  gloomy  silence ;  and  again 
it  WIS  broken  by  the  Marshal. 

^'Piah!"  he  exclaimed  impatiently;    "  this 

akiUs  not,  Sir  Justiciary.     I  wot  it  is  for  thy 

deridy  craft  to  furnish  forth  this  matter;  to 

giTe  it  eyes,  and  ears,  and  tongue.  By  St.  Peter ! 

I  win  be  plain  with  thee,  Ranulph  Flambard ; 

men  say,  thy  mother  was  a  witch,  and  the  very 

de?il  himself  thy  father.*    It  were  right  strange 

iC  with  as  petty  a  springe,  thou  could'st  not 

nare  as  mighty  a  fowl.    Tush,  man,  thou  hast 

the  craft  and  glib  speech  to  make  the  cleanest 

huid  in  Britain  blood-red  as  though  it  were 

dqiped  in  the  far  waters  that  drowned  King 

Pharaoh." 

The  Justiciary  was,  at  least,  clerkly  enough  to 
smile  at  this  happy  image ;  but  he  gave  another 
turn  to  his  mirth. 

''Clean  hand$^  said  ye!  By  St  Mary!  a 
proper  jest !     Who  amongst  ye  all  can  pluck 

4 

^  The  popular  genealogy  of  this  behved  minister  \ 
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me  such  a  marvdlloaB  thing  forth  of  his  gaimt' 
let!  Not  thauy  Montgomeiy,  if  they  of  the 
Western  Marches  speak  sooth.  No !  nor  thy 
fair  brother,  Armilph  of  Pembroke,  the  sweetest 
delight  of  whose  soul  is  murder!  Nor  thou^ 
De  Miles  of  Hereford  I  nor  thou,  nor  ihra, 
nor  thou  !^  turning  to  eadi  of  his  remaiiiiflg 
guests  except  De  Tunbridge,  and  then  adding^ 
with  smooth  soom,  *^  For  thee,  Sir  Ilbert,  I  wMl 
say  nought  of  blood  upon  thy  hands;  belike  thoo 
would'st  have  fear  to  suUy  thy  iair  hawking 
gloves." 

All  aflected  to  smile  darkly  at  these  sinister 
jests ;  every  finger,  at  the  same  time,  tinglii^ 
to  repay  them  with  cold  steel ;  but  the  time,  as 
we  have  said,  was  not  yet  ripe.  The  Justiciaiy 
went  on. 

''  Well,  red  or  bhick,  it  boots  not  What  of 
the  kinsman  of  this  murdered  man!  the  sad- 
eyed,  sober-browed  De  Aldery.  What  make 
ye  of  him !"" 

''  'Faith,  neither  shaft  nor  bcdt,""  said  Mont- 
gomery. ^*  De  Aldery !  pish !  a  clod— an  icicle 
— a  gallesB  pigeon,  that  would  not  peck  even 
the  hand  of  a  babe,  if  thrust  into  its  nest.    His 
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Uood  m  tUiuier  thtn  ^^ter,  and  creeps  througli 
'Wm  of  snow.  He,  foreootii,  prides  him  upon 
lus  g^eroofi  thoughts.  He  will  not  hold  a  foul 
nspeion.  He  f  He  will  not  tiaiok  it  of  theTwble 
Earl  1  Now  a  phigue  upon  such  icy-livered  var- 
ktft!  tbey  would  not  move  an'  if  De  Mowbray 
had  slabbed  their  fathers  r 

'^OW  but  ye  wrong  De  Aldery,"  said  the 
CcMiBtaUe,  **  flintrcold  as  he  seems,  there  is 
good  fire  to  be  struck  out  of  him  yet." 

^  What  prate  ye  of  fire  or  snow  i^  exclaimed 
the  Minister.  ^^  Who  sees  not  upon  what  cur- 
rent this  bark  is  afloat  i  Fat  Hugh4e-Loup,  the 
glutton  of  Chester — he  it  is  that  hath  sH  the 
ny  with  De  Waleric's  kinsman ;  he  hath  a 
strong  hand  upon  both  oars  of  the  youtVs 
thoughts,  and  rows  them  whither  he  will.  And, 
metfainks,  we  haTe  all  heard  somewhat  of  a 
kagoe  betwixt  the  Western  Wolf  and  the  North- 
ern Bear,  if  they  but  listed  to  avouch  it  frankly. 
Tut,  tut,  Hugh  Lupus  hath  cleansed  De  Mow- 
bfay  of  all  suspicion  in  the  bosom  of  De  Aldery. 
Bat  yet !  is  he  so  resolute  to  hold  him  mum! 
Will  he  not  hither  upon  our  fiur  entreaty  !'^   ' 

^'  No,  by  St.  Anton  r  replied  De  Tunbridge, 
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''  he  holds  him  coldly  off;  charges  his  kinsman's 
death  upon  the  Saxon,  and  there  an  end." 

"  Oh,  doth  he  so  ?"  said  Flambard.  "  Why ! 
there  an  end  of  him.  That  maim,  methinks, 
will  heal  without  a  bandage.  Lacking  De  AI- 
dery  in  our  purpose  is  but  a  fingw  scratdied, 
and  not  a  hand  chopped  off.  But  thus  it  is 
when  men  are  led  like  babes !  He  dare  not 
come;  dare  not^  at  peril  of  a  chiding  from 
Hugh  Lupus,  or  a  dark  look  from  the  omnipo- 
tent De  Mowbray,  who  wears  a  dagger  in  his 
brow  to  kill  with  frowns!  the  blessed  saints 
buckler  ye  all  from  the  fell  dint  thereof  I " 

'^  Aye,"^  growled  the  provoked  Maishal,  ^^  and 
from  that  worse  weapon  upon  the  lip,  which 
stabs  with  smiles." 

"  Oh,  both,  both,  both,"  responded  the  un- 
wincing  Ranulph;  ^'  marry  and  amm.  But  now, 
witii  right  Christian  wisdom,  from  praying  to 
plotting.  Hereisnew  workforusall;  todef<»id 
the  villanous  Saxons.  The  swine-fed  churls, 
albeit,  if  the  truth  were  foolishly  spoken,  as 
surely  guilty  of  this  slaughter  as  ever  was  Cain 
of  his  brother  Abel's,  must  needs  be  quit  of  a 
dack  deed  for  once.    Haply  we  may,  with  the 
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better  conscience,  cumber  their  broad  backs  an- 
other day,  that,  for  this  present  need,  we  strive 
to  tumble  the  black  burden  npon  loftier  shoulders. 
Maik,  I  have  here  a  deputation  from  ^  the 
hundred'  in  which  De  Waleric   fell,  praying 
the  king's  remission  of  his  fine ;  for  that,  as 
tkey  plead,  the  levies  to  uphold  his  Orace  s 
court  this  blessed  feast,  have   shorn  them  to 
the  quick.  Now,  to  that  marvellous  He  amongst 
them  all  who  bears  a  brain,  it  shall  be  whis- 
pered after  what  fashion  he  were  wise  to  plead ; 
he  shall  have  hint  to  cry  abud,  and  spare  not, 
against  a  Ncrman^  seized,  as  it  were,  red-handed 
upon  the  very  threshold  of  that  slaughter-house, 
even  while  the  blood  yet  flowed  —  weaponed, 
scathless,  and  guiltily  plunged  amidst  fern  and 
coppice.    On  him  and  on  his  followers  (for  there 
shall  not  lack  proof  that  he  had  such)  the 
Saxons  may  chai^  home  De  Waleric's  death ; 
and  then  let  Raymond  of  the  heart  of  steel,  if 
so  ye  call  him,  give  them  the  lie  as  he  best 
may.'* 

''  Well,''  s^d  the  Constable,  De  Miles,  shak- 
ing his  heavy  head,  ^^  for  mine  own  part,  I  should 
but  swim  with  leaden  fins  in  these  dark  floods  of 
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policy;  but,  if  I  heard  thy  story  aright,  D© 
Tunbridge,  this  bridge  will  scantly  fit  the  stream* 
How,  if  De  Mowbray's  knave  prove  that  he  was 
gyved  to  the  earth,  foot,  hand  and  head!" 

"  Oramercy  f "  exclaimed  Flambard,  ^  look 
well  to  that^  Sir  Knight !  Ye  told  me  not  of 
gyves.  Who  cut  him  loose  therefrom,  I  pray 
you?" 

"S'death!''  cried  the  perplexed  De  Tim- 
bridge,  '^  How  shall  I  tell  ye  that  ?  I  was  busy- 
ing me  the  whUst  with  the  dead  men.*" 

^^  Dead  men  !^  sud  the  Jnsticiary.  *^  Oh, 
thou  should^st  have  let  the  carrion  bleed  m 
peace,  and  busied  thee  with  the  living !  Dead 
men,  forsooth !  a  very  profitless  cumber !  Good 
lack,  good  lack !     Here  is  a  piteous  rent  in  % 

fietir  garment!^ 

''  Plague  on'^t,'*^  rejoined  Sir  Ubert,  cudgeBing 
his  recollection  soundly.  ^'  It  was  ....  tut! 
either  ^was  one  of  Hugh-le-Loup^s  varlets^  or  a 
bustling  knave  of  the  home-come  gallant  Dti 
Coci — one  or  other,  I  am  well  nigh  sure."^ 

"  Why,  if  the  firsts  said  Flambard,  **good 
night  all !  our  bark  of  trust  is  amidst  the  break- 
ers.   But,  if  the  last,  yarely,  my  hearts !    we 
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sdll  may  run  before  the  gale ;  gentle  Sir  Ilbert, 
hoist  thou  sail  the  first,  and  have  Du  Coei  hither 
with  all  speed.*' 

The  kni^t  vanished  upcm  his  errand. 

^'Now,  on  my  life,"  observed  the  Constable, 
^  Sir  nbert  is  a  pack-horse  m  these  matters/' 

''A  serviceable  man,"  said  Flambard,  with 
the  half  contemptuous  aeeent  and  manner  of 
c»ie  who  praises  a  good  groom. 

^'Aye,"  replied  the  Marshal,' in  like  strain, 
^*  managed  aright,  and  humoured.'^ 

^  But  now,"  resumed  the  Minister,  ^'  touching 
this  said  Du  Coci,  whom  I  r^nember  me  a( 
GIoBoester,  a  fresh  gallant  and  a  fxee,  hurled 
out  of  his  saddle  by  De  Mowbray,  as  though  a 
loek  had  been  flung  upon  him, — ^think  we  of 
AtM,  good  Marshal  I  Shape  we  our  work  before 
we  buy  the  tool  I " 

^^  Buy  him  and  stint  not,"  said  Montgomery, 
^^he  ia  of  that  metal  which  does  good  service. 
He  hath  such  cause  to  hate  De  Mowbray  that 
it  win  be  rig^t  strange  if  he  strike  not  as  bold  a 
stroke  as  who  strikes  Ixddest.  Moreover,  Ba- 
milph,  Alberic  Bu  Ccici  hath  that  in  brow  and 
bearing — ^action  and  speech,  which  the  King 
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the  efitertainer ;  ^^  we  have,  evea  now^  dsank  to 
the  binding  up  of  the  broken  knee,  and  we  Io(A 
to  be  pledged  therefor,  in  derkly^wiae,  witfi  v&j 
quaintly*conceited  phrases.^ 

^^  Then  hare  ye  dipped  into  a  bankn^t^s  cof- 
fer,^ answered  the  knight,  as  he  set  down  the  cup 
after  no  deaqpicable  libadon.  ^*  Bat,  methinka,^ 
he  added,  looking  around  him,  ^^  there  is  here 
better  work  toward  than  such  jaek-an-ape  mop- 
ping and  mowing  as  ye  would  put  me  upon. 
Look,  sirs,  I  have  so  pieced  together  the  broken 
lance  that  it  shall  rig^t  well  content  me  to  d^ 
TOUT  it  bodily,  steel-head  and  adben-stave,  if  it 
do  me  not  yet  fairer  service  than  ever,  when.  I 
have^  once  more,  friend  to  back,  or  foe  to  face. 
Truly,  as  yet,  I  know  not  whether.my  hsp  is  to 
meet  with  one  or  toother  in  merry  England.*" 

''  Oh,  boih,  by  St.  Mary  T  cried  the  Justi- 
cikry;  ^'we  will  purvey  thee  both,  and  that 
speedily — nay,  thou  shalt  have  cAotce,  too,  gentle 
Sir  Alberic — choice  to  thy  heart's  content — as 
thus: — Here  is  a  fair  company,  earls  and  so 
forth.  Marshal  and  Constable,  and  the  fiendkn<iW8 
what ;  SIX  knights  and  one  poor  courtier ;  lA 
proper  men  as  ev^  woot  unhanged ;  abundantly 
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ined^mtsfmtmiinatamiUimis.  Now,  ivliether 
idt  thou  tliat  these  take  tliee  by  the'  hand 
or  tfapoat !  ohooae — good  Sir  Alberio,  ehoose. 
Again :  there  is  an  eari  in  the  far  north,  y^elept 
I>B  MowmuT,  veiy  sufficiently  stuffikl  with  pride 
and  potency — a  notable  man  of  his  haada  with 
bnoe  and  battle-axe,  and,  withal,  thirsting  with 
the  thirst  of  the  desert-Uon  for  the  heartVblood 
of  Du  Cod.  Choose  yet  i^un.  Sir  Alberie ! 
shall  it  be — ap  and  strive,  ox^— down  and  sue  i 
gaDant  defiance,  or  aocurst  submiauon  I  chival- 
1008  daring,  ot  foot-licking  baseness  T 

^^  Why  r  retomed  Du  Coci,  ^^  this  now  is  sneh 
ehoice  as  to  a  drownii^man  'sink  or  swim, 
gslfer  !  ehoose  ye  !^  as  if  it  were  a  nice  choice, 
Ood  wot !  betwixt  seven  foes  and  never  a  friend: 
But,  by  St.  Francis,^  he  oontimied,  looking  at 
Fiambftrd,  ^'ye  are  a  subtle  nation,  ye  Justi- 
ciaries !  OooA  reason  have  ye,  if  yi»  but  offer 
one  poor  bezant  for  ^e  servicenf  as  much  blood 
and  bone  as  may  be  thrust  into  one  pair  of 
gumtfets !  Come,  there  is  a  mine  to  dig  undar 
De  Mowbray^s  foot — that  I  perceive  and  plainly ; 
go  to^  then,  what  shall  I  have  for  taking  sqpade 
and  mattock  with  ye  I  tell  me  thatj  Cair  ws.". 
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«  ^^  Oh,  but  ye  nm  before  your  horse  to  nmrket," 
said  the  Justiciary ;  *^  this  qu&rry  is  to  be  stmck 
before  we  price  the  skin.  Whdtshalt  thou  have, 
quotha!  marry,  thine  own  head  upon  thine 
own  shoulders !  a  very  blessed  matter  in  these 
evil  days,  I  promise  you."*' 

"  Very  like,"  answered  the  adventurer ;  **  but 
I  will  hack  it  thence  with  my  own  dagger^  if 
there  be  not  brain  enough  within  to  bid  me 
hold  offhand  from  profitless  peril." 

"  Profitless  V*  exclaimed  Montgomery,  "  pro- 
fitless, say  you !  Is  there  no  profit  in  the  saving 
of  life  and  limb !  Hast  thou  forgotten  De  Mow-* 
bray'^s  oath  in  the  fair  aisles  of  Duiiiam  V* 

*^  Draw  nearer  home,  Sir  Earl,"  said  Flam* 
bard ;  ^^  hath  the  good  Knight  forgotten  in  what 
wise  De  Mowbray  hath  avenged  him  on  De  W»- 
leric?  hath  he  forgotten  that!  there  was  a 
hideous  blow  stricken  at  thrice  a  hundred  miles 
off!  By  good  St.  Peter  !  I  wiU  say  this — and 
say  it  to  ye  ail — ye  are  not  safe.  Sir  Knightsi 
not  one  I  He  who  offends  Earl  Robert — heaven 
be  with  him  ! — there  is  little  else  for  him  in 
this  world  but  to  be  well  shriven — well  and 
^icklyy  byV  Lady.     Marry,,  touching  the-wovk 
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in  buid,  if  I  were  not  a  thou^t  less  wise  than 
geii»oxis,  it  would  be  my  cue  to  wash  mine  haads 
00%  now  and  for  ever*    What  is  De  Mowbray 
to  Bannlph  Flambard!  or  Banulph  Flambard 
to  De  Mowbray!    Verily,  we  were  ambitiously 
honed,  indeed,  if  there  were  not  prancing  space 
lor  both,  enou^  and  to  spare,  'twixt  Bambo- 
rough  aad  Wolvedey !     Strong  man  though  he 
be,  I  think  he  is  scarce  Samson  enough  to  lum- 
ber down  these  towers  about  mine  ears ;  and, 
were  hi$  earldom  split  into  a  hundred  baronies, 
not  a  hide  thereof  would  come  under  plough  of 
mine.     Now,  it  is  far  other  with  Hugo  de  Mont- 
gomeiy ;  aye,  and  the  rest  of  ye !     Ye  would  be 
all  for  a  quick  finger  in  that  pasty,  I  warrant  ye. 
On  the  other  hand,  if  the  oak  of  De  Mowbray's 
fortunes  roots  itself  but  the  stronger  for  this 
hiaat,  it  is  not  upon  field  or  forest  of  mine  that 
his  avenging  fingers  can  lay  clutch ;  it  will  be 
thorn,  gentle  Marshal,  and  the  good  Constable 
here,  and  stout  De  Lacy,  and  spruce  Sir  Ubert, 
and  othexs  of  your  faction,  that  will  have  the 
broken  bank  of  the  stream  to  scramble  upon. 
Good  fiuth,  when  the  evil  wind  sits  in  that 
t)aarier,  lode,  to  thy  goodly  manors  in  Stafford- 
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shire,  Earl  Hugo! — Reginald  de  Lacy,  have 
thought  for  thy  towers  of  Newark,  feet  the  foe 
of  its  hearths  be  flung  aloft  to  the  roof-tree. — 
Take  good  heed,  Milo  de  Miles,  that  strangers 
hands  thrust  not  a  deadly  sielde  into  thy  harvests 
betwixt  Trent  and  Humber! — Beware,  Gnid* 
Baliol,  of  a  mi^^ier  hunter  in  thy  forests  of 
Teesdale  and  Marwood,  than  ever  yet  fihot  at  a 
stag  therein  !  Oh,  look  to  your  pmper  sdves^ 
fttir  Sirs,  for,  win  or  lose,  this  matter  is  all  your 
own! *' 

'' WeU!"  exclaimed  Du  Coci,  laughing,  ^'if 
the  master-pilot  speak  sooth,  ye  are  a  goodfy 
fleet  to  sail  with  on  a  rough  ocean  1  here  be  ten 
chances,  methinka,  out  of  a  hundred  for  making 
harbour,  and  the  remainder  ninety  for  going 
down  headlong !  but,  courage  my  hearts  1  there 
is  cheicey  as  the  phraaorgoes!  dhoice  betwixt 
splitting  ufon  the  bUusk  jeef  of  De  Mowbray's 
vengeance,  or  tanking  until  the  hnrrieane  oi  his 
wrath  founder  the  stroQgest  in  midrsea ! " 

*'*■  Aye,'*  said  the  Justiciary,  *'  but.  tkom^  Al- 
bene  dtt  Coci,  thou,  of. all  men,  art.  the  want 
adrift  upon  its  troubled!:  waters !  ceme  wzadc, 
come  roar,  thou  hast  but  one.  pocM:  plank  her 
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twsrt  iky  feeble  body  and  the  feaming  brine. 
Why^  good  Sir  Alberic,  thou  art  here^  I  take 
it,  ^th  thine  ^ichequer  vipon  thy  back ;  to  wit, 
the  cost  of  a  frayed  haubaik,  and  cloak.  These, 
and  the  ftg^nd  of  a  soldier's  life,  thon  hast  to 
kee,  when  it  shall  please  Heaven,  we  will  not  say 
^  whoi  it  shall  please  De  Mowbray  ^  though,  as 
Montgomery  says,  there  hath  gone,  up  an  oath 
^fran  the  fair  aisles  of  Dtu^iam,'  what  then! 
He  that  sleeps  under  lifted  steel  shall  awake  with 
his  throat  cut ;  up  and  be  doing  !-  swear  thou 
against  the  swearer,  and  let  the  seven  weeks' 
end  show  which  must  be  forsworn !  Ne  feriare 
fori.  Sir  Alberic!  or,  in  less  clerkly  phrase, 
Strike !  lest  thou  be  stricken !  Banded  with 
these  around  thee,  there  is  good  hope  that 
thou  shalt  smite' the  smiter.  If  not,  and  thou 
wik  stand  iJoM,  why — so*.  I  do  commend  thee 
to  sanctuary  with  all  speed !  and  well  if  the  very 
horns  of  the  altar  keep  thee  from  the  twang  of 
(hat  deadly  bow  which  dealt  but  yesterday  upon 
the  brave  De  Waleric/' 

^'Now,  by.  my  patron  saint ! "  exclaimed  Du 
Coei,  ^'  this  is  such  garbage  as  may  fit  the  maw 
of  .tha  kite,  but  makes  the  gorge  of  the  eagle 
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rise  in  abhorring  scorn  !  My  Lord  Justiciary  1 
and  thou,  Earl  of  Shrewsbury!  and  good  Knights 
aU!   hear!    and  have  done.     Stretch  me  the 
hand  of  fellowship,  and  I  will  grasp  it  with  as 
bold  and  true  a  palm  as  the  best  He  amongst 
ye  that  sees  a  thousand  lances  flash  under  his 
spread  banner !  but  deal  not  with  me  as  with  a 
craven  boy,  that  will  tiot  leap  the  ditch  until 
the  horns  of  the  bull  are  like  to  hurl  him  across 
it !  Think  ye  I  have  such  terror  of  De  Mowbray, 
that,  for  the  fool's  wages  of  little  promise  and 
much  threat,  I  will  at  once  bind  me  body  and 
soul  to  the  jealous  quarrel  of  others !   By  St. 
Jude,  ye  have  run  a  tilt  at  the  wrong  quintain  i 
show  me  who  swears  against  my  life,  and,  if  my 
hand  keep  not  my  head,  off  with  them  both,  say 
I.    Nay,  I  will  take  part,  too,  in  the  feud  of 
others,  if  I  be  freely  minded,  and  strike  with 
those  ^o  strike  &irly ;  but,  in  the  way  of  vbab, 
look  ye,  I  care  not  one  poor  bezant  for  the  best 
league  against  Northumbria's  Earl  that  may  be 
patched  up  out  of  the  pride  and  hatrpd  of  all 
Britain,  backed  by  the  Marshal  and  the  Con- 
stable, and  headed    by  the  great  Justiciary. 
And  touching  mine  exchequer,''  continued  ths 
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Kiii^t  with  growing  aiiimatioii,  ^letme  tdl  ye, 
noble  sifs,  ye  have  hearkened  to  a  lying  Bfirii  in 
tlua  too.  I  have  reaped,  in  this  goodiy  field  of 
Wioehester,  a  golden  harvest,  with  a  pecnUar 
sickle ;  and  garnered  into  my  coflkra  that  which 
shall  fence  me  from  the  winter  of  evil-hap  this 
raany.a  day.  I  am  now  in  plight  to  dap  into 
mailed  eoat  and  steel  saddle  some  fifty  gallants, 
li^^t* hearted  and  heavy-handed;  as  jolly  a 
pkmp  of  spears  as  ever  rode  nndar  a  bachelor's 
peiman.  Backed  with  sach  eq)ecial  prancen, 
I  care  not,  I,  for  Baron  or  Earl, 

*'  Jfohim  or  Bohaa, 
Mmdiena»  or  ZtendefiDe/* 

**'  It  shall  go  hard,  in  these  stirring  times,  bnt 
we  wiD  find  enough  to  win  and  wear,  although 
the  fiig-end  (as  ye  have  phrased  it)  of  a  soldier's 
Hfe  be  spun  out  until,  like  the  gallant  Siward  of 
Norduimbeiiand,  we  fear  to  die  like  brutes  in 
their  littered  staUs,  rather  than  warriors  in  steel 

^'  Oh,  well  said,  well  said !"  exclaimed  Flam* 
bard,  with  admiration,  half-feigned,  half-real, 
and  glancing  his  eye  around,  as  if  to  challenge  a 

feeling  from  the  rest ;  '^wellan4 


40  KITPtTAt 

pUmAy  Bflid !'  aad  I  wouM^  for  ihy  sake,  good 
Sir  Alberic,  and^fbr  that  of  tiiy  brsTe  foUowvn 
(to  say  nought  of  De  Walericy  ^o  is  past  ftoKy^ 
ktg  for),  that  the  stoat  Saxon  je  have  named 
had  beeik  Earl  of  the  villanous  North  even  to 
this  day;  but  yet,^  he^added,  as  if  ooxreeting 
JrimHetf,  ^^  what  prate  we  of  De  Mowbray  and 
his  oath  ?  Enough  have  we  heard  to  wamnt  us 
that  Alberic  du  Goci  will  laugh  at  both ;  ayes 
though  his  pennon  fluttered  in  Tyne  breeieai> 
within  bow-«hot  of  the  towers  that  yestemo<m 
were  robbed  of  their  Constable  with  such  a  bloody 
hand;^ 

''  By  St.  Mary/'  cried  the  adventurer,  ''  1 11 
ixSL  ye  what — I  would  it  were  my  hap  to  leap 
into  De  Waleric's  saddle,  foully  emptied  as  it 
was !  It  would  content  me  well  to  have  those 
towefs  for  the  q>eedy  winningand  safe  hoMii^ 
if  with  three  words  from  the  king's  lip  I  did 
not  rend  the  prey  from  the  q[K>iler,  I  would  t^ 
heaven  bright  steel  might  never  more  come  in 
my  clutch  !'*  * 

To  this  point  had  the  conversation  beat  for 
tfao  most  part  tendmg,  and  upon  this,  as  upon 
the  common  centre  of  all  interests,  it  now 


stMiily  T6f  olved.  As,  however^  the  contmued 
dsilogoe  by  iriiioii  Du  Goci  secnred  at  last  a 
prondae  of  the  coostablefihip  of  Newcastle,  was 
of  that  baxgain-makhig  diaraeter,  at  aU  times 
better  glanced  at  than  detailed,  we  shall  endear 
four  to  piit  a  timely  curb  upon  our  coUoqinal 
propensities.  In  brief,  then,  a  treaty  of  allianee, 
offensiTe  and  defenrive  was  now  formed  between 
Du  Cod  and  the  &ction  opposed  to  his  potent 
adversary  of  Nordmmberknd. 

Little  diftcolty  was  experienced  by  the  con* 
tracting  powers  in  adjusting  the  terms  of  their 
league.  Upon  the  strength  of  the  King^s  pre* 
vious  promise  to  Montgomery,  the  good  knight, 
Sir  Alberic  du  Cod  was  assured  of  immediate 
installation  in  the  Castellanship  of  the  New 
Gasde,  with  full  grant  of  such  rights,  and  prv- 
vOege,  and  adjacent  territoiy,  as  heretofore  had 
been  annexdd  to  the  possession  of  the  fortress. 
Promise  also  was  given  of  aid  and  rescue  in  the 
event  of  his  being  bedded  by  a  power  of  such 
superiority  as  to  render  long  defence  impnu^ 
ticable.  Upon  the  part  of  the  Constable  elect 
it  was  engaged  that  he  should  diligently  and 
Idthfidly  dischaige   all  duties  of  watch   and 
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ward — coinage  and  castle-guard ;  and,  with  band 
and  heart,  by  night  and  by  day — against  force 
or  fraud,  the  devil  or  De  Mowbray,  keep,  hold, 
and  defend  the  said  towers,  then  and  for  eveiv 
more.  This  was  the  basis:  but  there  were 
minor  articles,  which,  as  Du  Coci  plainly  saw, 
involved  mudi  of  the  service  eepecially,  though 
covertly,  demanded  from  him  in  return  for  his 
northern  settlement.  Their  main  scope  was  a 
poor  and  busy  subserviency,  on  the  part  of  the 
Knight,  to  all  purposes,  pre-arranged  or  subse- 
quent, of  the  faction  now  strengthening  itself 
against  Robert  de  Mowbray ;  including  such  a 
system  of  espial  upon  that  nobleman  as  the 
frank-hearted  adventurer,  although  not  caring 
to  boggle  at  there  and  then,  resolved,  in  his 
secret  soul,  to  modify  very  materially  when  aace 
fiiirly  seated  in  his  Castle  on  Tyne  bank. 

The  stress  laid  by  the  Marshal  and  the  Jnsd- 
eiary  upon  De  Waleric^s  death,  and  their  nn- 

r 

scrupulous  assumption  of  the  crime  having  been 
committed  by  De  Mowbray  did  not  escape  his 
observation;  but  he  forbore  to«ssert  his  own 
well-grounded  conviction  of  its  injustice,  having, 
by  this  time,  seen  and  heard  enough  to  ^)priae 
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Urn  not  only  of  tiie  genend  state  at  parties  in 
Enf^and,  but  of  the  peculiar  use  to  which 
Montgomery  and  De  Tunbridge  had,  from  the 
first,  agreed  to  put  the  chance  of  De  Waleric's 
deatii.  He  foresaw  equally  that  an  attempt 
woold  be  made  to  substantiate  the  chai^  before 
the  King,  and  that  the  only  circumstance  upcm 
whieh  defence  could  be  grounded  efficiently, 
was  that  of  the  person  branded  as  De  Mow- 
fars/s  agent,  being,  at  the  instant  of  discovery, 
found  manacled  to  the  earth  in  utter  helpless- 
noas.  He  knew  that  the  attestation  of  this 
could  idone  rebut  the  unjust  charge,  and,  how- 
ever toreiga  to  the  purpose  of  the  confederates, 
he  knew  also  that  to  such  attestation  he  had 
ffdemnly  pledged  himself  to  Cceur  d'Acier. 

It  was  not  therefore  the  cue  of  Sir  Alberic 
to  express  disbelief  of  De  Mowbray's  guilt, 
since,  to  do  so,  was  like  throwing  in  the  way  of 
his  patrons  his  personal  knowledge  of  the  tran^ 
aaction,  and  suggesting  to  them,  as  it  were,  the 
expediency  of  wringing  from  him  some  pledge 
that  neither  his  own  evidence,  nor  that  of  b*B 
retainer,  should  tend  to  establish  suph  a  fact  in 
the  presence  of  the  Sovereign. 
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He  determined,  therefore^  upon:  remainiag 
prudentially  silent,  and  to  trust  to  his  own  good 
fortune  for  avoiding  both  horns  of  ihe  dilenuna 
— for  maintidning,  at  once,  faith  with  Bajmiond^ 
and  good  fellowship  with  his  new  associates. 

All  this  was  ^  v&ry  fine,'  but  whether  equally 
piaeticable  renuuned  for  proof.  The  party,  in^ 
deed,  suspected  too  strongly  his  knowled^  of 
the  only  circumstance  bearing  against  them; 
and  were  determined  upon  having  something 
like  assurance,  that  he  should  not  render  it  a 
stumbling  Uock  in  their  immediate  paths. 

The  imperfect  recollection  of  De  Tunbridge^ 
however,  rendered  it  politic  rather  to  ailude  to 
than  to  assertf  and  the  matter  was  thus  adroitly 
insinuated  by  the  Justiciary. 

^^  And  nowy  gentle  Sir  Albaric^  what  remains 
but  that  we  procure  thee  tO'  be  empowered,  and 
accredited  ^  par  lettre  et  par  saisine,'  as  the  law 
hath  it,  and  pray  Heaven  for  thy  safe  journey 
northward!  Upon  my  life!^'  he  added,  as  if 
with  a  sudden  touch  of  generous  indignatioiii 
^'  'twere-  fitting  the  King  knew  in  how  great 
peril  hia  Uege  vassals  betake  them  to  the  green- 
wood  upon  their  lawful  occasions.     TAou,  Du 
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Coei,  in  espec^,  hast  cauiae  to  wish  that  this 

monstrous  ataughter  which  De  Mowbray  hath 

done  wece  Mlj  proven  against  him;  and,  I  take 

shame  to  tell  thee,  there  are  who,  for  base  Inoie, 

or  yet  baser  y«ar,  prate  even  of  the  serviceable 

TiUain  who  hath  stricken  for  him  (this  subtle 

Raymond)  as  though,  forsooth,  in  their  vast 

charity,  they  saw  not  that  his  guilt  stands  out 

grosB  as  a  mountain  at  broad  noon !    Now,  he 

thai  shall  meet  with  such  a  varlet,  and  cuts  not 

out  his  tongue  for  its  viUanous  waggmg,  by 

Maiy-mother,  I  will  hold  him  for  a  false-hearted 

stave,  a  bamer  and  a  foot-licker  of  De  Mowbray, 

and  an  evil-wisher  to  all  in  this  noble  and 

knightly  presence.     What  sayest  thou,  Mont^ 

gomcry!" 

'^  Aye,  by  St.  Hugh ! "  answered  that  ungentle 
personage,  '^  be  he  knight  or  groom,  custrel  or 
squire.  Du  Cooi,  thy  varlet  with  the  unbeliev- 
ing visage  saw  and  heard  somewhat  in  the  forest 
yestemoon — see  that  his  memory  take  not  a 
haggard's  flight,  lest  it  mar  thine  own  falconry, 
now  and  for  ever." 

''O,  well  bethought!"  said  Flambard,  ''bid 


46  RUFCS. 

him  remember  what  priests  say  of  the  tongue, 
'itslayethr  " 

*'Aye,  but  ye  wot  little  of  Nicholas  de 
L'Ep6e,"  said  Sir  Alberie,  ^'  to  speak  of  him  in 
this  wise.  Foot  and  hand  I  have  some  say 
over,  but  his  tongue  is  no  vassal  of  mine.  He 
keeps  that  under  his  own  banner,  to  ride  &r  or 
near  as  he  lists/* 

V  He  shall  list  to  keep  a  stiff  rein  upon  it  for 
onoe,^  said  Flambard,  ^^or  it  may  chance  to 
gallop  him  to  the  shores  of  Limbo-lake.  Bid 
him  choose.  Sir  Alberic,  betwixt  the  tying-up  of 
his  tongue  and  the  hanging  up  of  his  body." 

^^  And  look  to  it  with  good  heed,"  said  Mont- 
gomery, anxious  to  clench  the  matter  efficiently, 
^^  look  to  it,  I  say,  Sir  Alberic,  or,  by  my  faith, 
there  comes  no  constableship  of  Tyne-castle 
upon  thy  shoulders,  that  I  promise  thee.  It 
were  sorry  journeying  thither  only  to  have  thy 
four  quarters  strung  to  its  four  gates,  and  thy 
head  stuck  upon  its  topmost  tower." 

"A  bhck  truth!"  answered  the  knight; 
''  but  the  tools  are  yet  unforged  that  shall  do 
such  service  upon  Alberic  du  Goci !  and  that 
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I  swear  to  ye  by  the  luunmer  and  anyil  of  St. 
Cuthbert/' 

''Swear  it  not  with  white  Kps,  Du  Coci," 
rqoined  the  Earl. 

^' I  will  bite  them  oS;  first,"  replied  the 
adventurer ;  *^  and  they  shall  laagh  thrice  and 
again  at  bolder  threats  than  these,  ere  they  be 
once  pecked  at  by  any  crow  that  flies  over  the 
marches,  west  or  north,  whether  its  eyrie  be  in 
the  towers  of  Bamborough  or  of  Shrewsbury.'^ 

And  thus,  after  a  few  conciliatory  flourishes 
ftoux  the  Premier,  ended  and  dissolved  the 
secret  council  of  Wolvesley.  Heartily  weary, 
for  the  most  part,  of  matters  so  uncongenial, 
the  members  gladly  dispersed  to  amusements 
afanost  as  various  as  those  of  the  ^'grand  infernal 
peers*'  who  ^^ forth  in  order  came"  from  the 
infernal  senate-house  of  Pandemonium.  The 
Marshal  and  the  Constable  betook  themselves  to 
the  ramparts,  to  criticise  a  new  fortification; 
De  Lacy  and  others  to  the  chace,  or  the  calm 
confiiete  of  the  chess-board ;  De  Tunbridge  to 
a  renovating  toilet  before  again  addressing 
Matilda ;  Du  Coci  to  an  admonitory  interview 
with  Raymond ;  and  the  subtle  Justiciary  him- 


48  RUF178. 

self,  first,  to  lay  conmuuids  upon  his  creature, 
the  abbot  of  St.  Orimbold's,  finally,  to  arrange, 
in  the  royal  castle,  for  a  sort  of  inquest  in  the 
presence  of  the  monarch,  immediately  upon  hia 
retiun  from  the  chace.  In  consequence  of 
which  the  body  of  De  Waleric  was  removed 
thither  from  the  cathedral;  and  Baymond  of 
the  heart  of  steel  arrested  almost  upon  the  very 
spot  where  we  left  him  at  the  dose  of  our  last 
chapter. 
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CHAPTER  III. 

"Are  ye  A  man?'* 

MmAetk. 

RiTJiQirD  was  fiB  much  astounded  by  the 
suddemieaB  of  hia  arrest,  as  if  it  had  not  been 
that  very  thing  of  all  others  which  he  had  most 
reason  to  apprehend.  Upon  the  verge  of  this 
pit-&]l,  indeed,  he  had  trod  blindfold  from  the 
moment  of  entering  Winchester.  Treacheiy 
bad  placed  him  within  the  eye  and  the  gni^  of 
Flambard,  whose  policy  dogged  his  steps  with 
nerer^eeping  espitiy  and  delayed  only  to  fling 
the  net  in  the  hope  that,  by  observing  with 
whom  the  emissary  of  De  Mowbray  held  inter- 
course, some  guess  might  be  formed  as  to  the 
eoonexions  of  his  haughty  master.  The  mo- 
ment, however,  was  now  at  hand  when  Ray- 
mond was  to  be  rendered  subservient  to  a  bolder 
purpose ;  and  th^re  were  at  once  security  and 
readiness  within  the  four  walls  of  a  dungeon, 

VOL.   u.  D 
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The  spy^  between  Niinna  Myndfcre  and  the 
Castle  afibrded  sufficient  leisure  for  a  reflection, 
now  too  late,  upon  the  extreme  likelihood  of 
such  an  occurrence  as  his  present  seizure ;  as 
well  as  an  anticipation  of  its  probable  resulta. 
As  to  the  cause — although  his  guards  sullenly 
refused  all  information— even  had  he  been  so 
inapprehensiye  as  not  to  guess  the  truth,  enough 
would  have  been  indicated  wh^  within  a  little 
distance  of  his  prison^ouse,  they  passed  the 
remams  of  De  Waleric,  stretched  uffm  a  bier, 
which  four  men  bore  slowly  along  in  the  sane 
direction. 

^  Ah,  gallant  Knight  !'*  said  Raymond,  inter- 
nally, ^'  an  evil  journey  was  that  of  yeaterdajr 
both  for  thee  and  me  T 

They  entered  within  the  Gastle^banien;  hf 
a  barbican  or  fortified  outpest,*of  great  stsength, 
eommunieating,  from  its  inner  postal,  by  a  pon- 
derous drawbridge,  over  a  moat  of  oocrespend- 
11^  depth  and  breadth,  with  the  ^teestem  or 
mam-^trance  to  the  whole  range  of  fortifiea- 
timi.  This  (we  mean  the  entranoe)  was  a 
massy  gateway,  flanked  by  two  sqaane  tcyw«n, 
and  strengthened  abo  hy  others  of  like 
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tne  md  Imlk,  occurring  at  short  mtervak  along 
thewalls. 

Of  thearea  witiun,  the  Keqp,  or  Donjon,  occu- 
pied the  norih-west  an^e,  upon  an   elevated 
aquve  of  about  a  hundred  feet.     It  was  of  pro» 
digioos  stroigth  and  thickneas,  and  only  to  be 
q^pfoached  by  a  second  range  of  defenees,  walk, 
tnnets,  and  ditohes,  which  encompaased  it  upon 
^  west  aind  south  sides,  forming  an  inner  bal- 
fiam  or  ^aeis,  from  which  a  foe  who  had  pene- 
tnted  the  onhoard  wards  might  yet  be  annoyed 
•ad  repnked  by  the  garrison.    The  bridges  and 
gateway  which  gave  ingress  to  this  balliom» 
wore,  like  those  of  the  first,  facing  the  west ; 
bnt  the  num  entrance  to  the  Keep  required  the 
prisoner  and  his  guards  to  turn  the  left-hand 
angle  before  it  presented  itself. 

Under  different  auspices,  had  the  gaHant 
Squire  been  assured  that  he  was  about  to  enter 
the  strongest  fortress  in  Britain,  he  would,  no 
doubt,  have  scanned,  with  military  satisfaction, 
the  (illness  and  ingenuity  of  defence  displayed 
hy  the  whole  structure.  He  would  have  ad* 
mired  tiie  height  and  maseiveness  of  its  wdh 
and  towers ;  the  well-ordered  disposition  of  iU 
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approaches ;  the  depth  of  its  vast  fosses,  run- 
ning a  hundred  feet  below  the  base  of  the  Keep; 
and  the  gigantic  proportions  of  that  huge 
building  itself,  flanked  with  a  massy  tower  at 
ever}'  angle,  and  with  a  fifth,  lowering  over  the 
entrance,  which,  with  the  added  terrors  of  its 
yawning  graff — ^its  projecting  machicolation  for 
the  pouring  down  of  missiles  and  melted  ore — 
its  tremendous  portcullis,  and  enormous  gates  of 
trebled  oak,  seemed  to  frown  defiance  and  scorn 
upon  a  besieger. 

But  Raymond's  ''planet-ascendant'*^  of  the 
hour  shed  no  influence  favourable  to  such  specu- 
lation ;  and  we  suspect  that  in  the  revulsion  of 
feeling  natural  to  one  who,  from  the  day-dream 
of  early  passion  is  suddenly  wr^iched  into  the 
harsh  world  of  realities,  revulsion,  too,  deepened 
by  the  insolence  of  his  conductors  and  the  hoot- 
ings  of  the  mob,  he  was  utterly  forgetful  of  aH 
military  association.  It  is  not  probable  that  he 
was  alive  even  to  the  h(»iour  of  being  incar- 
cerated in  the  same  prison — ^nay,  it  might  be  in 
the  same  dungeon,  where,  at  no  very  remote 
day,  an  archbishop  had  ceased  to  breathe  and 
suffer.     We  allude  to  the  last  of  the  Saxoa 
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Primates,  Stigand  of  Canterbury,  immured  in 
tbat  grim  fortress  by  William  the  Conqueror, 
ontil  the  Conqueror's  conqueror  came  to  his 
lelirf. 

After  scnne  delay  in  the  court  of  guard,  Ray- 
mond was  conagned  to  a  warder,  in  whose  hand 
a  lifted  lamp  indicated  the  nature  of  his  fur- 
tb^  route.  From  the  north-east  tower,  a  de- 
scent of  steps  (the  ruins  were  visible  not  many 
years  ago)  brought  them  into  a  narrow  passage 
which  led  to  the  dungeons  beneath.  Long,  low, 
and  dark  was  this  corridor  of  the  mansion  of 
Tjmmy,  exhibiting,  at  intervals,  on  either  side, 
the  low-browed  entrances  to  those  chambers  of 
nm&ry  of  which  it  was  the  fitting  approach.  At 
one  of  these  the  warder  stopped,  directing  upon 
its  blackened  oak  and  ponderous  fastenings  the 
ieeble  glimmer  of  his  lamp,  and  uttering,  in  no 
Silver  tones,  the  single  word,  ^'  Behold !" 

Rajrmond's  sagacity  was  at  fault ;  but,  in  the 
next  instant,  another  voice,  deeper  and  sterner, 
mtitmared  with  like  brevity,  a  monosyllable 
which  seemed  half  inquiry — ^half  exclamation, 
"  Thisr 

"  This,"  answered  the  Warder.     It  was  then 


54  Rupuff. 

that  a  chance  turn  of  the  lamp  enabled  Raymond 
to  discover  that,  since,  or  during  their  deso^at, 
they  had  been  joined  and  aoeompaniedy  laiob- 
served  thus  far,  by  a  third  person.  He  wore 
the  gown  and  hood  of  a  pilgrim,  but  was  too 
closely  enveloped  in  them  to  admit  of  may 
guess  at  age,  rank,  or  profe8Bi<m ;  unless  scmie 
indication  of  the  first  was  perceptible  in  a  slight 
stoop  of  the  body,  which,  however,  might  bo 
attributable  merely  to  the  low  roof  of  the  pas- 
sage. In  the  next  moment  conjecture  became 
yet  more  difficult ;  for  the  figure,  droppmg  on 
both  knees,  and  bending  its  head  to  thev^ 
earth,  assumed  an  attitude  of  deep  and  ademn 
prostration,  his  clasped  hands  resting  against 
the  dungeon  door. 

The  warder  scowled  with  mingled  surprise 
and  contempt  upon  this  act  of  enthuaiaBm,  of 
whatever  natm^  and,  passing  to  the  door  of  the 
next  cell,  ap{£ed  the  ^^opeai^sesame"  of  a  huge 
key,  at  the  same  time  Udding  the  fettered  Ray* 
mond  ^^  entcn-,  and  pray,  too,  if  he  listed.  As  wttU 
kneel  like  a  monk,"  he  added,  ^^  as  wail  like  a 
child." 

^*  Something  better,"  repUed  ike  youth,  step- 


piogfifialy  into  tlie  miuliy  cliaidi)er  app^mtod 
&r  him,  '^  whettiear  m  pdaee  or  jmsoiu  Wh^ 
I  pny  joo^  kneeto  yonder  T 

^'  Woold'at  thea  be  shriyeaf  said  tbaofficial, 
«ilh  true  prafoflfliopal  indmctaeaB  of  reqpwiae; 
then,  vithoQt  waiting  an  answer  to  kia  eountar- 
qneation,  he  miittefed — 

^'  I  bave  no  wanrant  for  aadi  grace,  and  miist 
fint  lode  and  bolt.  ItwiQbetime,SirSpringaId, 
to  call  in  a  riuiTeling  a  brief  boor  before  deatb/' 

Soaayiagy  be  made  fast  the  cbain%wb]ch  hxmg 
upon  Ub  piWMier,  to  a  rung  socketed  in  the  pave- 
nnot,  and,  nmtteiii^  the  old  saw,  ^^fiuit  biiul, 
fint^nd,''  withdrew  from  the  cell,  bckug,  bar- 
ring, and  bcdtmg,  according  to  aaage  immemoriai 
msoch  oases. 

Aa  the  buap  vanished,  the  g^oom  of  the  dun- 
ge<Mft  sank  heavily  upon  the  spirit  ot  its  inmaAe ; 
and,  for  a  moment,  it  seemed  to  him  as  if,  ev^n 
in  the  landom  words  of  the  gaoler,  he  could 
tmoe  an  augury  of  q>proaching  doom.  It  was 
the  font  grasp  which  the  icy  fingers  of  Captivity 
had  ever  laid  npon  him,  and  the  blood  erept  ia 
colder  current  from  his  heart  than  he  had  be- 
fore ei^erienced.    The  very  silence  which  deep- 


56  ItVFUB. 

ened  «roimd,  as  the  echoeB  of  ike  dosing  doMr 
disd  away,  seemed  reToItiiig  to  lam^  and  lie  Iw- 
tened,  with  an  eagerness  strange  eyen  to  hnn* 
9M,  to  catch  the  receding  footsteps  of  the  mar^ 
der,  as  that  ungracious  (iinetionaiy  letrode  the 
dianal  vestibule  which  conducted  again  to  pare 
air  and  the  blessed  day-beam,  from  the  danq) 
and  gloom  of  those  living  sepulchres. 

Other  sounds,  however,  than  the  expected  ones, 
fell  upon  his  ear — ^the  murmuring  of  voicea^; 
deadened  and  confused,  but  yet  audible  enough 
for  ihe  hearer^s  certainty  of  their  utteranoe. 
They  continued  for  a  little  while,  and  were 
then  accompanied  by  sounds  which  Raydiond 
half  imagined  to  be  the  grating  of  his  dun* 
geoa  door  slowly  and  cautiously  re-opened ; 
while,  as  if  to  confirm  the  sufqposition,  a  (aint 
light  gleamed  at  the  moment  upon  one  of 
the  walls.  The  length  of  his  chain,  however, 
enabled  him,  with  out-stretched  hands,  to  ascer- 
tain that  he  was  deceived  in  this,  although  the 
voices  seemed  even  more  distinct,  and  the  paly 
light  still  flickered  at  intervals  upon  the  walk 
and  roof.  Presently  the  grating  murmurs  were 
resumed,  and  still  resanbled,  to  his  ear,  the 
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Twt-impeded  movement  of  lock,  and  bok,  and 
Vi&ge.     The  dim  U^t  ihea  died  mtirely  umkj, 
Uk  hiHiuD  aee«its  were  hesrd  no  more,  and 
^ovm  and  ailenee,  equally  profonnd,  amk  down 
v,fna  tlie  prisoD-T&alt  and  its  perplexed  inmate. 
So  strangely  had  the  evidences  of  Bigfat  and 
bearing  been  opposed  to  those  of  tonch,  that,  for 
Bome  time,  Raymond  found  it  diffiouit  to  trust 
the  latter.    The  gloomy  novelty  of  his  situation 
tended  to  fill  him  with  va^e  presentiments  and 
moririd  forebodings.     He  imaged  to  himself  the 
re-opened  door  admitting  either  an  aDnawin  to 
std)  him  in  hie  alumbera,  or  a  dark  listener,  in- 
tent to  wring  from  the  least  pasmng  thooght, 
to  whi«h,  in  his  dejection  and  solitude  he  m^^ht 
give  ntterance,  matter  of  guilty  avowal  and  self- 
aeeoaal.     Again,  therefore,  with  extended  hand, 
he  touched  tJie  walls  on  every  side,  and  agam 
took,  from  the  dismal  trmveise,  assurance  that  ou 
hnnan  b«ng  divided  its  bleak  possession  with 
Imn.     Natural  firmness  and  intrepidity  then  be- 
gBQ  to  make  bead  against  the  diseased  sallies 
of  imaginataon.     He  remembered  the  kneeling 
stranger  without — hii,  doubtless,  were  the  tones; 
and  it  was  not  difficult  to  suppose   Iran  some 
d3 
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the  forfeited  blood  of  yet  another  of  the 
fortuned  Eark  of  Northumberland ! 

The  suggestion  waa  terrible  to  Raymond. 
His  thoughts  wandered  back  through  the  maae 
of  evil  chances  yirhich  had  inyoWed  him  in  this 
dilemma,  until  they  rested  upon  the  murder  of 
De  Waleric ;  and  thai,  in  the  bitterness  of  his 
soul,  he  could  not  refrain  from  imprecating,  aloud, 
a  malediction  upon  the  Saxon  asHaasins,  as  the 
primary  causes  of  his  distress* 

The  words  were  scarcely  uttered,  whoi  a 
voice  said  in  reply, 

''  Curse  yet  again — and  deeper !  that  it  may 
rebound  the  heavier  upon  thy  malignant  sdf  !** 

Brave  to  very  enthusiasm,  and  at  least  as  free 
from  superstition  as  most  of  his  contemporaries, 
the  youth  was  yet  far  from  proof  against  the 
preternatural  aptness  and  suddenness  of  sudi  a 


**  He  itarted  vp  with  more  of  fear 
Then  if  an  enned  hoet  were 
Ood  of  my  Citiieca  1  what  U  here  ?" 

It  was  the  Invisible  of  the  forest ! 
How  tranqx>rted  within  those  gloomy  and 
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gmtded  confiiies,  at  least  hf  any  earthly  me- 
dium, it  was  not  merely  in  vain  to  conjecture, 
but,  for  Raymond,  in  the  Aill  aasonnoe  of  per- 
fect flolitnde,  afaaolntely  impossible  to  conceive. 

^  Said  I  not,**  resumed  the  inscrutable  visitor, 
*^  that  the  fettars  of  the  tyrant  Norman  wodd 
&0  heavfly  upon  thee,  thou  despiser  of  the 
Saxon r 

"^  Avcnd  thee,  demon !  in  the  name  of  God  !" 
exclaimed  the  youth.  *^No  warrant  hast  thoo 
from  heaven  or  mine  own  sins  to  haunt  and 
disturb  me  thus  ! '' 

'Mt  is  a  lying  spirit  that  tells  thee  so,"  answered 
the  voice.  ^^  From  thine  own  lips  came  tilie  war- 
lant,  when,  even  now,  they  cuised  with  a  griev- 
CDS  curse  the  very  race  of  whose  blood  I  have 
ibeady  warned  thee  a  portion  runs  in  thy 
mal^nant  veins." 

''  False  as  the  hell  that  sends  thee  1  What 
knowest  thou  of  the  high  race  from  whence  I 
aprii^?  If  aught,  then  dost  thou  know  that 
tbenr  pure  Norman  strain  had  scorned  alliance 
with  liie  vanquished  Saxon  ! " 

"  Poor  worm ! "  said  the  Invisible ;  '^  proud 
in  blind  ignorance !      It  was  the  vanquished 
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Staam — ^vanqnUied,  iadeed,   kt   one    unhappy 
field,  but  victoiB  until  then  in  nmj  u  ^jjhtl 
It  was  the  Saxon)  fipning  ficnn  a  line  whose  chiefr 
were  mighty  iqK>n  earth  a  thumanrt  yeaiB  befcve 
the  robber  Nonnans  could  boaat  them  kcds  of 
<»ie  poor  flcantj  rood — ^Aye !  ere  they  dttbbed 
them,  in  their  barbarous  gaUies^  ^  Kinga  of  tihe 
Deep,'  whose  billows  foamed  their  laughtar  of 
the  vaunt !    I  say,  again,  proud  boy  I  it  was  the 
Saxon  that  aoomed  allianoe  with  thy  Norman 
aires.    Yes !  from  the  boor  when  a  degenerate 
woman,  feeble  and  basely-minded,  shamed  not 
to  wed  with  one  of  the  accursed  nee,  whoee 
hands  were  erimsoned  with  her  country's  bloody 
whose  fetters  cankered  into  the  souls  of  her 
crashed  sire  and  kinsmen,  in  vaults  and  oeUs 
and  dungeon-fastnesses,  beneath  the  very  tmv 
rets  once  their  own — even  from  that  hour^  I 
teD  thee,  Stripling,  a  sphit  went  abroad,  subtle 
and  ale^IesB,  devoted  and.  avenging,  to  wreak, 
throu^  many  a  coming  year  of  v^retchednoas, 
the  Saxon*8  wrong  on  his  perfidious  cUld!  on 
her  and  hers — ^husband  and  husband's  kin — 
children  and    children's    child    for    evermore. 
Oflspring  of  that  detested  union,  for  sueh  them 


ait,  akhouj^  tiie  fltem  De  Wakric,  to  whom 

%8iTe  ■bftndmed  thets,  whispeied  it  not 
in  thy  jowaag  car,  I — ev«n  I — am  that  aveognig 
spirit!  Ever,  from  the  eradle  upward,  mine 
eyekalJi  bees  upon  thee,  to  mark  if  in  thf  veiaa 
the  Uood  of  the  Nonaan  mii^led  in  peaceful 
ement  with  the  Sa&OD ;  and  now — even  in  tUa 
vault  of  tynnmy  I  oome  to  warn  thee,  an  hour 
of  trial  is  at  hand.  Yet  but  a  little  spaee,  and 
he  thai  is  tyrant  over  tyrants  thaU  AumniMi 
thm  to  lay  hand  upon  De  Waleric^e  clay,  and 
praMMmce  unto  him  what  manner  of  hunters 
stmdc  to  the  earth  that  lorAy  quarry.  Fam 
weold  Us  gnuspiBg  hand  wring  from  th^  miae»» 
table  *  Hundred '  where  'twaa  done,  a  mighty 
Wer^;ihl ;*  but,  if  from  thy  lips  the  oj^ressor 
ahsll  anstch  Us  plea  for  sueh  extortion — ^if  th&u 
■halt  strive  to  Aafge  upon  the  Saxon  tim  deed 


''Ir!"  interrupted  Bsqrmond,  vehemently, 
''and  shall  I  not!  Fiend  with  the  voiee  of 
laan !  or  man  with  the  aid  of  fiends !  which- 
ever thou  art,  begone!  thou  temptest  me  in 

*  WertpUi.    The  Saion  term  for  *'  the  priee  of  the  head/' 
that  u,  Uie  heed  of  one  msrdered. 
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vain !  were  every  demon  that  thou  or  thine  hMt 
league  with,  banded  against  me,  I  wovid  avouch, 
follj  and  fearlessly,  what  I  beheld  and  heard !  '^ 

^^  Perish  then  in  thy  malignancy ! ''  ezdwned 
the  voice ;  '*  this  I  foresaw  and  doubted 
and  yet,  for  this — this  only  have  I 
cleanse  from  my  devoted  spirit  the  last  poor 
scruple  of  human  infirmHy  which  clogged  ita 
purpose.  Soon  shall  the  mission  branded  upon 
my  soul  be  all  fulfilled !  By  me  came  veogitKoee 
upon  the  Sire,  deep  and  enduring  as  the  Saxon'a 
wrong — ^remorse  and  exile,  and  a  namdesa 
death !  by  me  the  wretched  Mother  timeless 
fell,  victim  of  her  fierce  lord's  unfounded  jei^ 
lousy !  by  ME  the  son ** 

^^  Accursed ! "  exclaimed  the  prisoner,  goaded 
almost  to  phrenzy  by  these  vaunts  of  honor, 
referring,  however  vaguely,  to  the  doom  of  his 
parents ;  ^^  begone,  in  the  holiest  name  !  or  let 
me  grapple  with  thee ! " 

And,  thus  saying,  he  threw  himself  in  the 
direction  of  the  voice,  violently,  and  with  ex- 
tended arms,  to  the  full  stretch  of  his  chain; 
but  the  cold  masonry  of  the  dungeon  alone  en- 
countered his  grasp!    Again,  and  yet  again. 
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wA  die  energy  of  dayoimtion,  he  traTorBed  its 
gkK»ny  bomnds,  and  again  was  fearfully  oon- 
that  nothing  of  human  mould  could  be 
them,  saring  only  his  haunted  and  tor- 
mented sdf! 

He  paused,  and — moticmless — almost  breath- 
hm — listened  for  a  renewal  of  the  conference,  but 
not  a  wh]iq)er  broke  upon  the  profound  stillness; 
nothing  was  audible  except  the  rapid  beating  of 
liis  own  heart.  Then,  fevered  by  the  unnatural 
duu^  he  called  aloud — he  even  shouted  do* 
fitace  to  his  mysterious  visitant ;  but  that  im- 
ptipable  decbumer,  either  having  departed, 
apirit-lilce  as  he  came,  or  choosing  to  mock  with 
obdonte  silence,  the  feelings  he  had  exaspe- 
nted,  uttered  not  a  single  word  in  reply. 


CHAPTER  IV. 

"  Wliicb  of  ja  have  doiM  tliit  ? 
Hmq  eukt't  not  M]r  'twu  I  that  did  it" 

"Exinsi(CB,"sEqr8  the  poet,  "depends  on  time, 
bat  actions  are  our  epochs."  Actions,  indeed, 
«-e  to  time  what  objects  are  to  spsce ;  these 
respective  media  marking  out,  for  human  eogni- 
BDce  and  pmpoaes,  the  one  with  eras  and  poat- 
olHts — the  other  with  boundaries  and  set  stif;es. 
Of  both,  without  some  mechanic  agracy,  our 
estimation  is  vague  and  trustlees.  The  petty 
mile  which  the  gueas  of  a  meny  heart  pares 
down  to  a  furlong,  the  leaden  ^prehensiwi  of 
the  sorrowful  stretches  out  to  a  league ;  while 
the  Siune  modicum  of  day  or  night  that  li^t> 
winged  Pleasure  flutters  over  a88Bpan,Afflk;tian 
drags  faintin^y  through  as  if  an  age.  But  of  dl 
mortal  guessers  at  the  l^»e  of  time,  the  solitaiy 
iuuate  of  a  dungeon  is  incomparably  the  worst. 


Tbe  beggar,  trudging  over  a  plain,  cannot, 
like  the  motley  gentleman  in  Ardenne  Forest, 
"  pdl  a  ^al  from  his  poke,"  yet,  marking  the 
place  which  tbe  Uessed  eon  holds  in  heaven, 
he  too,  perhape,  *'  says  very  wisely,  it  is  ten 
o'dock."  The  ploog^iman  also  takes  aasuiance 
by  a  like  natural  process,  and  nicks  the  savoury 
hour  of  noon  withont  detriraent  to  tbe  culinary 
bnls  of  "neat-handed  Pfaillis;'"  while  the  home- 
heqang  Others  of  tbe  hamlet,  when  tbe  disor- 
deted  cfaun^  horologe  rests  from  its  labours, 
watdi  the  shadow  of  the  steeple  upon  their 
white-mahed  ^blea,  and  are  content  with  its 
tkuyia  diaWiip.  But,  for  the  dnngewi-dweller, 
tbne  is  ootlung  save  tbe  weaiisCHne  mccession 
ot  hia  own  wearisone  thoughts.  He  has  no 
"  coign  of  vantage "  for  a  smgle  conjecture  to 
nsaUe  npon.  He  goes  not  "  by  the  moon  and 
wven  Btara,"  like  Sir  John  Falstaff;  no,  nor  I7 
Pbffibus,  "  that  wandering  kni^t  so  fair,"  and 
hsB,  in  &ct,  less  reason  than  even  the  &t  hero 
of  Eaatehe^  to  be  "  ao  superfluous  is  to  demand 
the  time  of  the  day."  All  is  to  him  vacuum 
ud  BMUKitoDy — an  ocean  at  <mce  stagnant  sod 
witboat  shore  or  tide,  billow  or 
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breeze.  Day  has  to  han  no  sign,  and  night  no 
token ;  there  is  nothing  to  whisper  an  admoni- 
tory '^tempus  fugit,*^  exoept  ooXy  the  periodical 
advent  of  his  black  loaf  and  his  muddy  pitcher. 

HappUy  for  our  friend  Raymond,  his  term  of 
durance  was  not  sufficiently  protracted  to  render 
him  a  full  illustration  of  all  this.  But  even  the 
few  hours  (we  will  not  specify  their  number) 
which  really  ek4)6ed  between  the  dosing  and 
re-opening  of  his  prison-door,  he  found,  upon 
their  termination,  had  deceived  him  in  their 
painful  lapse. 

At  length  came  the  mandate  of  liberation; 
not  muttered  by  the  lips  of  the  peevish  warder, 
but  growled  from  the  deep  chest  and  leathern 
lungs  of  two  brawny  men-at-arms,  in  whose 
bellicose  presence  that  humbler  official  hid  his 
diminished  head,  as  the  blinking  taper  which  be 
bore  '^  paled  its  ineffectual  beams'^  in  the  glare 
of  the  torches  carried  by  those  intruders  upon 
his  department.  As  the  red  and  smcky  ilfaini- 
nation  flashed  into  every  comer  of  the  cell, 
Raymond  could  neither  refrain  from  {j^aocing 
his  eye  keenly  around,  nor  check  something  of 
renewed  surprise  when  nothing  was  revealed  in 
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the  unwonted  lustre  which  could  suggest  the 
most  strained  solution  of  his  enigma.  Roof, 
walla,  and  pavement  were  alike  naked  and  silent. 

Another  scene,  however,  and  of  a  different 
interest,  now  awaited  him,  in  which  although  a 
human  and  seemingly  distinct  aspect  was  pre* 
sented,  the  agency  was,  perhaps,  little  less  occult 
and  threatening. 

SiMne  of  the  fetters  with  which  he  had  been 
loaded  were  struck  off,  and  the  guards  conducted 
him  to  the  Castle  hall,  a  vast  apartment,  nearly 
ninety  feet  in  length,  and  of  which  the  lofty  roof 
was  supported  by  carved  work  of  prodigious 
boldness,  resting  on  ponderous  brackets.  In  the 
centre,  upon  a  bier  nused  about  four  feet  from 
the  pavement,  lay  the  ostensible  cause  of  his 
summons  thither, — ^the  lifeless  body  of  De 
Waleric.  It  was  so  disposed  as  to  exhibit  to 
the  first  glance  of  a  spectator  the  violence  which 
•had  driven  the  spirit  from  its  tenement ;  a  sort 
of  diroud  or  pall  being  thrown  over  the  lower 
parts,  while  the  breast  and  head  displayed,  in 
open  ghasdiness,  the  wounds  inflicted  by  the 
arrows  of  the  assassins,   in  two  of  which  the 
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deadly  ahalito  yet  remained  where  they  had  been 
go  fatally  planted. 

Oronped  around  this  revolting  object,  were 
many  knigfate  and  nobles,  amongst  whom  Ray- 
mond was  not  alow  to  distinguish  those  who 
were  most  fikely  to  take  an  active  part  in  the 
inquest  thus  prepared  for.  He  saw  Montgomery 
— De  Tunbridge — De  Miles — De  Lacy,  and 
others  of  the  Cftction  opposed  to  De  Mowlnmy. 
Tbeae  clustered  together,  and  conversed  Bftat ; 
while,  on  the  other  side  of  the  bier,  stood  the 
Earl  of  Chester,  his  powerful  vassal  Nigel  of 
Halton,  and  some  subordinate  dignitaries  of  iht 
Palatinate.  Other,  and  less  important,  or  vnth 
respect  to  our  narrative,  less  interesting  groups, 
there  were,  all  occupied  with  the  same  engroes- 
ing  subject.  Two  individuals  stood  singly — 
apart  from  the  rest  and  from  each  other ;  the 
Justiciary  Flambard,  and  the  kinsman  of  the 
dead,  William  de  Aldery,  upon  whose  counte- 
nance, ordinarily  sad  enough,  the  shadows  of 
despondency  were  now  trebly  deepened* 

Raymond  was  constrained  by  his  escort  to 
pause  at  the  extremity  of  the  hall,  bat 


appesnace  y9Ub  aai  umotod  by  ike  aasemfalage ; 
and  it  may  be  questioned  wbeiher  grim  smiles 
and  ^aaces  of  dark  signifieancy  would  have 
beea  the  worst  of  hisgreetii^,  had  not  the  King 
hiioflelf  absQst  immediald^  eaterod^  accompanied 
by  those  who  had  been  his  partners  in  the  hunt. 
Like  ""  Amuiaih,  the  Saltan  of  the  East,'' 
Safoa  had  retomed  from  an  unsueoessfiil  chase; 
not  without  some  portion  of  the  eidl  mood  oon- 
SMfoent  upon  sudi  disappointments ;  although  it 
TO  perhaps  subjected  to  a  more  powerful  will 
flian  that  of  the  oriental  monarch. 

He  paused  on  beholding  the  assembled  nobles, 
and,  for  an  instant,  regarded  them  with  some- 
tfaii^  like  displeased  surprise;  but,  instaotiy 
detecting  the  cause,  strode  ^kM>mily  to  the  head 
of  the  bier,  threw  a  burning  glance  upon  the 
features  of  the  dead^  and,  tamsferring  it  in  ra- 
pid  SBCceaaion  to  every  living  face  around  him, 
broke  oat,  at  length,  in  accents  not  loud,  but 
tmnuloos  with  passion — 

"  Now,  by !" 

It  seemed  as  if  no  oath  or  imprecation  of  cor- 
raapoading  terror  and  malignancy  suggested  it- 
self;  or  tiie  exasperated  monarch  was  strangely 
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enabled  to  forbear  its  utIeraDce.  Tiunuig  to 
Flambard,  he  merely  said,  in  tonoB  of  fearfulfy 
constrained  calmness, 

"  Who  hath  done  this !" 

'^  God  and  our  Lady  know,  my  royal  liege," 
answered  Ranulph,  ^'  not  I." 

^'  Not  thou !"  iterated  the  King  fiercdy,  as  if 
grasping  the  first  pretext  for  resuming  the  vio- 
lence he  had  restrained — 

'^  By  God  and  our  Lady  both,  Sir  Justieiary ! 
but  right  fitting  it  is  that  thou  didst  know  some- 
what and  that  speedily !  if  not,  what  makes  this 
carrion  here !  why  cumbers  it  the  very  threshold 
of  my  palace !  I  care  not,  I,  for  the  poor  clay ! 
but  by  the  splendour  of  heaven !  he  that  in  the 
peaceful  forest  hath  changed  a  gallant  knight 
into  this  livid  clod — ^he  that  hath  transformed 
Hugo  de  St.  Waleric  into  this  grinning  and 
chap-fallen  ghasUiness,  if  he  draw  breath  in 
realm  of  mine,  let  him  beware  the  penalty !  mil- 
lions of  treasure  shall  not  redeem  it !  I  will  haive 
blood  for  blood !  Give  me  but  the  shadow  of  a 
proof,  and  I  will  nail  his  severed  quarters  to 
castle-gates,  east,  west,  north,  and  south,  and 
set  his  murderous  head  upon  the  topmoBb  taoret 
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of  T)me  Castle  1  fhou  wilt  not  gainsay  the 
JQstice  of  that  sentence.  Lord  Abbot,  ha  ?  there 
is  iofy  warrant  for  that^  methinks,  if  it  be  lack- 
ing for  him  who  slaughters  the  King's  deer !" 

**  Woe  be  to  him,"  replied  the  Abbot,  *'  who 
{Nitteth  the  blood  of  war  upon  the  girdle  that  is 
about  his  loins  in  peace  !  he  shall  flee  from  the 
iron  weapon,  and  the  bow  of  steel  shall  strike 
him  through !" 

**  A  tsise  prophet.  Sir  Priest !"  rejoined  the 
monarch — ^*  He  shall  not  die  the  death  of  a  gal- 
hnt  buck,  but  that  of  a  skulking  felon !" 

^^  The  buck  must  be  chased,  my  Liege,  ^'  said 
Flambard,  "  and  the  felon  caught ;  or  your  grace 
shall  have  bootless  hunger  either  for  vengeance 
or  venison." 

""Didst  ever  hear  of  a  King  that  fasted  fur 
lack  of  either!  if  thou  didst,  it  was  not  Wil- 
liam of  England !  speak !  speak  ye  that  can — 
speak  one  and  all !  Where  was  this  mangling 
of  God's  image  done?  who  found 'the  corpse? 
who  saw!  who  heard!  who  is  suspect!  and 
why !    Spare  not  for  name  or  fame  !  the  proudest 

ta  this  presence  should  not Oh,  fair  and 

mMtj  !  isDe  Aldery  here  !*'  his  eye,  at  that  mo- 

VOL.  II.  E 
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nient,  glancing  for  the  first  time  upon  the  Knight, 
"  why !  'tis  most  fitting !  what  evil  cloud  hath 
sliadowed  him  so  long !  stand  forth.  Sir  Knight, 
the  kinsman  of  the  slain  hath  vengeance  for  his 
legacy.  Let  us  hear  thee  touching  this  damned 
deed.  Thou  hast  not  kept  the  murdered  clay 
uncof&ned  only  to  thrust  it  in  mine  eyes,  and 
say,  *  Got  wot,  I  cannot  tell  who  did  it  !* — Thou 
art  not  such  a  driveller,  or,  by  the  light  of  hea- 
ven !  the  blood  of  your  dishonoured  race  is  colder 
in  thy  living  veins  than  in  De  Waleric's  lifeless 
trunk,  or  where  it  reddens  the  forest  turf!" 

"  Upon  that  turf,"  answered  De  Alderj% 
^'  would  I  pour  out  my  own  to  its  last  drop, 
could  such  sacrifice  avail  me  to  bring  down  ven- 
geance upon  his  murderers.  But  Hell  mantles 
its  own  until  the  time  is ; — I  know  not,  and  I 
suspect  not,  who  is  guilty  .^'' 

"  Why,^'  said  the  King,  with  a  fierce  scorn, 
"  then  get  thee  hence,  and  dream  of  vengeance, 
'  until  the  time  is.' — We  will  suspect^  aye,  and 
prove  too,  without  thee.'** 

"  I  go,  Sir  King,"  replied  the  insulted  Noble, 
his  pallid  cheek  flushing  with  indignation,  ^^  but 
not  without  the  relics  of  my  kinsman;  when 
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your  Justiciary  hath  done  with  them^  I  cumber 
jour  proud  halls  no  more.*^ 

'^  The  bettery"^  answered  Rufus,  ^'  for  them 
and  thee.  Meanwhile,  by  St.  Luke's  face !  he 
that  will  name  the  murderer  of  De  Waleric,  let 
him  in  the  same  breath  name  his  heart's  dearest 
wish,  and»  were  it  ihe  tythe  of  my  realm,  he  has 

it ! What !  silent  all  ?— Oh,  well  bethought ! 

there  are  amongst  ye,  aye,  even  as  ye  stand 
here,  some  that  were  evil  wishers  to  De  Waleric. 
Look  to  it.  Sirs !— "^ 

"  He  that  hath  a  black  thought  of  Hugo  de 
Montgomery,'"  said  the  Marshal,  knitting  his 
heavy  brows,  ^'  let  him  avouch  it.'^ 

'^  60  to,  sir  Earl !  I  suspect  not  thee.  Nor 
thee,  Hugh  of  Chester ;  but  I  bethink  me,  De 
Miles,  there  was  but  hollow  love  'twixt  the  dead 
man  and  thee. — And  thou,  De  Lacy,  thaw,  I  say, 
hast,  in  mine  own  hearing,  wished  De  Waleric 
deeper  in  hell  than  Dives  that  was  clad  in  purple 
— look  that  there  be  no  blot  upon  your  shields, 
iair  sirs  l*^ 

'*  It  is  evil  mood  with  your  grace,"  said  the 
XSttestable,  "  when  De  Miles  is  suspect  of  mur^ 

e2 
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der,  and,  by  holy  St.  Paul !  when  there  shall 
come  such  charge  from  other  lips,  it  shall  be  met 
in  far  other  wise ! — There !''  he  added,  throwing 
down  his  mailed  gauntlet,  '^  there  is  my  gage, 
and  let  him  lift  it  who  holds  that  the  slaughter 
of  De  Waleric  hath  flung  one  speck  upon  the 
shield  of  Milo  de  Miles." 

"  And  under  favour  of  my  Sovereign,  whom 
passion  hath  parcd-blinded,^'  said  De  Lacy, 
^'  there  too,  lies  mine !  If  there  be  any  here  to 
lift  it  in  such  quarrel,  I  will  abide  the  issue,  on 
foot  or  horseback.  Methinks  a  Christian  knight 
may  wish  the  man  that  he  hates  deeper  in  hell 
than  ever  was  fish  in  ocean,  without  drawing 
a  secret  bow  in  the  greenwood  to  send  him 
thither." 

There  was  a  brief  interval  of  gloomy  silence, 
in  which  the  gages  of  defiance  lay  undisturbed 
upon  the  pavement;  the  offended  appellants, 
scowling  each  upon  his  own,  as  if  in  sullen  ex- 
pectation of  the  bold  hand  that  should  dare  to 
lift  them.  At  length  Flambard  gave  the  signal 
to  a  lay  brother  of  St.  Orimbold's,  attendant 
upon  the  Abbot,  who,  with  slow  and  reluctant 
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hand,  picked  up  the  ominous  pledges,  each  by  a 
fingei^nd,  as  a  tnan  might  lift  a  i^)eckled  toad 
by  ihe  foot* 

''  Take  back  your  gage,  my  lord  of  Hereford,'" 
Mid  the  Justiciary — ''and thou,  De  Lacy,  thine. 
2fone  here  d]fif)ute8  your  nobleness;  nor  is  it 
meet  that,  for  a  hasty  word  of  his  royal  lip,  the 
King^s  lieges  should  dash  their  gauntlets  upon 
his  palace-floor. — Touching  this  evil-entreated 
Im^t,  upon  whose  body  slaughter  is  indeed 
ahamefully  manifest,  it  is  most  true  that  God 
and  the  forest  shadows  were  alone  privy  to  his 
destruction ;  but  yet,  by  heedful  note  of  circum- 
stance, we  may  direct,  if  not  the  hand  of  proof, 
the  speaking  finger  of  most  shrewd  suspicion — "' 

''  Suspicion  I  Lord  Justiciary  l*^  interrupted 
Hugh  Lupus  suddenly — "  Why,  this  is  groping 
at  broad  noon  !  Whose  flock  is  ravaged,  and 
the  wolf  acquit!  Who  sees  the  scattered 
plumage  of  the  heron,  and  doubts  the  robber- 
hawk  hath  gorged  the  flesh!  AVho  finds  a 
Norman  slaughtered,  and  holds  the  Saxon 
guilUeasr 

''  Marry,  for  one,  I,  Ranulph  Flambard !"" 
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answered  the  Justiciary. — "  Since,  in  this  evil 
world,  shepherds  have  hanged  their  dogs  for 
wolf-like  trespass;  eagles  have  done  the  felon- 
work  of  hawks ;  and  last,  not  least,  Normans 
have  murdered  Normans,  Look,  good  my  Liege, 
and  noble  peers,  here  stands,  if  his  own  story 
be  sooth,  a  Norman,  who,  while  the  blood  yet 
flowed  fipom  De  Waleric's  womids — aye,  ere  the 
murdered  heart  had  well  ceased  beating,  was 
seized  within  a  lance-length  of  the  deed,  cower- 
ing most  felon-wise  amidst  the  coppice.  If  ye 
would  hear  a  tale  fit  for  a  monk^s  chronicle,  or 
a  glee-man'^s  jest,  hearken,  with  good  heed,  to 
the  Squire  of  Robert  de  Mowbray  V^ 

^^  Ho !"  exclaimed,  (or,  rather  shouted,)  the 
Monarch,  all  sense  of  regal  propriety  lapsing 
in  the  fierce  pleasure  of  finding  at  length  an 
undisputed  channel  for  his  wrath.  ^^  Have 
hither  De  Mowbray**s  villain  with  all  speed  !** — 
then,  as  Raymond  was  brought  forward — ^^  Aye  f 
thou — thou^  caitiff,  !  thou^  I  say,  knowest  more 
than  enough  of  this  handy-work  of  hell — and  we 
will  have  truth  from  thee,  if  time  and  torture 
can  drag  it  forth ! — Where  is  thy  traitor-lord  I 
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first  answer  that. — Canst  thou  not  speak !  Vil- 
lain and  slave,  hast  thou  no  joints  in  those 
irreverent  knees  f 

"  Your  Graoe'^s  villains  and  slaves,"*^  answered 
the  youth,  with  perfect  firmness,  ^'  have  crippled 
them  with  fetters.  Strike  me  these  trinkets 
off,*'  (pointing  to  his  chains,)  ''  and  I  will  kneel. 
— Ask  me  of  the  good  Knight  and  faithful  Earl 
De  Mowbray,  and  I  will  answer.^ 

The  determination  and  boldness  of  this  re- 
sponse filled  all  present  with  amazement.  Even 
the  rage  of  the  King  was  equalled  by  his  sur- 
prise, and,  it  was  not  until  after  a  moment''s 
singular  pause  that  he  broke  forth  again : — 

**  Now,  by  the  splendour  of  Heaven !  to  lack 
both  beard  and  brain,  thou  art  the  most  front- 
less  and  audacious  traitor  that  ever  yet  stood  in 
the  presence  of  a  king !  But  we  will  supple 
thy  joints  to  purpose,  I  promise  thee ;  rack  first, 
and  gibbet  after!  fire  and  steel  for  a  space, 
and  then  the  cord  of  the  hangman  !     Confess, 

caitiff! '"  and,   as   he    spoke,    the  choleric 

monarch  seized  the  vest  of  the  accused,  with 
something  between  a  grasp  and  a  blow,  and 
dn^ged  him  a  few  paces  towards  the  bier. — 
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''  Confess  that  thou  and  others,  thy  fellow-butch* 
ers,  have  done  this  cursed  deed,  to  pleasure  the 
great  traitor  De  Mowbray  !  ha?" — 

^^  Let  go  my  throat,  Sir  King!'*  said  Bay- 
mond,  with  the  same  unshrinking  firmness  as 
before — "  Is  this  the  bearing  of  a  Monarch  t — 
Is  this  done  like  William  of  England  T 

It  was  impossible  not  to  be  struck  with  the 
dignity,  the  self-possession  and  moral  intrepidity 
of  one,  who,  with  respect  to  the  mature  perso- 
nages around  him,  was  little  more  than  a  boy. 
Even  the  enraged  King  felt  the  power  of  the 
appeal,  and  withdrew  the  unworthy  gripe  he  had 
laid  upon  him;  but  it  was  with  a  gesture  of 
correspondmg  violence;  flinging  the  youth  from 
him  with  a  force  which  it  required  some  strength 
and  adroitness  to  avoid  staggering  under.  Cceur 
d^Acier,  indeed,  saw  that  the  crisis  of  his  fate 
was  at  hand,  and  that  the  next  word  of  the 
tyrant  might  be  a  mandate,  for  his  instant  de- 
struction. The  thought  is  dreadful,  even  to  the 
bravest,  and,  although  his  courage  remained 
unbroken,  it  took  a  tinge  of  solemnity  and  en- 
thusiasm, which  evinced  the  pressure  it  sus- 
tained.    Kneeling  by  the  side  of  the  bier,  he 
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laid  one  hand  upon  the  bosom  of  the  dead,  lifted 
the  clay-cold  fingers  with  the  other,  and  pressed 
them  firmly  to  his  lips  for  several  moments; 
then,  looking  upwards,  without  a  change  of  posi- 
tion, he  BsiA  in  deep,  clear  tones : — 

''  Grod  !  just  and  terrible  !  eternal  and.  all- 
seeing  !  Thou  who  gavest  a  spirit  to  this  clay, 
and  didst  behold  by  whose  murderous  hand  it 
was  expelled,  hear  and  atteot  !  if  mine  were 
that  accursed  one — or  if  by  glance,  or  sign,  or 
word,  or  thought,  I  was  consenting  to  the 
dau^ter,  give,  I  beseech  thee,  to  those  that 
even  now  thirst  for  my  blood,  a  token  that  they 
may  pour  it  forth  like  water,  guiltless  of  such 
tyranny  as,  but  for  that,  will  ciy  aloud  from 
earth  to  thy  dread  footstool !" 

There  was  a  profound  silence  during,  and  for 
some  time  after,  this  solemn  adjuration.  Some 
fixed  their  eyes  upon  the  impatient  features  of 
the  King ;  others  upon  the  enthusiastic  bearing 
of  the  accused ;  and  a  few  upon  the  ex:tended 
limbs  of  the  murdered  man,  as  if  half  expecting 
that  the  Deity  thus  fearfuUy  appealed  to  would 
manifest,  by  some  immediate  and  visible  token, 
the  guilt  or  innocence  of  the  appellant. 

E  3 
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'*  There  oomeB  no  Toice  from  the  judgment  of 
God/'  resumed  the  latter — ^^  shall  I  yet  sink  un- 
der the  malice  of  man !  Heaven  is  silent — ^what 
more  from  Earth  or  Hell  V 

"  Look,"  said  De  Lacy,  '*  if  the  wounds  bleed 
not  afresh." 

'*  No,  by  the  rood  of  Tosti !"  said  Hugh  Lupus, 
**  they  have  Ued  their  last ;  and  I  marvel,  Lord 
Justiciary,  if  there  be  oug^t  of  proof  against 
this  q>ringald,  that  ye  allege  it  not  in  brief  clear 
wise.  He  hath  well  said  Ood  brings  no  charge 
against  him." 

"  Mark  ye,  my  Liege,"  whispered  Flambard  to 
the  King,  **  how  fain  Hugh  Lupus  is  to  screen 
De  Mowl»ay" — then,  aloud  to  the  Border  noble, 

*'  Oh,  content  you.  Sir  Elari,  we  lack  no  mi* 
racles.  Ev«i  the  Lord  Abbot  here  will  tell  ye 
that  these  matters  pertain  to  Gaosar,  and  unto 
Gsesar  should  be  rendered.  It  was  scsntly  re- 
v^f^mt  of  the  youth  to  cumber  the  Lord  with 
that  which  belongs  of  right  to  the  Lord's 
anointed.  Mairy,  had  the  deceased  worn  cowl 
and  frock,  instead  of  plate  and  mail — then  I  grant 
ye ;  but  Heaven  cares  for  its  own,  and  we  on 
earth  must  have  heed  to  our  sinful  selves.    Lode, 
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then,  my  liege, '  in  brief  clear  wise/  as  the  Earl 
saithy  thus  stands  it  with  the  accused : — Certain 
liegemen  of  yom*  Orace  have,  in  their  forest 
travel,  by  sad  hap,  encountered  this  most  loathly 
^[)ectacle — ^this  wreck — ^this  purposed  wreck  of 
a  most  noble  bark — ^this  broken  casket  of  an 
invalued  jewel — ^this  ruin  of  a  once  right  princely 
fabric — ^nay,  wherefore  do  I  dally  thus  with 
words? — ^this  remnant  of  De  Waleric! — De 
Waleric,  the  knightly,  noble,  generous,  and 
good !  free  hand,  warm  heart,  and  never-quailing 
q>irit  !  Who  here  so  low  or  lofty  that  they 
knew  him  not  ?  Who  here  so  dull  that  they 
remember  not?  Who  here  so  base  that  they 
would  not  avenge!  Great  King,  he  was  thy 
faithful  vassal !  Nobles  and  Knights,  he  was 
your  brother  in  arms !  William  de  Aldery,  he 
was  thy  loving  kinsman!  Will  ye  not  wreak 
this  wrong  upon  the  doer !  Will  ye  not  drag 
this  slaughter  into  day  from  out  the  blackest 
shadows  of  deep  hell  ?  What !  have  these  crim- 
son  mouthB  no  voice?  no  cry!  or  shaU  they  fes- 
ter  dumb  and  unavenged  in  the  tomb  i  gigged 
with  the  earth-worm?  shut  close  with  rotting 
clay !    Oh,  blessed  Mother  of  our  Lord !  have 
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thou  no  prayer  for  me  in  my  womt  need — Aban- 
don me  on  earth  to  archery  like  this,  and,  after 
death,  oonfesa  no  portion  in  me,  if  I — aye !  even 
I  alone,  should  all  else  fail — ^pursue  not,  with  the 
foot  of  never-sleeping  vengeance,  the  workers  of 
this  deed! 

"  My  Sovereign  Liege !  I  charge  this  slaugh- 
ter of  your  vassal,  and  crave  the  penalty  of 
blood,  first,  on  yon  lurking  caitifi^  despite  his 
blasphemous  appeal  to  God,  whose  ear  was  shut 
for  very  wrath !  and,  last,  but  chiefly,  upon  one 
far  mightier — De  Mowbray  of  Northumba^ 
landr 

''He  hath  flung  himself  upon  the  torrent, 
sink  or  swim'*  — said  I>e  Miles  to  Montgomery. 
The  latter  replied  with  a  grisly  smile — ''  Peace 
and  hark." 

''  I  say,"  continued  the  Justiciaiy,  ''  and  will 
maintain  by  proof,  that  yonder  serviceable  slave 
hath  slain  De  Waleric  at  his  lord's  biddii^! 
I  say,  that  certain  of  your  Grace's  liegemen,  but 
yestemoon,  beheld  him  in  the  forest,  backed  with 
armed  followers,  six  archers  at  the  least, — I 
say,  moreover,  that  certain  other  lieges  of  your 
Grace,  but  yestemoouy  dragged  him  from  ibrtfa 


the  tery  thicket  in  whose  shadows  this  butchery 
lif— aye,  on  the  very  threshold  of  the  skiugbter- 
lioase — the  blood  yet  flowing  warm — ^the  shafts 
wt  qaWering  in  the  niark-his  feUow-murdercre 
ptimgiDg  amidst  brake  and  bush,  on  this  hand 
and  on  that. — Then — ^then,  I  say,  and  there,  was 
lie  surprised?  and  for  the  truth  hereof,  thou, 
Hi^b-le-Lonp  of  Chester — Hugo  de  Montgo- 
mery, thou,  Ilbert  de  Tunbridge,  and  other  of 
your  knightly  fellowship,  be  witness  for  me,  in 
Ood's  name! — and  yet,^*  continued  this  fierce 
pleader,  '^  ihe  unblushing  villain  dares  deny  it ! 
dtfes  prate  of  innocence  and  false  accusal !  and 
lift  up  voice  and  hand  and  eye  to  God !  and  forge 
sach  lies  as  even  the  stomach  of  all-gorging  folly, 

• 

brutal  and  blind  devourer  as  she  is,  rejected  with 
sickened  loathing.  He  would  not,  for  an  earl- 
dom, have  lifted  finger  against  De  Waleric,  he ! 
They  met,  chance-hap,  in  the  forest,  and  rode 
together  in  all  love  and  peace !  Believe  it  they 
who  have  seen  .fire  and  water  embrace  I  a 
Squire  of  fierce  De  Mowbray  and  De  Waleric ! 
De  Waleric  and  a  creature  of  De  Mowbray's ! 
the  boeom^minion — ^the  serviceable  parasite  of 
him  who,  when  a  traitorous  rebel  to  his  Sove- 
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of  the  desperate  energy  that  storm-tossed  mari* 
ners  cast  their  last  anchor  within  hull  s  length 
of  the  lee-breakers. 

It  was  received,  as  might  be  expected,  with 
a  laugh  of  scorn ;  but  not  for  that  did  the  ac^ 
cused  cease  to  maintain  it,  or  to  demand,  in  cor- 
roboration, their  presence  who  alone  could  or 
would  assert  his  integrity. 

"  Destroy  me  not,*'  he  exclaimed,  ^'  for  the 
wild  words  of  a  faction  !  have  hither  the  Knight 
I  speak  of — ^he  with  the  device  of  the  Broken 
Lance ;  his  name  I  know  not,  but  thou  De  Tun- 
bridge,  knowest  full  well  who  was  of  the  foremost 
that  rode  too  late  to  the  rescue  of  De  Waleric. 
— Have  hither,  I  say,  that  Kni^t  and  his  re- 
tainer.— Upon  their  word  will  I  stake  name  and 
fame — ^life  and  limb !  If  ye  deny  me  this,  shame 
sit  upon  your  crests!  the  curse  of  destroyed 
innocence  shorten  thy  bloody  reign,  Sir  King ! 
and  black  dishonour  darken  its  annals !" 

*^^Dannanium  habet !'*'  exclaimed  the 

accommodating  Abbot  of  Newan  Mynstre,  with 
uptumed  eyes — 

''  — '  et  imanit '  holy  father,"  said  Flambaid, 
finishing  the  text ; — ^then  addressing  Raymond 
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once  more,  ''  Art  thou  fool  as  well  as  knave  if 
the  Knight  of  the  Broken  Lance  hath  ridden 
afar  off,  to  take  what  adventure  God  sends  him. 
Verily  there  is  evil  abiding  for  him  where  Ro- 
bert de  Mowbraj  holds  footing !  he^  methinks, 
after  what  chanced  at  Gloucester,  may  well  have 
a  clear  eye  for  De  Mowbray's  guilt;  he  were 
the  least  likely  of  a  thousand  to  wipe  spot  or 
speck  bom  the  ill-name  even  of  a  dog  of  thy 
subtle  lord's.  This,  my  Liege,  is  foolery ;  the 
Knight  we  speak  of  hath  ridden  forth,  and,  ere 
this,  may  be  served  after  De  Waleric's  fashion, 
for  aught  I  know." 

'"  I  hear  ye,  Lord  Justiciary,"  said  the  youth, 
"and  know  myself  fore-judged — ^fore-doomed. 
Go  on,  in  the  name  of  Him  who  hears  and  suf- 
fers ye,  and  work  your  pleasure ! — For  De 
Mowbray — O  !  blot  and  stain  to  knighthood  ! 
that  the  very  flower  of  its  order,  should  be  thus 
foully  slandered,  and  not  one  gallant  friend  or 
generous  foe  to  cry  ^  peace,  peace,  for  shame ! ' — 
He  was,  indeed,  De-Waleric's  enemy^  and,  in 
fair  combat,  had  felt  a  warrior's  joy  to  strike  him 
dead;  but  never  thus^ — ^no!  though  they  had 
hated  each  other  with  the  hate  of  fiends !  Look  ! 
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had  the  Knight  been  even  as  a  coiled  adder  in 
my  lord's  path,  what  charmed  De  Mowbray's 
foot  from  crashing  him!  had  he  thirsted  for 
such  riddance,  and  been,  besides,  the  traitor  ye 
have  said,  what  held  but  that  your  Grace's  ban- 
ner  had  been  torn  from  De  Waleric's  towers, 
and  he  himself  slain  upon  their  battlements! 
Ere  now,  methinks,  the  hand  of  De  Mowbray 
hath  done  bolder  things.  Thus  much  for  my 
noble  lord,  who,  I  bless  God,  deal  as  ye  list 
with  me,  lives  yet  to  hear  and  to  avenge  !" 

The  last  word  lighted  up  a  hundred  counte- 
nances with  yet  fiercer  fires — a  sort  of  growl  of 
execration  ran  through  the  assembly,  and  there 
were  some  who  laid  hand  on  hilt,  as  if  for  som- 
mary  execution.  The  offending  accents  reached 
the  King's  ear  imperfectly.  '^  Ha ! "  he  ex- 
claimed, ^^  what  says  the  traitor's  villain!*^ 

''He  threatens  your  royal  Grace  with  De 
Mowbray's  vengeance,"  said  Montgomery,  coolly. 

''  Believe  it  not,"  said  Raymond,  '^  although 
an  Earl  should  swear  it.  I  threatened  not  your 
royal  Grace ;  but,  perchance,  Hugo  de  Mont* 
gCMnery,  and  they  of  his  proud  fisMstion,  that  iawa 
upon  him  even  in  this  presence,  tkejf  may  tdl 
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OTer  whose  head  snch  threat  would  hang  like 
prophecy!" 

The  Marahal  laid  his  huge  hand  upon  a 
poniard,  and  then,  withdrawing  it,  said,  ^^  This 
is  the  King's  floor  we  tread  on — I  beseech  your 
Grace  let  me  not  do  your  hangman  a  discour- 
tesy;' 

"Now  by  the  blood  of  a  brave  ancestry!*' 
replied  Coeur  d'Acier,  "  nttne,  proud  Earl,  would 
do  no  shame  to  the  best  blade  that  ever  yet  was 
grvsped  in  the  fierce  hand  of  a  Bellesme  !  '^ 

"  Prate  not  of  that,''  said  the  King,  "  for,  by 
St.  Luke's  face  !  we  will  purvey  thee  far  other 
ptBsport  to  the  kingdom  of  Satan !  Althou^ 
cutiiF  as  thou  art,  we  ourselves  will  vouch  for 
thee  that  thou  hast  the  spirit  of  the  great  Devil 
himself;  and  pity  and  shame  it  were  did  we  not 
forthwith  put  it  to  sharp  trial.  Ho,  there !  our 
Castle's  Seneschal !  have  ye  not,  in  these  towers 
of  Winchester,  strange  ghastly  engines  for 
Clacking  sinews  and  wrenching  joints  V 

"*  Rather,"  cried  the  yet  unsubdued  Raymond, 
^to  spare  bootless  toil,  have  ye  no  axe  and 
Mock  within  your  towers  i  for,  trust  me,  tyrant 
of  England,  as  soon  shall  this  tongue  plead 
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guilty  to  De  Waleric*s  murder  when  elay-cold 
in  my  severed  head,  as  under  the  worst  torture 
to  which  thou  canst  subject  this  living  and 
breathing  frame ! " 

It  must  not  derogate  from  Raymond's  courage 
to  insinuate  that  there  was  something  politic  in 
the  very  daring  and  ultra-intrepidity  with  which 
this  high  strain  of  defiance  was  kept  up.  His 
spirit,  indeed,  like  the  thunder-cloud  rolling 
against  the  blast,  held  its  course  most  firmly 
in  the  very  teeth  of  the  storm ;  but  the  King  s 
involuntary  hint  of  admiration,  wrung  from  him, 
as  it  were,  in  spite  of  rage  and  fierceness,  was 
not  lost  upon  its  object,  and  convinced  him  that 
an  impression  was  made  which,  a  little  deep- 
ened, and  with  the  least  turn  of  the  tide,  might 
yet  pilot  his  tossed  bark  into  calm  anchorage. 

The  first  part  of  the  King's  answer  seemed 
to  corroborate  this. 

'^De  Mowbray,"  he  said,  ^^  is  doubly  damned 
— ^he  hath  botched  with  treason  and  murder  that 
which  God  and  St.  George  had  else  made  right 
noble  and  chivalrous.  I  would  thou  hadst 
dealt  thus  foully  upon  one  less  true  than  De 
Waieric,  at  the  bidding  of  one  less  false  than 


RUFU8.  93 

tke  hig^  traitor,  De  Mowbrmy!  I  would,  I 
9iy,  that  it  had  been  thus,  that  we  might 
indeed  have  gnused  thee  with  the  simple  doom 
of  axe  and  block.  As  it  is,  sudi  grace  ahalt 
Ummi  have  as  is  yet  ours  to  grant.  Ho,  there ! 
oar  merryomen  of  the  guard !  torture  him  not, 
but  hang  him  over  the  draw-bridge  instantly !" 

"^Benedicite  for  the  tender  mercies  of  a 
Christian  prince ! "  said  Flambard  insultingly. 

'^^Wliy,  if  the  mabpert  spirit  hath  thus 
anoothed  his  path,^'  said  the  Marshal,  ^^  he  may 
thank  God  for  the  deril's  help ! " 

''  By  Mary-mother,'*  said  the  Constable,  ''  I 
looked  he  should  haye  been  torn  in  quarters." 

'*  In  good  time,  Milo  de  Miles,"  said  the 
Justiciary — '*  His  Grace  s  grace  deals  but  with 
ihetivimg. — Vengeance  may  yet  work  further 
upon  the  deadJ" 

''  Why,  be  of  good  cheer  then.  Gallant,"  said 
the  sarage  Montgomery,  '^  belike  some  portion 
of  thee  shall  back  to  the  bonny  banks  of  Tyne 
sooner  than  thou  hast  looked  for.^ 

^  Foot,  hand,  and  tongue,  an*"  it  like  my  Liege,"' 
said  De  Tunbridge,  *^  for,  by  the  faith  of  my 
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body,  all  and  each  have  been  serviceable  mem* 
bers!" 

''  His  heady  might  /  advise/'  said  De  Lacy, 
taking  up  the  song  of  unmanly  triumph,  ^^  that 
when  Earl  Robert  rides  next  by  the  ^  New 
Castle/  he  may  rejoice  to  see  how  high  it  hath 
been  exalted  in  his  service.'*^ 

Hope  died  in  the  bosom  of  the  victim,  but 
enough  of  native  energy  and  fortitude  remained 
to  subdue  a  momentary  thrill  of  bitterness,  with- 
out any  visible  sign  of  the  internal  struggle. 
Unconquerable  pride  held  the  life-stream  still 
in  its  wonted  channels,  and  enabled  the  con- 
demned— 


'*  While  the  whole  host  of  hatred  stood  hard  by 
To  watch  and  mock  him  shrinking — " 


To  reply  with  unblanched  cheek,  and  composed 
lip — 

"  Ye  know  but  little  of  De  Mowbray, — or,  of 
a  thousand  parts,  were  your  cruelty  to  rend  me 
into  such,  ye  had  held  none  so  dear  and  dreadful 
at  once  in  his  eyes  as  this  firm  and  unflawed 
hearty  beating,  to  the  last,  fearlessly  and  faith- 
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fiilly  in  his  cause  I  Search  in  the  dark  bosoms 
around  thee.  Sir  King,  and  see  if  there  be  such 
a  treasure  under  the  proudest  hauberk  !  For 
the  doom  thou  hast  awarded  me,  I  cry  aloud 
against  it  to  earth  and  heaven  !  Wreak  your 
Mind  vengeance  as  ye  list — God  will  avenge  De 
Waleric  upon  the  Saxon.*^ 

"  The  Saxon !""  exclaimed  Flambard,  with 
affected  surprise — '*  Why,  thou  frontless  and 
unfathomable  villain  !  grace  conferred  upon  thee 
is  like  a  jewel  of  gold  in  a  swine's  snout.  Wilt 
thou  not  confess,  and  betake  thee  to  the  gallows 
with  aU  thankfulness!  The  Saxon,  quotha! 
— But  since  the  good  Earl  of  Chester  hath  put 
the  word  into  thy  mouth,  e*en  make  the  most  of 
it !  My  Sovereign  Liege,  I  hold  it  meet  your 
royal  justice  look  further  ere  she  strike,  and  first 
that,  in  the  Saxon's  name,  Saxons  have  leave  to 
speak.  Now  there  are  here,  within  my  beck, 
certain  of  that  race  who  come  deputed  by  the 
'  Hundred,'  in  whose  forest  the  deed  was  done, 
humbly  to  pray  remittance  of  the  fine  which,  in 
default  of  bringing  up  the  guilty,  the  law  de- 
mands of  them  ;  for  on  their  soul^s  salvation  will 
thev  take  it,  De  Waleric's  blood  lies  not  at  their 
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door.  Is  it  your  Grace's  pleasure  they  be 
heardr 

"  Aye,  by  St.  Luke's  face  !*"  cried  the  Mon- 
arch;— and  the  deputation  was  admitted  ac- 
cordingly. 

But  we  will  grace  the  introduction  of  these 
worthies  with  the  formality  of  a  new  chapter. 
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CHAPTER  V. 


**  Yef ,  theie  can  lie, 
FUtter  and  iwear,  forswear,  deprave,  inform. 
Smile  and  betray,  make  guilty  men,  and  beg 
Their  forfeit  Uves  ;  jet,  foolish  Tribune,  know 

A  /VST  MAN  CANNOT  PXAR  I 

Not  though  the  malice  of  traducing  tongues, 
The  open  vastness  of  a  tyrant's  ear, 
The  senseless  rigour  of  the  wrested  laws, 
Or  the  red  eyes  of  strained  authority, 
Should  in  a  point  meet  all  to  take  his  life— 
His  innocence  is  armour  'gainst  all  these." 


The  Saxon  deputation  consisted  of  five  mem- 
bers, four  of  whom  appeared  of  the  middling 
class  of  Franklins,  '^  sober  and  sad  of  cheer  ;*"  but 
the  fifth  was  of  another  order  and  aspect.  He 
seemed  a  pilgrim,  or  of  some  monastic  denomi- 
nation, and  was  wrapped  in  the  flowing  gown 
common  to  those  shrine-seeking  devotees.  The 
cowl  or  hood,  however,  was  thrown  back,  and 
displayed  the  features  of  a  pale,  stem,  sinister 

VOL.  n.  F 
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looking  man,  aged,  perhaps,  (for  It  was  not  easy 
to  guess,)  forty,  or  forty-five,  or  even  fifty.  The 
shaven  crown  of  an  ecclesiastic,  leaving  only  a 
circular  ridge  of  thin  grayish  hair,  and  many 
deeply-indented  lines  upon  the  brow  and  cheeks, 
might  have  inclined  a  spectator's  guess  to  the 
more  advanced  date ;  but  the  fire  of  a  restless 
eye,  and  the  rapid  alternate  curl  and  compression 
of  his  lips,  suggested  rather  the  period  of  desire 
and  passion— of  the  untamed  heart  and  the 
burning  will.  The  whole  countenance  spoke 
rather  of  exposure  to  sun  and  blast,  and  of  the 
influence  of  worldly  emotion,  than  the  seclusion 
of  a  convent,  with  its  dreamy  and  monotonous 
quiet. 

All  looked  upon  him  with  interest,  but  chiefly 
Raymond,  both  from  the  peculiar  relation  in 
which  they  were  now  placed,  and  because  the 
stranger  appeared  the  same  who  had  prostrated 
himself  so  timelessly  in  the  passage  vaults  be- 
neath. The  Squire^s  situation  afibrded  no  leisure 
for  conjecture  or  curiosity,  but  a  deeper  feeling 
awoke,  which  neither  time,  place,  nor  circum- 
stance could  repress,  when,  in  tlie  first  words 
the  pilgrim  uttered,  he  detected,  or  fancied,  a 
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strong  resemblance  to  the  tones  of  bis  myste- 
rious monitor  of  the  forest  and  the  dungeon  !  If 
really  so,  by  what  inexplicable  chain  vras  he 
linked  to  this  strange  being,  who,  exerting  attri- 
butes which  seemed  scarcely  human,  took  yet 
am  apparent  human  interest  in  ordinary  human 
events !  nay,  an  individual  interest  in  the  disas- 
trous circumstances  which  trammelled  the  youth 
himself!  From  what  source  had  the  information 
he  possessed  been  gathered  ?  Above  all,  by  what 
demon-like  audacity  did  he  now  present  himself 
before  the  body,  which,  if  his  own  words  were  to 
be  trusted,  he  and  his  had  treacherously  deprived 
of  life! 

While  these  thoughts  shot  rapidly  through 
the  mind  of  Raymond,  their  object  stole  an  in- 
quiring glance  round  the  assembly,  but  withdrew 
it  in  some  emotion,  and  recoiled  a  step  or  two 
on  perceiving  himself  within  a  few  feet  of  the 
bier. 

"  Why,  how  now,  peeled-pate  T  said  the  King, 
in  coarse  allusion  to  the  clerical  tonsure,  '*  aghast, 
methinks,  ha !  no  marvel ;  better  practised  eyes 
than  thine  love  not  to  look  upon  such  gear. — 
What  manner  of  shaveling  art  thou  i*^ 

T  2 
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'^  A  pilgrim  I,  from  many  a  UlT  shrine;*'*  was 
the  reply. 

*•*'  Right/*  said  the  monarch ;  ''  rich  in  mar- 
vellous nothings,  and  marvellous  poor  in  grace 
and  honesty.  But,  pilgrim  me  no  pilgrims !  thou 
art  a  priest — art  not  V 

'^  A  sometime  poor  brother  of  a  poor  house/' 
replied  the  Religious,  '^  of  the  strict  rule  of  Holy 
Austin." 

^^  Aye,  beggar  and  cheat  for  the  love  of  God.'* 
said  Flambard.  '^  Well,  never  the  worse  priest 
for  that.  To  the  boot  of  all,  thou  art  a  Saxon, 
har 

''  Alas !"  ejaculated  the  Pilgrim,  with  bitter 
significancy. 

'^  Alas,  Sir  Pilgrim  !"  iterated  the  Justiciary, 
^^  and  wherefore  ^  alas  V  I  pray  you !  alas  rather 
for  those  who  have  Norman  blood  in  their  poor 
bodies,  if  thy  malignant  race  may  thus  sluice  it 
out  with  less  compunction  and  remorse  than  a 
drunken  friar  spills  me  a  flaggon  of  muddy  ale.'* 

'^  Pardon,  great  Justiciary  !^  said  the  Devotee, 
^^  but  who  hath  proven  this  wretched  slaughter 
against  the  yet  more  wretched  Saxon !" 

'^  Proven  /"  said  the  Minister,  with  an  air  of 
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scornful  amusement — "|wo»e«,  said  ye,  Sir 
Book-a-boeom !  Dost  thou  jest  with  me  ?  know- 
est  thou  not  the  law!  can  it  be  proven  that 
these  murdered  bones  were  not  of  Norman  be- 
getting! If  thou  canst  prove  them  Saxon^ 
Grammercy !  trouble  us]  no  more  in  the  matter, 
but  hence  with  them  in  the  devil's  name,  and 
innsmew  them  all  into  saints'  relics,  if  thou 
wflt;  fang-teeth  of  St.  Barnabas,  and  finger- 
ends  of  Peter  and  Paul  (heaven  pardon  me !) — 
Bat  if  not  —  and  methinks  thou  art  scarce 
Haehruna*  enough  for  that — bring  up  the  guilty, 
or  pay  down  the  fine !  I  promise  thee,  friend 
Saxon,  here  is  a  witness"  (pointing  to  Ray- 
mond) ^' whose  tale  maketh  shrewdly  against 
ye !" 

"  Ha  !"  exclaimed  the  Pilgrim  in  louder  and 
harsher  tones — "  Hath  he  accused  the  Saxon  ? 
theft  be  his  blood  upon  his  head  !  mine  was  the 
evil  chance — ^yea,  even  mine — ^to  travel  hither- 
ward  in  his  accursed  steps !  I  saw — ^myself  unseen 
the  whilst — ^the  slayers  of  yon  Knight  at  their 
fierce  work  in  the  forest,  and  by  the  holiest  Name, 
this  Norman  youth  was  in  the  midst  of  them  !  1 

*  Haelruna,  the  Saxon  tenn  for  a  wiiard. 
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heard  the  whistling  of  the  death-shiiftB,  and  tiie 
groans  of  the  struck  victimBl  and  when  tlie 
thunder  of  coming  hoo&  scared  and  scattered 
the  shooters,  behold !  a  fire  burned  in  my  heart ! 
Rage  and  strength  were  he^>ed  upon  it  as  fuel, 
and  I  arose,  and  seized  this  hunter  of  men^  even 
as  a  ram  in  a  thicket,  to  give  him  as  a  prey  and 
a  spoil  to  the  avengers  of  blood !  Lo,  then !  we 
wrestled  together  as  they  that  wrestle  for  life 
and  death ;  and  the  spirit  that  was  within  me 
prevailed  mightily,  and  with  a  strong  hand  I 
threw  him  to  the  earth  f 

^^Aye!  by  St.  Francis;"  exchumed  the 
King,  ^'  didst  thou  so !  a  stout  priest !  but  say 
forth,  peeled-pate,  then — '* 

"  Then,"  continued  the  witness — "  even  then  a 
voice  whispered  my  soul,  ^  Art  ihon  not  of  tlie 
race  of  the  trampled,  and  shall  not  ruin  oome 
upon  thee  even  for  righteousness!  Art  thou 
not  A  Saxon,  and  shall  not  the  iVaniKmslay  thee, 
even  in  thine  innocence,  for  very  rage  and 
cruelty  f — ^and  with  the  words  of  the  voice  mine 
heart  sickened,  and  mine  hand  became  as  a 
babe's — ^and  I  turned  and  fled  afar  off  I" 

Raymond  suffered  a  double  amazement.  First, 
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It  the  ioeipficdUe  appeannee  of  this  daxk  wit- 
ness at  8uoh  a  jimctiire ;  and  then,  at  the  jug- 
gKi^  oQmpfomiae  he  aeemed,  as  it  were,  striving 
to  make  with  eonaci^ioe,  by  the  Jesuitical 
weaTing  ef  a  few  tfafeads  of  truth  into  a  wide 
tissue  of  fidsehood.  In  *^  the  midst  of  the  aseas- 
8111%''  Bajmond  had  indeed  been. — ^He  had  in- 
deed ^^  wrestled  aa  for  life  and  death"  with  one 
ivhom  it  was  easy  now  to  identify  with  his  pre- 
sent aecoaer. — He  had  indeed  been  thrown  at 
last  "^  with  strong,  hand  to  the  earth/' — but 
under  circumstances  how  different  from  those 
inferred  by  the  assembled  nobles,  it  is,  we  trust, 
needless  to  recapitulate. 

In  Tain  did  the  youth  himself,  and,  more  than 
QDoe,  the  Earl  of  Chester  in  his  behalf,  endear 
four,  by  direct  and  circumstantial  questioning, 
U>  draw  from  the  Saxon,  in  his  own  deq)ite, 
either  more  distinct  ase^rtiona,  or  something  too 
grossly  contradictoiy  to  pass  unchallenged  even 
by  those  partial  inquisitors.  His  answers  en- 
vebped  every  thmg  in  mysticism  and  vagueness. 

^'  Fii9  and  fiends !"  exchiimed  at  huat  the  im- 
patient Rufiis — ^^  didst  thou  behold  him  shoot 


104  BUFUS; 

shaft  or  strike  stroke!  swear  me  that  Sir 
Shavelingr' 

''Thai,"  replied  the  witness^  ''will  I  no/ 
swear.  The  sudden  slaughter  made  dim  mine 
eyes — ^blood,  and  the  terrors  of  Uood  are  not 
for  him  who  hath  sworn  himself  to  peace.*' 

''  St.  Geoige !"  exclaimed  the  Monarch,  '^  but 
this  is  a  strange  tale !  and,  maugre  thy  prate 
about  the  terrors  of  blood,  thou  art  a  bold  and 
a  burly  priest  to  lay  grasp  on  such  a  gallant  as 
this  I  How  chanced  it  that  he  fled  not  with  his 
feUow-butchers,  ha!" 

''  Is  it  for  one  clad  in  these  weeds  to  tell  ye 
that !"  answered  the  witness,  ''  ye  who  are  men 
of  violence  may  better  say  whether  Spoil  treadeth 
not  oft  in  the  footsteps  of  Slaughter." 

''A  shrewd  priest!"  said  Flambard  —  ''a 
most  judicious  shaveling !  one  that  knoweth  a 
better  matter  than  his  breviary,  I  warrant  him ! 
And  I  am  weU  remembered  herein — "  then, 
turning  to  the  accused — ''  shew  me  that  goodly 
ring  of  thine,  Sir  Squire  of  the  loyal  North.*' 

^'They  who  dragged  me  hither,"  said  Ray- 
mond, ''  tore  it  from  my  finger.^' 
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"Oh,  did  they  so!"  returned  Flambard— 
**why,  thou  speakest  truth  marvellously^  when 
better  may  not  be !  and  how  came  it  upon  thy 
fair  finger,  if  it  be  modest  asking  T* 

"How?*^  repeated  the  youth  in  surprise, — 
'^  from  the  hand  of  my  noble  Lord." 

"  Very  hardly,  methinks,"  said  Ranulph,  with 
a  scornful  smile — ^'  it  was  more  likely  to  pass 
from  thy  hand  to  that  of  thy  Lord.  Judge  ye 
my  Liege;"  and,  taking  a  ring  from  his  finger, 
he  extended  it  to  Rufos,  adding,  **  Heaven  fos- 
ter my  judgment !  I  was  minded  to  be  trinket 
bearer  for  once." 

Instantly  as  the  Monarch  glanced  upon  it  he 
exclaimed,  '*  To  the  drawbridge  with  him !  he 
dies  ere  the  world  be  a  minute  older  !  why  !  who 
knows  not  the  cunning  work  of  Othon?*  This  is 
De  Waleric'^s  signet !  our  own  gift  when  he  set 
forth  for  his  northern  charge. — Give  me  some 
wine  there,  ho !  we  wiU  drink  to  his  gallant 
souFs  rest,  but,  by  the  Mother  of  Heaven  !  not 
one  drop,  although  the  thirst  of  Tartarus  were 
upon  our  lip,  until  yonder  villain  swing  betwixt 
moat  and  balance-beam  !  away  with  him  I"^ 

*  Othon,  a  celebrated  jeweller  of  that  day. 

F    3 
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Stunned — ^paraljaed — ^with  ibis  lai»t  stroke'  of 
successful  villany,  Raymond  suffered  himself  to 
be  dragged  towards  the  place  of  doom,  silent 
and  self-abandoned.  The  savage  officials  who 
hurried  him  to  his  fate,  were  not  tardy  in  their 
labour  of  love,  and  a  few  moments  had  suffieed 
to  quench  for  ever  the  earthly  Ught  of  a  gaOant 
and  guiltless  youth, 

"  Bat  in  the  tiger's  path  a  lion  lay—-" 

Three  steps  down  the  stairs  which  led  firom  the 
hall,  they  encountered  Alberic  du  Goci,  hurry- 
ing in  with  the  qpeed  of  life  and  death — 

'^  Why  how  now,  gentle  Baymond  ?  whither 
away  in  this  evil  sort  ?^' 

^^To  the  drawbridge,  gallant  Knight,'*  an- 
swered the  condemned,  with  ghastly  calmness, 
"  and  then '' 

The  rest  was  choked  in  utterance,  for,  brave, 
but  not  callous,  Raymond  was  more  aflfected  by 
this  single  and  sudden  touch  of  kindly  interest 
than  by  all  the  hate  and  scorn  which  had  been 
showered  upon  him.  One  of  his  conduetora, 
however,  finished  the  sentence, — *'  and  then  to 
the  foul  fiend  for  a  foul  traitor !  '* 

"  Beast  and  slave  that  thou  art  to  say  it  !^' 
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abonted.  He  of  the  BrdceA  Lance — *'  thither  wiO 
J  9&aii  thee,  with  all  thy  feUowa,  to  be  yoke* 
mates  in  the  chariot  of  Satan,  if  thou  doat  not 
tany  another  bidding  before  doing  acathe  to 
one  hair  of  hia  head !  Look  to  it,  villains !  1 
ha?e  powerful  warrant  for  thia.  Fitz  Morton !  "^ 
(addreasing  a  new  retainer)  "  watch  thou  here, 
and  rip  the  bowels  of  the  first  he  that  lifts  a 
finger." 

And,  thus  saying,  he  burst  into  the  haU,  just 
as  the  Kixig's  harsh  tones  were  again  at  the 
highest: 

^^  Speak  not  for  him,  Sir  Earl !  he  dies,  were 
he  fifty  times  the  squire  of  thy  traitor-friend ! 
he  shall  hang  were  he  my  brother  I  I  will  not 
hear  mortal  lip  in  his  behoof!" 

''  Hear  mine,  at  least,  most  gracious  Sove- 
reign!'^ excl^med  a  voice  from  the  press,  which 
called  a  gloomy  fire  into  the  eyes  of  Mont- 
gomery and  his  party,  and  sent  assurance  to 
the  breast  of  Baymond,  as  the  trumpet-peal  of 
advancing  aid  rallies  a  broken  host. 

In  the  next  instant  Du  Coci  was  at  the 
monarch's  foot. 

The  moment  he  raised  his  bowed  head  from 
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the  pavement,  Rufus,  who  never  forgot  the  face 
of  either  friend  or  foe,  stepped  back  as  from  an 
apparition — 

'^  Saints  and  seraphs  I  have  we  a  spirit  here!'' 

^'  In  clay,  my  sovereign  Liege,  good  mortal 
clay,  and,  moreover,  faithful  and  true  as  thy 
royal  heart  could  wish,  although  mine  own  lips 
boast  it;' 

"Cry  ye  mercy,  then,  for  our  sickly  judg- 
m^it,"  said  the  King.  "  We  have  been  wont  to 
think  of  Alberic  du  Coci  as  cold  and  stark  in  a 
traitor^s  grave." 

"  Look,  good  my  Liege,^'  said  the  Adventurer, 
"  for  being  cold  and  stark,  I  forgive  all  who  said 
it,  saving  only  such  as  will  not  now  believe  their 
own  eyes  and  ears  that  I  am  yet  on  the  better 
bank  of  Limbo-lake.  For  the  black  addition  of 
^traitor'' — ^in  God's  name,  most  mighty  Sove- 
reign, if  he  who  alone  of  your  high  lieges  listed 
or  dared  to  brand  me  with  such  dispiteous 
phrase — if  Ae,  I  say,  hath  since  been  ever  Cutb- 
ful  and  true  himself,  chop  off  my  head !  and 
speed  it  hence  to  him  as  the  fairest  token  of 
your  royal  favour ;  but  if  not " 

"  If  not,"  interrupted  Ruftis,  ''  what  then  ? 
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is  it  therefore  that  thy  busy  and  forbidden  body 
is  thrust  between  our  vengeance  and  yonder 
felon  r 

^^  And  ifnot^  said  the  Justiciary  in  the  same 
strain, ''  and  De  Mowbray  be  known  for  a  most 
rank  and  pestilent  traitor,  prove  we,  at  once, 
lAo  loves  or  hates  him  for  the  same ;  and  that 
by  a  new  test,  before  thou  hast  further  leave  to 
prate  in  this  presence,  Sir  Knight.*^ 

While  all  wondered  what  was  to  follow,  three 
strides  placed  the  Justiciary  in  front  of  Abbot 
de  Lozenge,  from  whose  hand  he  took  (we  had 
ahnost  said  snatched)  the  crozier  or  pastoral 
8ta£^  saying, 

"  Grammercy^  for  my  boldness,  holy  Father — 
although  this  symbol*  is  somewhat  out  of  bear- 
ing-bounds. We  will — under  favour  of  Mother 
Church — ^begin  first  with  thee^ 

Then,  extending  the  crozier  towards  him ;  he 
added  —  ^^  Super  hoc  signum^  Domine  Abhate^ 
is  Robert  de  Mowbray  guilty,  or  not  guilty,  of 
this  slaughter?^' 

*  We  believe  the  learned  Justiciary  refers  to  the  fact  that 
it  was  not  allowable,  in  that  age,  for  an  Abbot  to  carry  hit 
ptftoral  inrignia  beyond  th«  bounds  of  his  Abbacy. 
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**  Destnictioii  and  Death,*'  aaid  the  ready 
Churchman,  **  have  heard  the  fiune  thereof  with 
their  ears — ^he  is  most  sorely  guiity  P* 

The  holy  symbol  was  then  extended,  in  like 
manner,  and  with  like  formula,  in  succesBaon,  to 
all  present,  at  least  to  aU  of  the  higher  giade^ 
who  formed  the  immediate  circle  round  the 
bier.  The  Constable-^the  Marshal — De  Lacy, 
and  a  few  others,  took  the  condemnatory  U9t  ae 
it  was  caOed,  with  the  air  of  men  whose  nunda 
were  fully  made  up  upon  the  point ;  who  neither 
doubted  the  ftust  nor  hesitated  to  avouch  it. 
There  was  less  of  the  resolved  manner  about 
De  Tunbridge,  whose  eye,  chancing  to  meet 
that  of  Httgh-le-Loup,  read,  in  its  severe  glance, 
somethii^  which  shook  the  firmness  of  has 
answer.  He  tried  and  rejected  more  than  one 
form  of  reply,  and  evai,  at  last,  clothed  it  in 
terms  of  rather  qualified  import.  Flamhavd 
hesitated,  for  an  instant,  to  withdraw  the  crozier^ 
and  was  almost  upon  ilte  point  of  wrii^;ing  from 
him  a  less  equivocal  verdict ;  but,  with  a  peculiar 
smile,  he  forbore,  and  turned  to  the  Earl  of 
Chester.  That  potent  Borderer  put  aside  the 
extendedsymbol  with  no  reverential  hand^saying: 
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^^ PaaB on,  LordJiiflticiary ;  enough, meUiiiiks, 
faife  I  spoken  upon  this  head,  and  enouj^  have 
my  words  been  scorned.^ 

No  attenqyt  was  made  to  foree  the  test  upon 
this  powerful  recusant^  nor  did  the  looks  of  any 
present  ofier  a  commentarj  up<»i  his  refus^. 
But  the  ease  was  yery  diffisrent  when  it  feU  to 
Da  CocTs  turn  to  ^ve  evidence  over  the  Abbot's 
staff — Efexj  eye  was  upon  him.  Every  ear 
was  bent  to  catch  the  first  word  he  should  utter. 
All  present  had  been  struck  by  the  earnest 
appeal  of  Raymond  to  this  man's  evidence,  and 
by  his  own  sudden  and  strange  arrival  in  the 
very  crisis  of  the  youth's  fate.  All,  therefore, 
awaited  his  reply  with  intense  interest ;  but  the 
more  deeply  initiated — ^they  of  the  compact  en- 
tared  into,  that  morning,  at  Wohesley  Castle, 
glared  upon  him  with  eyes  literally  blazing  with 
hnpatience  and  curiosity. 

''  Thou,  Sir  Knight,""  said  the  Minister, ''  hast 
seen  with  thine  own  eyes,  and  heard  with  thine 
own  ears ;  avouch  then,  is  De  Mowbray  of  Nor* 
thumberiand  guilty,  or  not  guilty,  of  this 
alau^terr 

^^  GuitTY ;'"  replied  the  Adventurer,  without 
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a  moment's  hesitation — '^  as  surely  guilty  as 
ever  was  mortal  man  of  mortal  sin."" 

The  confederacy  breathed  lighter,  and  inter- 
changed glances  of  assurance. 

*'  Look,  good  my  Liege,'*  continued  Du  Coci, 
^^  Truth  perches  upon  strange  twigs  at  last,  for 
as  shy  a  bird  as  she  is.     These  papers*'  (drawing 
a  packet  from  his  bosom,  and  presenting  it  to  the 
Monarch)  '^  peeped  from  beneath  the  folds  of 
De  Waleric's  vest,  as  I  turned  him  o'er,  in  the 
crimson  puddle  of  his  blood,  to  mark  if  life  were 
indeed  gone.     I  drew  them  forth  with  a  discreet 
hand,  unseen, and,  at  mine  after-leisure,  thrusting 
modesty  aside,  made  bold  with  the  clerkly  con- 
tents.    Itead,  my  Liege,  and  pardon  me  that 
other  than  your  royal  eye  hath  been  the  first  to 
look  upon  such  documents.'' 

The  surprised  King  glanced  first  at  the  su- 
perscription, which  was  after  the  following  quaint 
and  lengthy  fashion. 

"  For  the  eye  of  my  Sovereign  Liege ;  the 
within  letters,  seized  upon  the  body  of  one  slain 
in  their  defence ;  the  same  being  of  evil-threat- 
ening tenor,  touching  both  his  Grace's  authority, 
and  the  life  of  him  who  hath  been  thus  bold  to 
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intercept  tiiem ;  as  witness  his  hand  and  seal, 

and  those  of  a  holy  man,  his  chaplain,  in  the 

King's  towers  of  the  New  Castle  on  Tyne  bank. 

(Signed)     Hugo  db  St.  Waleric,  Castellan. 

Mabtin  Hezelbigge,  Chaplain. 

It  was  dear  from  this  that  the  intercepted 
epistles  were  understood  to  be  firom  De  Mow- 
bray, and,  at  one  period,  intended  for  imme- 
<liate  transmission  to  the  king^s  hand,  whatever 
liad  subsequently  determined  De  Waleric  to  be 
at  last  the  bearer  of  his  own  packet. 

The  inclosures  were  two,  both  without  either 
address  or  signature,  and  indorsed  only  with  a 
angle  initial  letter  each,  as  a  memorandum  of 
direction,  doubtless,  for  the  luckless  bearer.  The 

Qontents  of  the  first,  marked  "  C ,"  ran  as 

follow : — 

" You  have  fooled  me  once  ;  never  man 

did  80  twice.  I  will  not  again  budge  southward 
a  foot  6  breadth.  If  thou  canst  leave  turning 
and  changing,  and  blowing  hot  and  cold  with 
the  same  breath,  and  looking  now  backward, 
now  forward,  say  at  once  that  I  shall  hav^  the 
g^m  we  treated  for.    But  resolve  me  this  by  the 
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bearer,  aye  or  no,  and  let  this  aomewhat  perilous 
matter  of  writing  have  an  end." 

It  will  be  easily  guessed  that  this  ^istle  had 
been  intended  for  the  Earl  of  Chester. 

The  cmQ  indoreed  ^^  A "  was  in  another 

vein. 

^'  To  Him  that  I  would  have  greater ;  and 
shall  be,  if  the  weeds  of  his  own  heedless  hua^ 
bandiy  choke  not  the  golden  harvest— These, 
by  a  sure  hand ;  and  yet,  darkly,  in  respect  of 
many  perils  of  interception,  vdiether  on  land  or 
main. 

'^  Wilt  thou  embrace  the  glory  I  have  sha- 
dowed out  i  Be  speedy  in  adoption — ^time  wean 
— and  a  brave  blow  might  be  stricken  while  he 
you  wot  of  plunges  with  his  outworn  troops 
amidst  the  fastnesses  of  the  west.  They  of 
whom  ye  have  doubt  shall  be  well  looked  to — 
north  and  south.  For  the  toad  that  swells  with 
venom  on  Tyne  bank,  the  heel  is  lifted  thai 
shall  crush  Aim,  and,  (in  good  earnest  of  my  will 
and  power,)  look  to  have  news  hereof  ere  thou 
art  midway  hither." 

Upon  this  last  text  there  needed  no  clearer 
comment  than  the  slaughter  of  De  Waleric. 
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^'Now,  by  my  fiither^s  tomb!^ 
Rufua,  ^^  I  thank  thee^  Alberic  du  Ckx»  !  Thou 
hast  done  me  good  serviee — ^thou  hast  given  me 
substance  for  shadow — noontide  cleameaa  for 
moniiDg  miat !  Who  hath  written  these  goodly 
letters,  methinks  it  were  now  idle  to  say,  and 
to  whom  of  our  faithftd  and  loyal  lieges  they 
are  addressed^  be  it  thy  charge,  Lord  Justiciary, 
to  make  out.  What,  ho  I  there !  Doth  yonder 
villain  yet  live  \  To  the  death  with  him,  I  say  I 
He  shall  hang  ere  the  foot  of  mortal  man  stir 
from  our  castle  hall !  '* 

^^  Not  for  vengeance  upon  a  thousand  De 
Howbrays,  though  they  had  slain  a  thousand 
De  Walerics  !"  exclaimed  Du  Goci.  ''  The 
youth  is  guihJesB  as  infancy  itself !" 

''Ha!  fire  and  fiends!  what  say'st  thou!'' 
shouted  the  King ;  ''  have  we  nig^t  and  fog 
onee  more  \ 

''  No  mighty  Liege !  not  so  —  broad  noon 
and  the  clear  heaven  of  truth  for  Raymond  T' 
replied  his  champion.  **  De  Mowbray  hath 
stricken  by  other  hands.  Well  was  it  said,  even 
now,  that  in  this  matter  I  have  seen  with  mine 
own  eyes,  and  heard  with  mine  own  ears. — 
With  mine  own  ears,  when  first  we  stumbled 
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on  yonder  butchery,  I  heard  the  cries  for  help 
without  whichy  the  youth  had  lain  hidden  in  the 
forest  for  evermore  !  With  mine  own  eyes  I 
beheld  him  bound,  foot,  head  and  hand,  to  the 
spread  roots  of  an  oak,  fast  as  ever  was  captive 
in  dungeon  shackles.  From  thence  he  was  cut 
loose  by  the  ready  hands  of  mine  own  varlet. 
Yet  more,  great  King,  for  more  do  I  chance  to 
know.  He  was,  in  past  years,  the  foster-child 
of  the  very  Knight  whom  he  is  charged  with 
slaying,  and  would  have  died  ten  deaths  in  his  de- 
fence, rather  than  Hfted  finger  to  do  him  scathe .' 
This,  if  my  Liege  scorn  not  the  word  of  an  un- 
believer, the  rich  Hebrew,  Jodesac,  can  testify, 
and  there  is  yet  in  the  Jew's  hand  a  token  to 
give  your  Grace  some  guess  what  manner  of 
blood  flows  in  the  veins  of  Coeur  d'Acier." 

The  King  gazed  in  Sir  Alberic's  face  for  an 
instant  or  two  with  the  air  of  one  equally  per- 
plexed and  amused — ^then,  with  a  levity  com- 
mon to  his  habits,  burst  into  his  usual  discor- 
dant laughter,  and  swore  his  usual  oath,  by 
" St.  Luke's  face,"  that  it  was  "a  more  tangled 
matter  to  take  up  than  the  shattered  meshes 
of  a  double  hauberk." 

In  fact,  the  torrent  of  evil  feeling  in  the  royal 
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breast  had  now  brawled  itself  away,  and  none 
cared  gratuitously  to  put  a  malicious  spoke  in 
the  wheel  of  Raymond  s  second  redemption  from 
the  gibbet;  on  the  contrary,  when  Rufus  was 
about  to  demand  from  Sir  Alberic  some  solution 
of  the  mystery  of  the  signet-ring,  before  yielding 
implicit  credence  to  his  defence,  Flambard,  lay- 
ing a  finger  gently  upon  the  Royal  arm,  said  in 
low  tones, 

^'  Let  him  not  hang  for  that — ^I  have  choice 
of  these  trinkets,  and,  it  may  be,  have  put  the 
wrong  one  into  your  Grace's  hand.  Tush,  my 
Liege,  I  will  exchange  with  ye,  anon,  De  Mouh 
bray's  signet  for  De  Waleric's." 

The  Monarch  again  laughed  his  hoarse  kugh. 
''  But  what,"  he  said,  ''  hath  the  Saxon  Shave- 
ling to  say  to  this !" 

The  new  interest  of  Du  Coci*s  appearance 
upon  the  scene  had  diverted  from  the  Saxon  the 
eyes  and  thoughts  of  all  present,  and  although 
the  latter  now  reverted  to  him,  it  was  impossible 
to  replace  the  former, — ^the  mysterious  Pilgrim 
had  vanished,  none  knew  whither  or  how,  but  his 
dropped  gown,  like  the  Prophet's  mantle,  re- 
mained as  a  farewell-token. 
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'^  Here  is  the  slough  of  Uie  snake,  my  Liege^^* 
said  De  Lacy,  picking  up  the  pitgrim-Teature, 
^^  but  he  himself  hath  crept  to  thicket." 

The  next  moment  saw  the  reprieved  Ray* 
mond  at  the  feet  of  the  King. 

*^  A  hundred  lives  hast  thou,^  said  the 
Monarch,  *^  and  with  each  a  good  angel  to  do 
battle  for  it-»or  else,  by  Mary-Mother!  ere 
this  thou  hadst  looked  the  King  of  Tophet  in 
the  face,  in  lieu  of  the  King  of  England.  No 
doubt  thou  art  too  faithful  a  fool  to  rise  up,  Sir 
Raymond,  of  the  Spur  of  gold,  to  the  boot  of 
Heart  of  steel,  in  return  for  quitting  a  Traitor  a 
service — ^ha  V 

'^  My  gracious  Liege,"  said  Raymond,  in  a 
tone  sufficiently  indicative  of  his  purposed  reply. 

"  Enough,"  interrupted  the  King.  "  It  were 
poor  music  to  hear  thee  scorn  our  offer.  Up 
and  away,  Sir  Squire!  good  leave  hast  Umni, 
aye,  and  command  to  boot,  to  make  our  city- 
walls  quit  of  thee,  ere  another  sun  glitter  upon 
their  battlements.  And  beware — ^if  thou  shalt 
take  knighthood  at  another  hand — beware,  I 
say,  of  a  hempen  gorget  for  couching  a  traitor's 
lance.    Get  thee  hence,  and  whisper  thy  proud 
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lord  that,  if  he  feast  not  sfieedily  with  us  in 
Winchester,  by  Mary-Mother !  we  will  ourself 
|day  the  visitor,  and  taste  the  good  cheer  of 
his  Earldom,  with  sixty  thousand  lances  in  our 
tram.    Away  !** 

Coeor  d'^Acier  started  to  his  feet — ^made  an- 
swer at  once  to  threats,  and  taunts,  and  cle- 
mosey,  by  a  deep  parting  obeisance — ^kissed  the 
cold  hand  of  the  dead,  and  grasped  the  warm 
pahn  of  Du  Coci — ^looked  firmly  upon  his  recent 
accusers  as  he  passed — and,  finally,  with  elastic 
step  and  spirits,  quitted  the  royal  hall ;  lighter 
at  heart  than  when  he  entered  it,  by  the  weight 
of  Pelion  and  Ossa. 

Thus,  to  the  almost  entire  satisfaction  of  all 
parties,  ended  the  strange  scene  we  have  endea- 
^NNired  to  describe.  The  enemies  of  De  Mow- 
bray had  fixed  upon  him  the  odium  of  a  savage 
dau^ter,  and  broken  all  bonds  between  him 
and  the  Sovereign.  Baymond  was  snatched  from 
death  to  life ;  and  his  frank*hearted  defender, 
Da  Coci,  had  succeeded,  for  once,  *'  in  so  serving 
Heaven  as  not  to  offend  the  devil." 
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CHAPTER  VI. 


"  Certes  (said  he)  I  mean  me  to  diigoise 
In  some  strange  habit,  after  onoooth  wise, 
Like  to  a  pilgrim  — 
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SpBNSBa.  Mother  Hubbard'9  7\rfr. 

"  Here  Venoa  sits  in  likeness  of  a  Nan." 

Wordnfortk. 

We  shall  scarcely  be  asked,  even  by  the  most 
inapprehensive  of  readers,  whether  it  was  indeed 
the  Lady  Matilda,  who,  in  the  garden  of  Nunna 
Mynstre,  and  under  the  semblance  of  a  dau^ter 
of  that  solenm  mansion,  addressed  herself  to 
Raymond  and  his  Lady  in  terms  so  wild  and 
startling.  It  was  no  other  than  the  strange 
kinswoman  of  Hugh-le-Loup — girl  in  years  and 
aspect — woman  in  pride  and  passion — mati  in 
ambitious  hope  and  project — and  aomething 
more  than  these  in  the  daring  aod.inflexihle 
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spirii  with  which  a  panion  or  a  purpose,  once 
harboured  or  resolved,  was  borne  along  to  its 
consummation. 

After  the  rencontre  in  the  garden,  duties, 
manj  and  solemn,  withdrew  the  Lady  Abbess 
from  her  guest,  and  abandoned  the  hitter  to  her 
own  stormy  thoughts  in  the  ^oomy  parlour  of 
the  Superior,  through  whose  lofty  but  narrow 
lattioes  the  dim  and  discoloured  day-beam  shot 
in  subdued  ^lendour,  and  lighted  up  the  antique 
monastic  garniture  frugally  scattered  around  its 
sombre  walk,  in  the  manner  best  pleasing  to  the 
ascetic  dweUer. 

Neither  did  it  accord  indifferently  with  the 
mood  or  aspect  of  the  present  inmate,  who  paced 
the  narrow  precincts  of  her  solitude, 

"  like  to  the  nsUen  cam  la  her  den/' 

and  even  vented  aloud  something  of  the  dark 
feelings  which  preyed  upon  her  repose. 

"'  And  <Aw,  then" — she  muttered — "  this  is 
the  incomparable  Constance ! — ^this  the  boasted 
dang^iter  of  De  Mowbray !  for  whose  love  the 
soli-lipped  Stephen  de  Albemarle  sij^  like  a 
«ckly  page,  and  the  fierce  De  Lacy  j^owslike  an 
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armourer  s  forge — for  whom  Nobles  liave  splin- 
tered laaces,  and  Princes  have  been  hurled  out 
of  their  saddles,  while  the  lips  of  a  Monarch 

cried  *  well  done,  well  done  !' — ^ha? ^" 

Then — suddenly  pausing  in  her  disturbed 
pace — she  added,  ''  And  why  thus  suddenly 
snatched  from  the  worship  of  those  fools  of 
France  i  why  recalled  to  his  grim  towers  at  such 
a  juncture,  when  not  alone  rocks  his  broad  earl- 
dom, as  though  an  earthquake  struggled  beneath 
it,  but  even  his  very  life  is  jeopardied!  There 
is  a  purpose  in''t — aye,  and  a  deep  one — deeply 
hidden.  But,  ere  the  shadow  of  Matilda  darken 
a  threshold  of  De  Mowbray,  that  shall  be  known 
and  cared  for !  A  blessed  hap  to  be  mewed  iq>, 
in  yonder  tempest^haken  Bamborough,  with  this 
adored  one !     She  the  admired  of  aU  admirers — 

the  load-star  of  all  hearts  and  eyes !  while  I 

Oh,  phrenzy  even  to  think  on't ! — I,  be?matroned 
and  be-moped  in  his  dark  halls,  must  play  the 
housewife  and  the  venerable ;  and  treasure  my 
eclipsed  smiles  and  sickly  glances  for  the  sole 
gaze  of  my  haughty  lord,  lest  it  be  whimpered 
that  the  poor  faded  dame  would  vie  in  beauty 
with  her  fair  step-child !    And  sluM  it  be  thus ! 
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har?  first  will  I  know  what  busy  fiend  hath  flung 
the  sear  and  Snivelling  autiunn  upon  these  lips 
even  in  midnspring !  first  will  I  know  whether 
these  eyes  be  indeed  duller  than  lead — ^whether 
this  skin  hath  more  of  snow  or  saffiron.  For 
yew/'  she  added,  vindictively  apostrophizing  the 
spirit  of  her  unconscious  rival  in  the  Ksts  of  ad> 
miration — ^^  for  you^  my  Lady  Miracle !  look  to 
your  marveUous  self!  if  you  must  needs  sparkle 
IB  my  sky,  it  shall  be  under  cloud  and  with  shorn 
beams,  I  promise  ye." 

She  then  threw  herself  into  a  seat,  and,  in  the 
indulgence  of  dark  thoughts  and  projects,  wore 
throi^  the  long  and  else  wearisome  period  be- 
fore the  Abbess  again  broke  upon  her  solitude. 

But  the  return  of  that  severe  Dignitary  brought 
not  the  immediate  opportunity  for  conference 
«^ch  MatHda  Icmged  for,  and  which,  indeed,, 
was  the  chief  cause  of  her  continued  stay  in 
Niinna  Mynstre.  A  spare  repast,  and  the  at- 
teadance  of  a  sad-^yed  vestal,  during  its  dull 
lenten  discussion,  imposed  a  silence  which  the 
impetuous  viator  could  ill  endure. 

The  fragments  of  the  Carthusian  banquet  once 
removed,  however,  and  the  lengthened  tiianks- 
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giving  over,  she  scrupled  not  to  hint  her  desire 
for  their  attendant  s  dismissal,  and  scarcely  was 
the  suggestion  complied  with,  ere  she  thus  ab- 
ruptly addressed  the  Convent  Mother — 

*^  When  goes  hence  De  Mowhray^s  daugli* 
terf^ 

**  Did  ye  not  hear?*'  was  the  counter-ques- 
tion of  the  surprised  Abbess. 

"  Aye,  by*r  Lady,"  returned  Matilda;  *•  but 
I  believed  not.  To-night,  methinks,  if  the  boy- 
guardian  work  his  pleasure.*" 

"Tjf/  "  iterated  the  Nun—"  what  need  of  *  iff' 
who  shall  gainsay  him  V 

"  Thou,  Holy  Mother,  an*  it  please  Heaven  and 
St.  Mary." 
The  Superior  sat  more  and  more  erect. 
^^  Wherefore,^  she  said,   **'  should  it  please 
Heaven  and  our  blessed  patron!  or  for  vriuit 
cause  should  I,  their  unworthy  handmaid  in  this 
dwelling,  do  thus  by  De  Mowbray^s  daughter!^ 
"  For  pity  and  teilder  heart,  if  ye  will,**  said 
Matilda,  with  the  sarcastic  levity  seldom  long* 
absent  from  her  lip — ^^  Heard  ye  not  the  maiden 
herself  bemoan  the  best  of  her  lord  and  sire^ 
touching  this  dark  journey,  and  speak  of  perils 
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tiMi  tendenieflB,  methinks,  to  bid  her  keep  cell 
and  ctoister  for  a  space ;  and  let  the  Gallant 
lireaithe  his  palfireya  the  whilst,  and  take  patience 
fotorce  this  holy  tide  of  Pentecost.^' 

Up  rose  the  Lady- Abbess  of  St.  Mary's,  with 
quivering  lip,  and  looking  taller  and  whiter  even 
thannsoal. 

^  Dost  thou  jes^  with  me  V*  she  said. 

''Jest!  holy  Mother!"  replied  the  visitor; 
''we  (^  the  Western  Marches  know  not  the 
wwd ;  blood  and  broil  make  us  sad  of  speech 
and  sober  of  cheer.  It  is  in  simple  earnest  that 
I  have  said,  and  say  again,  let  not  the  daughter 
of  De  Mowbray  go  hence  to-night — ^no,  nor 
to-morrow.*' 

''  Kinswoman  of  Hugh-le-Loup,"  said  the 
Abbess,  '^  yet  more,  daughter  of  her  who,  while 
she  abode  on  earth,  and  while  I  myself  was  yet 
in  the  gall  of  the  world'^s  bitterness,  I  loved  after 
the  fashion  of  the  world ;  for  her  sake — for  the 
Bike  of  Hugh-le-Loup,  who  hath  been  a  right 
adUe  patron  of  our  house ;  and  for  the  remem- 
taanoe  ot  the  goodly  gifts  of  thine  own  hand  to 
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these  poor  wallfl~for  all  thcBe,  I  iisve  borne 
with  thee  this  day^  and  done  for  tiBee^  as  never 
more  will  I  bear  and  do  for  mortal  woman.  I 
have  diasttnbled  before  die  altar  of  oior  Lady, 
and  seen — seen  by  mine  own  sinful  suflmaoe— 
the  garb  of  her  sworn  daughters,  the  raiment 
sanctified  to  her  ministry,  psoCaned  by  a  light 
worldling,  for  light  and  worldly  purposcwi  nay, 
it  may  be,  for  the  furth^anoe  of  worldly 
passion,  sinful  as  light.  I  tell  thee,  maiden,  I 
have  journeyed  with  thee  to  the  last  footstep  of 
my  frailty  in  this  onoked  path ;  for  I  diaoem 
in  thee,  and  in  the  demand  thou  hast  even  now 
made,  far  other  purpose  than  thou  would'st  list 
to  avow.  What  were  the  midnight  travel  of 
Constance  de  Mowbray  to  thee,  although  her 
path  lay  through  the  valley  of  the  shadow  of 
Death  ?^^ 

'^  Much ;  "  answered  Matilda,  ^^  moeh  tliat 
your  convent-wisdom  dreams  not  of.  But  if 
the  pure  gold  of  my  charitable  purpose  be  tlwis 
suspected  of  base  mixture,  in  God's  name  let  it 
sleep  unquestioned  in  this  abused  oaaquet'* 
(sligbtly  pressing  her  exquisitely  moulded  bo- 
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Mn)  ''yet,  good  or  evil,  thit  let  me  tell  yoti, 
Jiolj  Mother,  it  touchee  right  nearly  the  weal 
of  Nuima  Mynstre." 
"Ha!^*  exclaimed  the  afaurtned  Religious. 
^  Why,*^  retomed  the  secular  dame,  "  De 
Mowbray  is  charged  with  treason.     Hear  ye 
not  thai,  even  in  the  deaf  hush  of  your  sullen 
cloisters!      If  not,  speed  hence  his  daughter 
under  the  nigh^cloud,  as  ye  purpose,  and,  trust 
me,  betwixt  the  next  matins  and  primes,  the 
King  himself  shall  tell  ye  of  it,  in  sudi  tones  as 
may  dumce  to  rock  your  veiy  altar.    Bethink 
ye,  Mother,  what  better  pledge — what  likelier 
gage  (or  the  returning  fealty  of  De  Mowbray, 
than  the  fair  stranger  within  your  gates !   his 
dear  and  sole  one  ?  she,  in  the  avenging  hand  of 
the  monarch,  were  better  worth  than  a  stout 
garrison  of  his  hired  Braban^ons  in  every  tower 
and  town  north  of  the  Humber.    Be  ye  sure 
that  word  hath  passed,  or  wiU  right  speedily 
pass,  to  the  royal  ear,  what  manner  of  guest 
hath  tarried  in  Nimna  Mynstre.    Now,  when 
she  hflEth  sped  in  safety  from  your  portals  to  her 
rebellious  home,  whether  the  proud  and  pro- 
voked   King    be  one    to    brook  tamely  such 
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rending  of  the  prey  from  his  gn^.  judge,  ye, 
holy  Lady,  I  beseech  ye.  Be  advised,  tberefiore^ 
after  what  fashion  ye  will  doff  his  fury  aside  and 
bid  it  pass — ^with  what  voice  ye  will  say  to.  the 
hurricane  ^be  still  !^  and  with  what  subtlety 
eschew  the  tender  mercies  of  Banulph  Flamr 
bard;  he — the  great  Justiciary,  who  seized^ 
and  sold  for  a  goodly  price,  the  revenues  of 
Nunna  Mynstre;  and,  with  scant  reverence, 
I  doubt  not,  would  even  now  do  as  much  for  this 
solemn  domain  of  yours." 

The  Abbess  strove  to  conceal  her  rising  ap- 
prehension ;  '^  Is  ibe  proud  Monarch,*^  she  said» 
or  his  fierce  favourite,  the  shepherd  of  this  fold  i 
that,  for  the  terror  of  their  voice  reproving,  I 
should  chain  the  innocent  as  pledge  for  the 
guilty,  and  deal  with  the  stray  lamb  under  my 
charge  as  with  a  ram  cau^t  in  a  thicket !  Or 
is  it  meet  that  I  should  fear  man  rather  than 
God !" 

''  Human /?ar,**  said  Matilda,  '^  is  no  plant  of 
human  choice; — ^it  is  the  weed  wilful,  that 
springs  where  it  lists,  and  dies  when  it  cannot 
choose.  I  know  not  how  much  ye  should  fear 
God  or  man ;  but  I  know  of  whom  it  hath  been 
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ttid,  ^he  fears  God  but  little — man  not  at  all ; ' 
I  know  whose  ravenoos  maw  hath  had  no  ftar 
to  gorge  itself  with  vacant  benefices ; — ^yea,  and 
in  aoom  of  Rome  and  all  her  thmiders,  will  yet  be 
cmnmed  with  many  a  like  dainty.  I  know  who 
woold  chop  off  the  head  of  priest  as  well  as  lay- 
man, that  should  presume,  without  his  will,  to 
choose  betwixt  Urban  and  dement,  which  be 
true  Pope  or  ftlse — such  stinted  reverence  is 
his  for  church  or  churchman,  lord  abbot  or 
lady  abbess,  (saving  your  presence,  holy  Mother.) 
And,  knowing  this,  methinks  I  may  well  urge, 
^keep  ye  De  Mowbray's  daughter  while  ye 
may.'—" 

^^  And  make  a  dungeon  of  our  solenm  sanc- 
tuary !^'  rejoined  the  Abbess,  in  a  tone  of  indig- 
nation— ^^  not  for  the  rood  of  Tosti !  were  its 
gems  quadrupled.  If  the  fierce  King  and  his 
yet  fiercer  favourite  have  claim  upon  the  maiden, 
and  list  to  tear  her  hence  with  the  mailed  hand, 
these  are  not  the  moated  towers  of  a  chieftain, 
to  bid  defiance  to  wrong  and  sacrilege.  He  in 
whose  hand  is  vengeance  eludl  repay  it,  and  the 
corse  of  their  iniquity  shall  not  cleave  to  these 
ainless  doors  !*' — 

o  3 
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She>  turned  to  qtiit  the  apartaent^  bnipaoied 
upon  the  threshold,  and,  lookup  bacik,  addod^ 

^^  Evil  counsel  hast  thou  given  me,  tondin^ 
this  poor  damsd  of  De  Mowbray's — but  made, 
daughter  of  a  haughty  raoe!  if  tiiey  thal^  be 
mighty  in  this  stormy  land,  are  iadeed  ao  greedy 
to  fill  their  holes  with  ravin,  and  their  dens  with 
prey,  not  alone  upon  ihe  riches  of  the  dequaad 
church,  shall  be  the  swoop  of  their  deadly  £al* 
con!  other  prey,  as  dainty,  if  less  sacred,  will 
they  devour.  Even  in  the  hush  of  our  aollen 
cloisters,  as  ye  have  scornfully  named.  theni«  it 
hath  been  told  and  heard  with  what  a  grinding 
hand  the  kingly  claim  of  toardship  falls  erer 
and  anon  on  some  of  your  proud  order.  Take 
<M>ttnsel,  thorefore^  thou'  that,  in  thy  caUow 
youth,  art  so  fain  to  give  it,  even  to  grey-haised 
Eld^— thou  who  wouldst  behold  the  meshes  of  a 
tyrant's  net  gathered  around  another,  look  weH 
that  thine  own  footsteps  be  charmed  bom  tktt 
Snare  of  the  fowler. — Get  thee  assoianoa,  Lady, 
whose  ward  thou  art  I  lest,  in  an  evil  hour,  vat- 
dreilded  till  it  be  upon  thee,  thine  own  beaaty 
be  given  for  a  prey  to  the  hard  of  heart ;  and 
thfe  comeliness  of  thy  youth  for  a  pooocflsiott  to 
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the  flpoikr !  kot  the  heirees  of  De  Aquihi  be 
flang  to  the  first  crested  ruflSan  that  doth  a 
pleasure  to  his  riotous  Paravail ;  or,  if  she  list 
not  to  obey,  bdiold  her  heritance  despoiled,  even 
with  as  free  a  hand  as  ever  yet  dealt  terribly 
with  holy  church. — Boiedicite,  proud  maiden, 
and  take  heed !"  added  the  excited  Dignitary, 
and,  with  these  admonitory  words,  vanished 
from  the  apartment. 

^^  Get  thee  gone,  screech-owl  !**  said  Matilda, 
'^why!  who  would  have  Suspected  thee  of  so 
much  of  the  wisdom  of  this  world?  methought 
thou  hadst  neither  ear  nor  eye,  except  for  organ- 
fife  and  breviary-book. — ^Evil-boding  skeleton  ! 
she  hath  stricken  the  very  chord  harped  on  by 
De  Mowbray. — ^But  have  I,  in  very  deed,  such 
cause  for  apprehension  in  this  accursed  matter 
of  wardship !  hath  it  become  question,  even  in 
these  dreaming  solitudes,  whether  Hugh-le- 
Loup  be  prince  or  puppet  in  his  palatinate  ?  half 
—A  ward  of  William  the  Red  I  St.  Hugh  of 
Cluni  forbid !  flung  at  the  foot  of  the  first 
brawny  He  that  may  strike  strongest  or  bid 
highest !  I  had  as  lief  his  charger's  heeb  were 
yerked  in  my  forehead !      I   had  rather  ihe 
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broad  lands  once  aulgect  to  tbe  banner  of  my 
sprea  were  narrowed  to  the  breadth  of  a  aquire's 
pennon,  or  I  myself  sepulchred  quick  beneatb 
thepi,  were  their  acres  a  million ! — ho  !  who  art 
thouT'  she  added,  starting,  as  the  door  sud- 
denly flew  wide,  and  a  figure*  gowned  and 
hooded,  drew  near. 

'^A  Pilgrim  I,  from  many  a  far  shrine," 
answered  the  visitor,  in  tones  not  unfamiliar  to 
the  ear  of  Matilda;  as,  perhaps,  the  words 
themselves  may  not  be  quite  new  to  the  reader. 
Neither  are  the  gown  and  hood  matters  of  en« 
tire  novelty  to  the  latter,  the  same  having 
figured  in  our  last  chapter.  But  the  voice 
which  now  issued  from  beneath  them  was  far 
different  from  the  sepulchral  tones  that  grated 
with  lying  accusal  upon  the  ear  of  Raymond* 

'^And  to  what  saint  next,"  said  the  lady, 
''may  thy  religious  body  be  minded  to  &I1 
down  r 

The  seeming  devotee,  who  had  already  waved 
from  the  threshold  the  matron  that  ushered  hin 
thither,  now  closed  the  door  with  a  very  unbe- 
seeming energy,  and,  dropping  hastily  upon  one 
knee,  exclaimed, 
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'*  To  the  &Re0t  m  broad  Bii^and !  and,  if 
there  be  gift  of  price  worthy  to  ofler  at  such  a 
ahipc 


"  DonbtlesB" — interrupted  Matflda — ^^  such  a 
gift  thou  este^neet  thy  marvenously  gifted  self. 
Pity  that  we  sainta  of  the  muddy  earth  look 
with  such  bargaining  eyes  to  detect  base  metal 
m  seeming  gold — ^vile  stones  in  proffered  jewel- 
leiy.  Cramp  not  thy  knee  in  despised  orisons, 
De  Lacy, — ^thy  worship  is  not  accepted.  Stand 
up,  I  say,  or,  as  I  live,  the  Lady  Abbess  shall  be 
witness  of  thy  devotion.'* 

""  That  were  somewhat  of  the  harshest,  lovely 
Matilda,"  answered  Reginald  de  Lacy,  rimng 
and  throwing  back  the  superfluous  cowl.  ^^  But 
not  for  Lady  Abbess  nor  Lord  Abbot,  will  I  lose 
this  golden  moment  to  swear  to  thee,  by  heaven 
and  earth,  that  never  mortal  man  burned  with  a 
fiercer  love  than  Reginald  de  Lacy  cherishes  in 
his  true  heart  for  Matilda  de  Aquila !" 

'^  Our  Lady  keep  us  from  perjury ! "  said  the 
dame. 

'^  Amen !"  responded  the  gallant,  ^*  and  from 
hardness  of  heart  withal !" 

"  Cry  you  mercy ;"  answered  Matilda.      "  I 
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am  as  pitiful  aa  flint.  Tboa  ahalt  see  me  tv^p 
mill-Btones,  to  think  that  I  am  Aiis  tsammeBed 
in  the  vile  meshes  of  wardship,  and  may  net 
dutifully  hxAA  the  stirrup  for  vihai  knightly  foot 
best  pleases  me,  even  though  it  were  cased  in 
the  mailed  boot  of  a  De  Lacy;  saving,  indeed,  at 
peril  of  such  forfeiture  as  would  fling  the 
escheated  acres  of  De  Aquila  into  the  grasp  of  my 
Suzerain,  and  drive  Dame  Lackland  to  cell  and 
doister  in  good  earnest.  Alas !  I  fear  me,  there 
would  be  scant  heaving  of  sighs,  and  sfdintering 
of  lances,  for  one  whose  dower  had  dwindled  to 
hood  and  kirUe." 

^^  You  do  but  mock  me.  Lady,"  replied  the 
Baron.  **  If  the  will  of  Hugh-le-Loup  be  the 
sole  bar  to  mine  happiness,  I  will  cast  me  at  Ins 
foot,  and  bind  me  to  ride  under  his  banner, 
when  and  whither  he  lists.  He  shall  command 
me  in  all  knightly  sort — hand  and  heart — body 
and  soul.  If  he  reject  my  suit,  give  but  thine 
own  consent,  lovely  MatQda,  and  let  the  wes- 
tern wolf  devour  every  knight^s  fee  of  thine 
inheritance !  I  will  win  for  thee,  with  lance 
and  battle-axe,  as  fair  a  possession  in  the  north 
as  thou  canst  lose  in  the  west.     From  the  bat- 
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tlementa  oi  my  towesa  of  Newtek,  too,  thcMe 
peerfes  eyes  shall  lodi  over  no  petty  herittge ; 
— ^maay  a  brave  fiavest, — niaiiy  a  fair  rood  of 
KMadoir-Iaad  and  wood-paatme^  shall  own  thee 
qaeen ;  and  not  within  the  seas  of  Britain  shall 
there  be  wedded  matron  more  fiuned  and 
hononred  than  mine  own  incomparaUe  Matilda  !^ 

^  It  is  well  and  gallantly  said^^  replied  the 
object  of  this  ihapsody,  witii  the  halfnaarettatie, 
and  yet  grave  and  quiet  air,  whidi  sometimes 
perplexed  even  those  who  best  knew  her.  She 
tiben  added,  less  equivocally,  ^^  But  swear  it, 
De  Lacy,  swear  it;  hast  thou  not  one  light 
oath  to  leaven  this  huge  lump  of  protestation  f- 

The  Knight  tasted  the  bitter  amongat  the 
sweets,  bat  knew  not  better  how  to  answer  than 
by  literal  compliance  with  the  suggestion. — ^^  By 

earth  and  sky ! ^  he  brdce  forth — ^^^  by  all 

that "" 

^^  Peace  T  interrupted  the  Lady,  in  other 
tones — *'*'  peace,  and  have  done,  for  a  sworn  vil- 
lain i  There  is  one  undor  this  roof— -aye,  per- 
chance, within  a  wall's  breadth  of  our  very 
footing,  whose  eye,  with  its  least  glance,  were 
worth  a  thousand  lances  to  thy  bosom  fiir  such 
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perfidy,  if  it  be  not  luundened  to  the  temper  of 
the  beaten  steel  that  covers  it  !^ 

The  dark,  fierce  eye  of  the  Baron  dilated  to 
its  full,  as  he  broke  into  exclamation,  ''  What 
mortal  he T 

*•''  No  mortal  he  r  again  interrupted  Matilda. 
— "  It  is  SHE — she,  I  say.  Sir  Villain,  whose 
name  thine  own  evil  conscience  might  thunder 
to  thee  aloud — Constance  de  Mowbray  P 

This  was  a  home-thrust. — De  Lacy  staggered 
under  it  for  a  moment,  but  not  longer.  The 
true  son  of  a  fierce  age,  in  plain  language,  as 
hardened  a  ruffian,  and  as  brave  a  soldier,  as  ever 
drew  breath;  he  was  not  even  susceptible  of 
those  comparative  refinements  which  had  began 
to  mark  the  conduct  of  some  preux  chevaliers 
in  matters  of  *^  loyaiUe  aux  dames."  He  raised 
his  unabashed  firont  to  the  bitter  scrutiny  of 
the  Damoiselle,  and  said  in  low  and  incredulous 
tones: — 

'^  Thou  art  but  paltering  with  me,  maiden — 
Constance  de  Mowbray  within  the  towers  of 
Nunna  Mynstre  \" 

Add  scorn  to  perfidy,*^  replied  Matilda — 
say  that  thou  believest  me  not,  and  by  mine 


u 
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honest  word,  De.Lntcy,  I  will  give  thee  proof  to 
thine  hearths  content !  Ere  thou  canst  drop 
the  cowl  over  that  most  brazen  brow,  I  will 
hiTe  hither  the  gentle  Constance,  and,  in  ker 
em,  proclaim  thee,  to  thy  very  teeth,  the  per- 
jured villain  thou  hast  manifested  thyself/^ 

"  Do  not  so.  Lady !"  cried  the  Baron,  hastily, 
Averse,  in  spite  of  all  his  effit>ntery,  to  such  a 
rencontre — *'*'  Do  not  so,  I  beseech  thee,  lest 
I  be  driven  to  take  amends,  after  a  fiishion  thou 
woold'st  little  relish." 

^'  Ha  !*'  exclaimed  Matilda,  in  some  surprise. 

^'  I  have  wronged  thee,"  continued  the  suitor ; 
'^  I  seek  not  to  deny  it — ^but  trample  not  upon 
me  too  fiercely " 

^'  What !  lest  the  trodden  worm  should  turn 

''  Say,  rather,  the  forked  adder,  proud  girl ! 
that  repays  the  spuming  heel  with  a  deadly 
guerdon  !*' 

^'  Dost  thou  threaten  l*^  said  Matilda. 

^^  If  I  be  driven  to  it  ;*'  was  the  reply.  '*•  I 
know  that  thy  haughty  kinsman,  Lupus,  grows 
not  80  fiur  and  fSist  in  the  King's  eye  as  hereto- 
fore ;  a  storm  may  yet  come  to  root  him  uf). ; 
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or,  at  the  leasts  to  shake  thee  out  of  thy  nest- 
ling-place in  his  branches,  and  throw  the  hand 
and  heritage  of  thy  father's  daughter  into  the 
giving  of  another  and  a  mightier.  Hast  then 
nererheardwhisperof  this,  fair  Lady?  I  pro- 
mi&e  thee,  the  learned  and  clerkly  Flambard 
holds  shrewdly  that  the  King  hath  stout  claim 
to  call  thee  ward — ^if  so,  by  Saint  George,  my 
royal  Liege  is  a  good  Prince,  and  a  gracious  — 
He  will  remember  who  hath  done  him  fair  ser- 
vice :  this  hand  hath  been  toiling  in  the  gauntlet, 
while  others,  that  I  wot  of,  were  bare  at  the 
banqueting-table/* 

'*"  Hast  thou  yet  done,  brave  Knight  f  said 
the  Lady. 

"  Wilt  thou  yet  listen,  fair  Damoiselle  f  re- 
joined the  Baron. 

'^  Try ;"  was  the  laconic  answer ;  and,  as  she 
spoke,  she  seated  herself  in  the  Lady  Abbess's 
chair. 

De  Lacy  looked  keenly  upon  her,  as  if  to 
gather  witii  what  actual  feeling  she  thus  spoke ; 
and  then  seemed  irresolute  in  what  terms  to 
proceed.  After  a  hasty  stride  or  two  across  the 
apartm^it,  he  went  on, 


"  Tlioa  art  a  fair  crestiav,  Matilda  de  Aqu3a ! 
ad  hast  a  spirit  worthy  to  mate  witii  mine.— 
Lccureed  be  the  lips  that  told  thee  of  my  love 
tr  Constance !  for  I  have  loved  her, — aye,  long 
Dd  deeply!  I  Btrive  not  now  to  deny  it.  Nay, 
y  my  bleaBed  Patnm,  I  lore  her  yet !  bnt  eeom 
nd  icy  ccAdneaa  are  my  strie  retmn.  Even  at 
Ling  Philip's  toannment  of  Paris,  when  hi  her 
ononr  I  had  thrown  four  champions  ont  of  ead- 
le  and  stirrup,  and  ridden  to  ray  pariUoB  with 
M  TBntage  or  other  over  yet  three  more — tdl 
roper  lancee  as  a  nun  may  change  buffets  with 
-she  gn^^oned  me  with  looks  of  such  frosty 
ivour  as  a  proud  bishop  flings  upon  a  begging 
iar ; — as  if  life  and  Ihnb  were  matters  of  a 
eant's  purchase;  and  horse  and  man  of  as 
ttle  worth  as  the  whdpe  of  a  shepherd's  braHi, 
t  was  far  other,  belike,  when  the  «nooth- 
DDgned  Stephen  of  Albemarle  pranced  around 
[ie  barriers,  although  he  had  but  jeopardied  hi« 
rim  body  against  raw  and  beardless  varlete  that, 
n  my  life.  King  Philip  had  gifted  with  spar 
nd  baldric  for  the  love  of  their  fur  sisters  and 
lotheis.  Oh,  she  hath  scorned  and  wronged 
le,    aad    I    am   passing   weary  on't; — to  lay 
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nought  of  tiie  blown  pride  of  her  moody  sure. — 
And  if  thou,  lovely  Matilda^  despite  what  hath 
come  and  gone,  wilt  be  the  bride  of  De  Lacy, 
in  good  sooth  it  shall  be  Httle  heart-pinch  to 
him  if  Constance  de  Mowbray  wed  with  De  Al- 
bemarie*s  horse-boy  I  but  if  not^  mark  ye  . . .  . " 

"Aye,"  exchumed  the  Lady,  "if  not — ^if  / 
also  keep  the  shut  heart  and  the  scornful  eye — 
what  then  T 

'^  Then,  as  I  live  and  breathe,"  he  continued, 
4' ye  shall  find  it  ill  playing  the  scomfiil  with 
Reginald  de  Lacy !  I  will  have  one  or  other, 
will  she,  nill  she,  despite  of  shut  heart  or  scorn- 
fill  eye,  of  king  or  kinsman-— just,  by'r  Lady^ 
as  chance  or  choice  may  &11  out.^ 

"  Shun  either  1 0  chance  or  choose  thk  way,^ 
replied  Matilda.  "  I  should  make  thee  a  fear- 
ful bride,  De  Lacy,  if  there  were  virtue  either 
in  sharpened  steel  or  poisoned  goblet.  But 
what  poor  boasting  is  this  of  thine  !  Thou  art 
fool,  methinks,  as  well  as  vilhun,  trusting  to 
shake  the  purpose  of  Constance  or  Matilda  by 
such  threats  as  are  fitted  but  to  strike  the  cow^ 
ard  ear  of  a  churl's  daughter.  For  myself,  had 
I  ever  once  loved  thiee  na  I  could  love  even  ^ 
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ear,  I  had  hftted  tbee  now  with  a  deiKlly  iiate. 
Bat  there  wis  never  fone,  De  Ijacy,  and  there 
is  no  haU — ^no,  by  St.  Mary,  nor  fear  I — Credit 
me,  proud  Baron,  I  am  rooted  far  beyond  thy 
Qp-plueking.  For  the  gentle  Constance,  she, 
belike,  is  a  more  delicate  plant,  and  hath  no 
thorn  of  defence  upon  her  own  stalk ;  but  then, 
her  very  name — ^the  very  name,  I  say,  of  De 
Mowbray  is  as  a  hedge  of  spears  around  her ; 
a  hedge  which  thou  durst  as  soon  look  Satan 
in  the  face  as  throw  thyself  upon.*" 

'^  Duret  not  r  exchumed  De  Lacy. 

"  Durst  not ; ""  iterated  the  Lady—"  For  thy 
andaeioos  soul,  thou  durst  not  f  Why,  we  may 
bring  it  to  fair  proof. — She  journeys  hence  to- 
night under  the  poor  escort  of  a  stripling  squire, 
and  some  half-score  of  archers ; — get  thee  a  like 
troop,  or  double  numbers  if  thou  wilt ;  and  set 
upon  them  in  the  forest.  What  holds  but  that 
the  stoutrhearted  De  Lacy  may  thus  purvey 
him  a  mistress  for  his  fair  towers  of  Newark, 
with  all  their  goodly  roods,  and  oxgangs  of  cop- 
pice-wood and  meadow-land  f 

'*  St.  George !  St.  Edward  f  exclaimed  th^ 
Baron,  ^^but   these  be    strange  tidipga,  and 
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yet  stranger  couiiflel!— Ha  !  gentle  my  Lady 
Iciele !  This  were  a  tare  meaas  of  bringing  thee 
into  the  thaw-¥niid !  but,  Damoiaelle  of  the 
Western  Marches,  what  shall  be  my  warrant 
that,  were  it  even  thus,  thou — ihou^  I  say, 
would'st  not  be  the  first  to  Uaaon  my  good 
deeds  in  the  towers  of  Winchester  ?  to  proclaim 
me  the  bold  faitour  who  had  carried  the  lovety 
fawn  from  her  keepers,  to  browse  in  a  strange 
park  ?  ha !  By  our  Lady's  wimple,  as  strong  as 
my  towers  of  Newark  be,  it  were  no  gambol  to 
have  the  king  thundering  with  ram  and  catapult 
upon  the  southern  gate,  and  De  Mowbray 
makkig  the  like  music  upon  the  north." 

'^  I  grant  ye,"  answered  Matilda,  ^^  but  let 
thou  and  I,  Reginald  de  Lacy,  understaDd*  each 
other,  and  ye  shall  not  need  to  dance  to  one  or 
other  of  these  doleful  pipings.^ 

I  understand  thee  not,*^  returned  the  Baron, 
and,  by  St  Michael,  I  think  it  is  in  vain 
striving  thereat !  ^' 

'^  Let  there  be  no  strife  between  us,  De  Lacy; 
nay,  I  will  make  a  league  with  thee,  iaat  and 
firm,  and  itdiall  be  tiuae  own  fault  if  thon  art 

partjrtheidn.  Shall  it  be  thus  T' 
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The  Knight  rq)Ued  only  by  a  doubtfiil  smile, 
and  a  hasty  shrug  of  the  shoulders,  while  the 
lady  proceeded  to  the  opening  of  prelimina- 
ries. 

'^  First,"  she  said,  indicating  a  seat  opposite 
to  her  own,  ^^  first  let  me  play  the  hostess ;  and 
I  would,  fair  Sir,  that  it  comported  with  the 
gravity  of  this  house  to  proffer  a  brimmed 
goUet,  while  we  discuss  terms  of  treaty." 

''  Let  pass,"  said,  the  Baron,  '^  and,  for  the 
lack  thereof,  make  thy  proposed  terms  the 
briefer  and  sweeter." 

*^  Brief  as  man's  honesty,"  she  replied,  ^'  and 
sweet  as  woman's  revenge.  First  then,  the 
hi^  and  mighty  Baron  de  Lacy  shall  swear  to 
think  rather  of  an  angel  of  Ught  for  his  bride 
than  Matilda  de  Aquila,  be  she  whose  ward  she 
may,  and  although  King  and  kinsman  alike 
cried  '  win  and  wear  her.^  Next,  he  shall  be 
true  knig^  and  loving  to  Constance  de  Mow- 
bray, even  to  the  seizing  of  her  person  this  very 
night,  if  our  Lady  and  St.  Julian  be  gracious, 
and,  touching  which,  I,  Matilda  de  Aquila,  sole 
ke^r  of  the  secret,  swear  to  be  mute  as  a 
shut  sepulchre.    Art  thou  cwtent,  good  ally  t '' 
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'^  Since  better  may  not  be,'^  answered  De 
Lacy;  ^*and  if  aU  be  meant  that  is  spoken. 
What  more?'* 

**  Little,  but  to  purpose ; "  replied  Matilda, 
with  a  sudden  earnestness  of  manner.  *'  Thou, 
De  Lacy,  shall  henceforth  take  no  part  in  plot 
or  faction  against  De  Mowbray ** 

**  Ha  !  "  exclaimed  the  Baron. 

**  Rather,''  she  continued,  *^  if  need  be,  thou 
shalt  espouse  his  quarrel,  even  though  against 
foes  as  potent  as  the  Marshal  and  the  Con- 
stable, or  him  that  will  in  time  trample  upon 
ye  all — Ranulph,  the  Fire-brand." 

De  Lacy  shook  his  head.  '^  This,''  he  replied, 
^^  is  an  evil  item  in  our  treaty ;  and  methinks, 
Lady,  ye  are  steering  a  light  bark  upon  too 
rough  an  ocean.  Know  ye  not  that  De  Mow- 
bray hath  present  quarrel  with  one  migbtier 
than  all— the  King  himself!  Would'st  thou 
that  I  should  pledge  me  to  buckle  mail  m  the 
cause  of  a  rebel  and  a  traitor?'^ 

'^  I  have  heard  clerks  say,"  answered  Matilda, 
'^  aye,  and  grave  and  holy  ones,  that  thousands 
who  have  perished  as  traitors  and  as  rebels,  had 
they  buckled  maO  each  in  firm  faith  with  each. 
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would  have  lived  and  died  princes  and  patriots. 
But  this  skills  not — ^when  De  Mowbray  is  rebel 
and  traitor,  we  will  put  far  and  against  in  the 
balance.  Meanwhile,  Sir  Knight,  upon  this 
rock  our  bark  of  covenant  anchors  or  splits. 
Make  choice,  therefore,  and  speedily.*" 

"  Oh,  but  softly,  gentle  fisher  of  dark  waters," 
aaid  the  Baron,  '^  fling  me  not  an  unbaited  hook, 
I  pray  you.  What,  upon  thy  part,  dost  thou 
promise  me  as  a  countervail  V* 

"  Much,"  answered  Matilda.  "  First,  aid 
and  abettance,  such  as  thou  dream'st  not  of,  in 
this  matter  of  lion-like  wooing — and  last,  a 
friend  within  the  walls  of  Bamborough,  when 
thou  hast  most  need  of  such,  one  so  potent 
that,  if  thine  own  foUy  prevent  it  not,  De 
Mowbray  shall  pardon  even  the  spiriting  hence 
of  his  daughter ;  and,  to  the  boot  of  fair  cheek 
and  bright  eye,  thou  shalt  have  every  fief, 
English  or  Norman,  that  swells  the  dower  of 
Constance.  Methinks,  great  Sir,  the  latter  will 
be  the  sweetest  drop  in  the  cup,  if  thine  own 
towers  and  oxgangs  beyond  sea  fall  into  other 
hands." 

VOL.  U.  H 
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'^  How  mean  ye  by  that  i "  said  De  Lacy  in 
some  surprise. 

''  Had^st  thou  not  a  fair  Barony  called  Mans, 
DeLacyl" 

^'  I  had,  and  have;"  he  replied,  "and  so  God 
keep  me  as  I  will  keep  it,  while  there  is  gate  to 
bar,  and  bounding-wall  to  man.'*' 

''  Theny*"  said  the  Lady,  "  bar  well  thy  gates, 
and  man  thy  bounding-walls  heedfully ;  for,  by 
my  faith|  the  same  evil  bird  which  croaked  to 
thee,  however  falsely^. the  chance  of  Matilda 
becoming  a  royal  ward,  hath  sung  a  worse  song 
in  her  ear  touching  thy  over-sea  territories,  De 
Lacy.  The  evil  burden  thereof  is  that,  in  brief 
space.  King  William  will  seize  with  strong  band 
upon  the  barony  of  Mans,  if  thou  dost  not  bend 
the  submissive  knee,  and  cry,  dutifully,  '  take 
all,  my  sovereign  liege ! '  *" 

'^  I  will  bend  the  knee  upon  hell-threshold 
first ! "  exclaimed  the  Baron,  in  fierce  accents, 
and  starting  suddenly  to  his  feet,  while,  upon  his 
swarthy  brow,  a  large  and  crimson  spot  rose  and 
expanded  rapidly. 

He  remembered  at  that  instant  an  expression 
of  the  Monarch's,  which,  although  qualified  and 
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ambigaons,  and  uttered  during  the  dance  of  the 
wine-cup,  seemed  now,  when  coupled  with  the 
assertions  of  Matilda,  to  bear  an  aknning  sig- 
nificancy.  Her  authority  for  the  rumour  would, 
he  conceiyed,  be  no  other  than  Hugh-le-Loup, 
hitherto,  or,  at  least,  until  very  recently,  suffi- 
ciently in  the  royal  favour  to  become  deposi- 
tary of  more  important  secrets.  The  proud 
qiirit  of  the  Feudatory  rose  in  bitter  wrath  at 
this  suggestion  of  meditated  violence  on  the  part 
of  his  Suzerain. 

*'  If  it  be  thus "  he  muttered. 

'^  Nothing  like  proof,"  rejoined  the  Dame. 
'^  Taste  and  try.  Say  that  thou  hast  thoughts 
of  snatching  thy  soul  from  Satan,  by  taking  the 
cross,  under  the  banner  of  Godfrey  of  Bouillon, 
and  pray  King  William  for  a  pledge  that  thy 
lands  and  castles  be  left  at  peace  the  whilst. 
Say  thus,  and  mark  his  answer.*" 

"  By  St.  Mary,  it  is  well  said ! "  replied  the 
Baron ;  ^^  and  if  his  royal  word  of  surety  be  not 

&ir  and  full — ha  I "  A  stem  sparkle  of  the 

eye  and  compression  of  the  lips  eloquently  filled 
up  the  break  in  this  exclamation.  He  then 
turned  hastOy  to  Matilda — 

H  2 
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"  Well,  gentle  Damoiselle,  I  were  a  sorry  gal- 
lant  not  to  make  treaty  with  thee  upon  thine 
own  terms;  let  us  sign  and  seal,*^  he  added 
kissing  her  hand  with  a  sort  of  forced  gaiety ; 
"  Constance  de  Mowbray  shall  travel  in  other 
paths  than  she  wots  of,  this  coming  night; 
I  will  have  her  in  fast  holding  ere  cock- 
crow."*' 

"  I,"  said  Matilda,  "  will  give  thee  timely 
note  by  what  paths  it  is  purposed  she  shall  away; 
and  look,  De  Lacy,  her  champion  is  one  of  those 
faithful  fools  who  must  needs  ^  do  their  devoir,^ 
as  ye  chivalrous  saints  phrase  it — one  that  will 
keep  him  busy-handed  until  he  be  cleft  to  the 
brain ; — if  thou  canst  serve  him  in  that  wise,  do 
it  and  spare  not;  or,  at  the  least,  have  him 
speedily  within  stone  and  lime,  for  he  hath  that 
in  him  which  is  dangerous,  and  must  not  again 
set  foot  upon  Northumbrian  earth,  far  less  within 
the  towers  of  Bamborough." 

"  Despardieux ! "  cried  the  Baron,  as  if  sud- 
denly bethinking  him,  "  this  is  he,  and  none 
other,  that  braved  us  all  in  the  castle  this  gloomy 
morning — ^the  very  brazen  and  fiery-fronted  vil- 
lain that  mouthed  it  so  in  the  teeth  of  the  king 
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bimaelf,  and  had  well  nigh  swung  over  the  draw- 
bridge  for  the  murder  of  De  Waleric." 

"  Well  nigh!"  exclaimed  Matilda,  "  Marj- 
mother  f  and  what  held  him  from  the  blessing  ? 
whose  lucklesshand  saved  him  from  Limbo  lake  T' 

'^  One  that  seemed  to  have  scrambled  up  from 
its  black  banks  himself,  flung  thereon,  as  we  all 
thought,  by  De  Mowbray's  lance,  at  Gloucester, 
some  six  winters  agone.  But  Alberic  du  Coei 
lives  and  laughs,  and  hath  saved  De  Mowbray's 
vaiiet  from  a  hempen  gorget." 

"  And  well  and  wisely,"  answered  the  Lady ; 
^^  the  wings  of  De  Mowbray's  hate  will  moult  a 
pen-feather  for  that.*^ 

"  Not  one,".8aid  De  Lacy :  "  they  will  fly  the 
fiercer  and  faster ;  he  hath  done  good  service  to 
Appolyon,  but  broken  the  pate  of  Satan — cleared 
the  varlet,  but  blackened  the  Earl.  I  mean. 
Lady,  he  hath  flung  blood-guiltiness  upon  De 
Mowbray  as  freely  in  Winchester  to-day,  as 
treason  heretofore  in  Oloucester;  maugre  his 
rent  mail  and  broken  bones  in  the  lists  of  that 
fMr  city.  There  is  nothing  now  for  him,  but  to 
cast  in  his  lot  with  those  who  make  head  against 
Earl  Bobert." 
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^'  Against  Earl  Robert/'  repeated  Matilda, 
laying  her  hand  significantly  upon  the  pilgrim's 
sleeve,  ^'  and  his  fair  son  that  shall  be,  and  other 
knightly  and  noble  ones,  ye^  nameless  to  thy  ear. 

Style  it  thus,  Reginald  de  Lacy,  and but 

hark!"  for,  as  she  spoke,  they  heard  the  last 
swell  of  a  chaunt  terminating  another  of  the  so- 
lemn services  of  the  day. 

*'  The  close  of  that  holy  screaming,"  continued 
Matilda,  '^  foretels  the  coming  of  the  Abbess,  as 
the  third  flourish  of  a  trumpet  precedes  the  en- 
tre6  of  a  champion.  Qet  thee  hence,  good  ally, 
and  boune  thee  for  thy  exploit  of  to-night.  I 
will  talk  further  with  thee  ere  curfew-bell.  Don 
thy  sheep's  clothing.  Sir  Wolf,  and  away  !" 

De  Lacy  was  not  desirous  of  playing  the  pil- 
grim in  the  keen  eyes  of  the  Mother  Abbess. 
He  drew  the  cowl  hastily  over  his  stem  visage, 
waved  a  sudden  adieu  to  Matilda,  and  departed 
with  a  quicker  step  and  a  more  erect  carriage 
than  his  assumed  character  rendered 
natural  or  prudent. 
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CHAPTER  VII. 


See  Pkt>tean  Paolo  in  another  shape.'* 
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The  stream  of  oar  nanmtive  unites  itself  once 
more  with  that  of  die  individual  fortunes  of  Coeur 
d*Acier. 

The  very  brave  contrive  to  submit  with  a  good 
gnce  to  the  hand  of  death ;  but  the  very  bravest, 
be  it  observed,  are  exceedin^y  well  pleased  to 
step  hack,  if  possible,  and  enjoy  a  little  longer 
reprieve  from  its  cold  clutch.  We  left  Raymond 
boonding  from  the  hall  in  which  he  had  under- 
gone so  trying  an  investigation,  and  esci^ped  so 
fearfiil  a  peril,  with  the  lightness  of  a  fawn  clear- 
ing a  petty  fence.  He  sprang  from  out  the  gloom 
of  the  ribbed  portal,  and  over  the  sounding  draw- 
bridge, like  one  impatient  again  to  plant  his  foot 
upon  the  free  earth,  and  to  look  upward  with  an 
eye  of  joyous  greeting,  instead  of  bitter  valedic- 
tion, to  the  blue  Heavens,  which  had  so  recently 
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been  well  nigh  blotted  for  ever  from  his  gaze.  It 
seemed  as  if  a  spirit  lifted  him  from  the  earth, 
as  he  sped  once  more  from  the  Castle-bounds,  to 
those  of  his  monastic  hostel  in  Newan  Mynstre. 

There — with  something,  perhaps,  of  the  clown's 
feeling  in  the  comedy,  that  '^  the  stable  was  the 
only  part  of  the  mansion  he  could  caU  his  own," 
he  betook  him,  at  once,  to  the  region  of  rack  and 
manger,  in  which  a  roimd  score  of  well-condi- 
tioned steeds  did  great  honour  to  the  conven- 
Hual  system  of  menage  and  stableship. 

In  the  first  stall,  patting  and  petting  a  horse 
of  no  mean  promise,  stood  Torfin  Paganel. 

We  have  shewn  that  little  love  or  confidence 
was  at  any  time  lost  between  these  gallants,  and 
may  add,  that,  at  the  present  moment,  their  salu- 
tations, with  the  sneeringly  interchanged  epithets 
of  ''^gentle  '^  and  ^'gallant,*"  had,  at  least,  a  hun- 
dred parts  of  irony  for  one  of  cordial  meaning. 

'^  And  in  what  wise,*"  said  the  Squire  of  the 
Body,  ''hast  thou  been  cheating  Satan  and  Time 
since  yester^ve  i  ha,  gallant  Torfin  !^ 

"  Pitifully  enough,  gentle  Raymond,'"  replied 
He  of  the  Chambers — "  meat  and  mass — horse- 
tending  and  psalm-singing ;  these  have  been  all 
my  pastime  in  this  mansion  of  dreamy  dolour. 
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Truly,  if  I  could  twangle  a  gittem  for  everlast- 
ing, I  had  as  lief  be  in  Heaven  at  once." 

"Nay,"  replied  Raymond,  "  that  were  a  weary 
phce  for  thee.  But,  rejoice,  there  is  change 
upon  the  wing,  and  hold  thee  in  readiness  for  a 
dark  ride.  What  of  the  doughty  Hildebrand 
and  his  archers  ?  hath  he  kept  faith  with  thee 
touching  the  matter  of  the  wine-pot  \*^ 

"  Marvellously,"  replied  Torfin,  "  for  one  of 
his  gifts — Duly  and  truly  as  the  clink  of  a  con- 
vent bell  he  hath  shown  me  his  rubicond  visage 
at  one  or  other  of  the  four  gates,  and  with  never 
a  fredi  star  in  its  burning  sky.  Marry,  I  had 
sw(H-n  lustily  that  he  amongst  them  who  gave 
pot  and  flaggon  the  upper  hand  of  discretion, 
should  be  hanged  in  jack  and  gambeson  over  the 
castle  drawbridge : — I  mean  in  York  or  Bam- 
borough,  not  here  in  Winchester. — *"  And  with 
a  right  malicious  significancy  did  the  eye  of 
Master  Torfin  Paganel  twinkle  upon  his  com- 
panion, as  he  thus  alluded  to  the  narrowly- 
escaped  "  petit  pendement  bien  jolie"  of  the 
morning. 

^'  Hang  all  deservers,"  said  Raymond,  unwin- 

cingly,  ''  and  hemp  shall  slay  more  than  steel. 

But  I  have  yet  a  better  use  than  hanging  for 

h3 
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Hildebrand — ^aye,  and  for  thee,  Torfin. — Look 
well  to  thy  horse-gear  and  body-array,  for  we 
shall  scarce  part  hence  without  blows/' 

''Good.     But  whither  away  again,  so  fiur  and 

fastr 

''  To  the  north  gate  I ;  this,  methinks,  is  the 
hour  to  lay  charge  upon  our  jolly  archers.'*  And 
thus  saying,  BAymond  addressed  him  en  pale- 
Jrenier,  and  bitted,  saddled,  and  mounted,  with 
fiery  dispatch. 

''  By  St.  Oeorge,  Baymond,^  cried  Torfin,  glanc- 
ing at  Du  Coci's  steed,  ''  there  is  never  a  hair 
of  thy  red  roan  upon  the  body  of  that  prancer  f" 

''  Tush !"  answered  the  Cavalier, ''  it  was  elfin- 
cfaanged  upon  the  journey  hither,  and  nmy  again 
be  red  as  a  rose  ere  night.  Away,  my  gallant 
one  !^  and,  instantly  upon  clearing  the  convent 
bounds,  the  full-fed  courser  bounded  off  with  a 
rapidity  according  well  with  the  mood  of  the 
excited  rider.  The  streets,  both  cross  and  main, 
and  crowded  as  they  were,  vanished  from  before 
him,  but  ere  he  could  pull  bridle  at  the  castle- 
barbican,  his  attention  was  drawn  by  a  yet  loader 
clattering  of  hoofs  behind.  He  turned,  and  saw 
two  horsemen,  keeping,  by  main  dint  of  rod  and 
rowel,  their  jaded  coursers  at  a  speed  ^diich 
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betokoaed  extreme  haste.  Both  men  and  horses 
were  literally  embossed  with  foam,  upon  which 
the  dost  of  the  summer  roads  was  converting 
itself  into  a  semi-liquid,  that  streaked  with  no 
beautifying  tints  the  furniture  alike  of  biped 
and  quadruped.  These  hurrying  cavaliers  were 
ahnost  abreast  of  Raymond  before  he  distin- 
guished, in  the  first,  his  quondam  friend,  Nicho- 
las de  L'Ep^  whose  glowing  visage,  quick,  rest- 
km  eyes,  and  goodly  projecting  nose,  glared 
through  the  muddy  streams  of  perspiration,  not 
unlike  the  grotesque  visage  of  some  heraldic 
monster,  grinning  deep  gules  through  the  bars  of 
a  portcullis  sable.  His  companion  was  a  thin, 
tall,  muscular,  brawny-looking  fellow,  armed  to 
the  teeth,  and  with  very  much  the  air  of  one 
who  would  strike  murderously  for  whosoever 
paid  best. 

'^  Friend  Raymond !"  cried  the  panting  and 
puffing  Nicholas — ^'  Oh,  if  thou  hast  Christian 
charity  in  thee,  take  me,  I  beseech  thee,  (horse 
and  all,  if  thou  wilt,)  and  fling  me  into  the 
Itchin  r 

"  Nay,"  replied  Cteur  d'Acier,  "  here  is  the 
moat,  and  *'  at  hand,  quoth  Pickpurse!"* 

^^  Pah !  mud  and  slime — as  well  hang  me  over 
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the  bridge  at  once !  it  is  for  the  deep  delicious- 
ness  of  the  cold  clear  stream — a  long  imbreath- 
ing  draught — ^that  I  am  praying !  My  throat  is 
a  seven-times  heated  furnace — ^my  blood  is  baked 
to  a  red  jelly — a  score  of  fire-brands  are  in  my 
lungs — my  very  heart  is  a  seething  pan — my 
tongue  will  be  Srblaze  ere  I  am  done  telling 
thee  of  it !  and  all  for  thee,  thou  pitiless  son  of 
Mahound ! '' 

^'  For  me  !  thou  riddling  Termagaunt ! "  said 
Raymond,  '^  why,  whenever  didst  thou  fret  stir- 
rup-leather upon  errand  of  mine,  I  pray  thee  \ " 

^^  I  have  fretted  stirrup-leather  and  heart- 
strings, aye,  my  very  bowel-cords,  to  be  here 
and  at  thy  beck  !'^  replied  Nicholas. 

^  "  Grammercy  for  thy  bowels  !  I  would  thou 
hadst  compassion  in  them  for  my  dulneas,  and 
would^st  expound  this  riddle." 

^^  Oh,  wilful  buzzard  !  wilt  not  perceive  !  hast 
thou  forgotten  the  Sorcerer  ?  are  there  not  goodly 
caracutes  in  Essex  ?  fair  oxgangs  of  arable  and 
meadow !  with  mills  and  osier-grounds,  and  the 
fiend  knows  what !  Are  there  not  bright  shekels 
bidden  for  the  same !  and  is  not  the  hour  coming 
at  a  hand-gallop  when  these  things  shall  be  un- 
der the  white  wax !" 
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^^  A  fiend  draw  the  tooth  that  bites  it!"  ex- 
claimed Raymond,*  *^  if  thou  hast  plied  rod  and 
rowel  on  that  score,  bring  me  to  speech  of  thy 
lord,  and  I  will  entreat  for  a  whole  butt  of 
Rhenish  to  scour  the  fiery  dust  out  of  thy  gul- 
let. I  would  speak,  too,  with  the  good  Sir  Al- 
beric  upon  mine  own  part " 

^'  Very  like,"  said  Nicholas ;  '*  but  tarry  and 
fast,  good  stranger,  until  they  of  the  house  be 
fed.  I  must  do  mine  own  turn  first,  come  next 
who  will." 

^^  Nay,  thou  mayst  do  mine,  too,  in  a  breath," 
said  Raymond,  ^^  it  is  but  to  commend  me  to  thy 
master  in  all  grateful  courtesy,  and  to  note  to 
him  that  this  goodly  prancer  is  delivered  to  the 
safe  keeping  of  his  palefrenier." 

''  Sir,"  replied  Nicholas,  with  affected  state- 
lineas,  ^'  we  of  my  lord's  household  be  men  of 
action,  and  of  divers  trusts  and  offices.  I  say 
not  to  you,  just  now,  who  is  master  of  the  horse, 
palefrenier,  varlet,  or  coistrel ;  but  this  I  say, 
make  my  lord's  saddle  quit  of  thy  courteously 
grateful  body,  and  betake  thee  to  the  trysting 

*  **  And  for  token  that  this  ia  sooth, 
I  bite  the  white  wax  with  mj  tooth/* 

Rhjfming  Grant  qf  the  Conqueror. 
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place  ye  wot  of.—- Oh,  Raymond !  Raymond ! 
thou  mayst  bless  Heaven  and  our  Lady,  and  this 
gallant  in  the  marvellously  rusty  mail — (who 
turned  me  back  with  feet  beautiful  on  the  moun- 
tains, mid-way  'twixt  hence  and  Dover) — ^thou 
mayst  bless  all  these,  I  say,  that  I  am  not  now, 
in  thy  very  pinch  and  extremity,  shivering  afiir 
from  thee  on  the  searbeach,  instead  of  sweating 
here  in  Winchester  for  thy  proper  advantage. 
Away  with  thee ! " 

And  thus  saying  he  seized  the  reins  from  the 
dismounted  Raymond,  and  vanished  immediately 
through  the  barbican,  followed  by  his  uncouth 
companion. 

We  have  made  our  readers  better  acquainted 
with  the  various  personages  who  figure  in  this 
veritable  history  than  the  said  personages  had 
yet  become  with  each  other.  For  instance, 
Raymond  Coeur  d'Acier,  in  spite  of  as  keen  and 
quick  an  eye  for  most  matters  as  any  gallant  in 
Britain,  had  yet  failed  to  detect  in  Jodesae's 
merchant-visitors  the  Red  King  and  his  subtle 
Justiciary.  Not  feeling  ourselves  imperatively 
called  upon  to  account  for  this  unwonted  dulneas 
of  perception,  we  pass  on,  and  assume  the  privi- 
lege of  laying  the  blindness  of  the  sharp-sighted 
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upon  the  same  strange  shelf  of  anomalies  with 

the 

**  Fean  of  the  bnye,  mud  follies  of  the  wise/' 

Suffice  it  that  Raymond  had  yet  no  suspicion 
of  the  identity  we  speak  of.  It  was  therefore 
with  no  altered  or  increased  interest  that  he  be- 
hdd  the  disguised  pair,  habited  exactly  as  before, 
pacing  a  little  in  advance  of  him,  as  he  directed 
his  steps  towards  the  Jewry. 

Anything  but  delighted  witih  the  business 
pending  between  the  Rabbi  and  these  haughty 
children  of  traffic,  he  looked  '^  not  lovingly"  as 
the  poet  says,  upon  the  latter  parties — surveying 
their  persons,  probably,  much  as  Yorick  did  the 
exterior  of  his  dapper  Host  at  Calais,  when  he 
followed  him  to  the  Remise  Depot,  and  '^  cursed 
him  by  his  gods." 

By  this  time,  Winchester  presented  a  yet 
more  hilarious  and  jocund  aspect  (if  possible) 
than  before.  There  had  been  a  considerable 
influx  of  all  the  higher  elements  of  pageantry, 
civil,  military  and  ecclesiastical,  to  say  nothing 
of  inferior  ingredients — mimes,  jestours,  glee- 
men,  outlaws,  and  so  forth.  The  day,  too, 
had  been  one  of  that  lovely  and  unclouded  order 
which  tempts  all  ranks  and  ages  '*  to  glitter  in  the 
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beam,^^  and,  in  consequence,  every  street  of  Uie 
White  City,  but,  more  especially  "the  High," 
was  thronged  to  excess.  Raymond  had  there- 
fore some  difficulty  in  keeping  his  new  acquaint- 
ances in  view,  but,  not  doubting  that  their  des- 
tination was  his  own,  he  held  on  in  the  direction 
of  Jodesac'^s,  until  a  chance  glimpse  shewed  him 
that  his  leaders  had  changed  their  course. 
They  turned  towards  the  south  gate,  and  pass- 
ing through  it  to  the  extremity  of  a  long  and 
populous  suburb,  paused  upon  an  open  space  of 
grassy  verdure,  a  little  off  the  main  road,  and 
in  the  centre  of  which  a  considerable  crowd  had 
collected. 

Raymond  lackeyed  the  heels  of  the  disguised 
Monarch  until  he  was  sufficiently  near  tliis  as- 
semblage to  perceive  the  various  and  rather  dis- 
cordant materials  which  composed  it,  and  that 
the  natural  esplanade  of  smooth  turf  which  they 
occupied,  was  the  present  scene  of  athletic  and 
military  sport — of  wrestling,  archery,  quarter- 
staff,  and  running  at  the  Quintain.*     These  la- 

*  The  Quintain.  A  post,  or  carved  figure  (genermlly  a 
Saracen,  armed)  against  which  the  sportsmen  directed  their 
lances,  so  as  to  strike  it,  if  possible,  between  the  eyes.  Fkiling 
in  this,  any  other  stroke  occasioned  the  quintain  to  swing  round 
upon  a  piTOt,  and  disgrace  the  bungler  by  a  blow  of  hb  club. 
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borious  games  were  relieved  at  intervals  by  con- 
Tivial  indulgence,  for  which  the  appliances  were 
healed  upon  a  huge  table,  or  substitute  for  that 
loxniy ;  while  forms,  or  settles,  of  equally  primi- 
tive construction,  flanked  it  on  every  side,  like 
the  bounding  walls  of  a  rude  fortalice. 

The  carousers  were  men  of  all  ages  and  pro- 
fessions, lay  and  cleric.  There  were  soldiers, 
pilgrims,  and  pardoners — ^burgesses  and  frank- 
lins— ^rustics  and  mechanics.  Bift  all  these  dis- 
tinctions, perhaps,  merged  in  the  paramount 
ones  of  NoBMAN  and  Saxon  ;  castes  separated 
by  such  waters  of  bitterness  as  effectually  cut  off 
ail  perfectly  social  communion.  It  was  obvious 
that  these  great  national  opposites  had  their 
representatives  in  the  present  assemblage,  and 
that,  if  the  Norman  portion  comprised  the  more 
influential  by  rank  and  station,  the  Saxon  had 
the  advantage  in  point  of  numbers. 

At  the  instant  of  their  being  joined  by  Ray- 
mond, and  those  who  involuntarily  drew  him 
thither,  a  loud  shout  proclaimed  the  triumph  of 
a  Norman  archer,  who,  for  the  third  time,  had 
sent  a  shaft  from  a  considerable  distance  into 
the  clout  or  exact  centre  of  a  target  fixed  at 
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one  extremity  of  the  ground.  This  feat,  which 
filled  his  party  with  clamorous  exultation,  seemed 
to  close  the  trials  of  archer-craft  for  a  while : 
the  whole  body  moving  towards  the  festive 
board,  escorting  the  victor  triumphally,  and 
formally  installing  him  in  the  seat  of  honour  at 
the  head  of  the  banqueting  table. 

^'  Spanish  yew  and  the  Norman  bow-hand  for 
ever  ! "  shouted  a  ruby-visi^ed  lover  of  venerj- 
and  woodcraft — '^  Saw  ever  mortal  man  fairer 
archery  than  that ! " 

"  Fairer  i*^  iterated  another  and  more  grim- 
looking  encomiast — "  He  that  boasts  him  to 
have  seen  fairer,  if  he  be  a  Nomumy  let  him 
thank  Gt)d  for  a  goodly  sight — if  a  Saxon — by 
St.  Anthony's  sow,  he  is  a  bacon-fed  braggart, 
and  a  lying  churl;  and  we  will  scourge  the 
vaunting  humour  out  of  him  with  a  swine's 
taU!" 

^'  Ha  !  ha  !  ha  ! "  roared  the  Norman  party, 
in  obstreperous  triumph  at  this  threatening 
witticism  of  their  champion. 

^^  Ha !  ha !  ha ! "  laughed  another  voice,  as 
if  in  bitter  mockery,  and  only  making  itself 
audible  when  the  mirth  of  others  was  silent. 
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The  grim  speaker  thus  defied — for  a  defiance 
tlie  scomfiil  laugh  seemed  intended  to  convey — 
tnmed  fiercely  in  that  direction,  and  glared  with 
fi^  eyes  upon  one  whose  countenance  left  no 
doubt  that  he  was  the  author  of  the  cachinnatory 
insult.  This  individual,  whose  dress  was  that  of 
an  ordinary  churl,  or  viUein^  had  yet  nothing 
of  the  debased  and  down-looking  aspect  of  the 
oppressed  aerb  of  the  period.  He  sat  erect  and 
fearless,  confronting  his  challenger  with  a  half 
stem,  half  contemptuous  indifference,  which, 
bonie  out  as  it  was  by  a  great  appearance  of 
muscular  strength,  a  broad  full  chest,  sinewy 
arms  and  hands,  and  other  indications  both  of 
the  power  and  the  will  to  resist,  bespoke  him 
plainly  ^'  no  habe  to  struggle  with." 

All  eyes  were  immediately  upon  him,  with  the 
fij^t  gladiator  feeling  of  an  English  mob,  keenly 
expectant  of  a  struggle.  But  there  was  one 
who  looked  with  startled  recognition,  for  Ray- 
mond's first  glance  told  him  that  his  mysterious 
monitor  and  accuser — ^he  of  the  forest,  the  dun- 
geon, and  the  castle-haU — ^was  again  before  him, 
and  in  another  of  his  Protean  shapes.  The  King 
and  the  Justiciary  also  detected  their  quondam 


1 64  RUFU8. 

acquaintance,  and,  with  an  exchange  of  glances, 
drew  near  to  the  parties  who  thus  promised  to 
fall  into  such  entertaining  collision. 

"  Ho — ho — ho !  "  iterated  the  Norman,  in 
ireful  mimicry,  "  canst  thou  not  laugh  in  fairer 
fashion  than  that^  Lob-lie-by-the-fire  ? " 

'^  Not  when  I  laugh  at  thee"  replied  the 
Saxon. 

''  Sayest  thou  me  so  !*'  exclaimed  the  other, 
starting  up ;  ''  by  St.  Winifred,  but  thou  shalt 
though !  Shew  me  thy  ragged  jaw-teeth  again 
in  such  grinning  wise,  and  I  will  dash  them 
down  thy  villanous  throat  with  my  dagger- 
haft!^ 

"  Work  thy  pleasure  with  the  Aa/i,"  replied 
the  descendant  of  Hengist,  with  a  calm  bitter- 
ness, '^  and  I  will  find  thee  a  new  sheath  for  the 
blade ;  thou  shalt  wear  it  nearer  thy  heart  than 
thy  girdle." 

Trebly  enraged,  and  no  whit  intimidated  by 
this  counter-threat,  the  Norman  bounded  across 
the  festive  board,  flung  himself  upon  the  object 
of  his  passion,  and  would,  no  doubt,  have 
'^  tickled  him  other  gates,"  had  not  that  mdi- 
vidual,  still  keeping  his  sitting  posture  in  the 
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most  provoking  calimieas,  extricated  himself 
with  a  giant  s  wrench,  and  hurled  the  aggressor 
from  him  as  if  never  again  to  rise  from  the  em- 
brace of  Mother  Earth.  The  deadly  emphasis  of 
the  iaQ,  however,  was  broken  by  those  around. 
After  again  regaining  the  firm  foot,  he  stood  for 
an  instant  as  if  bewUdered  with  surprise  and 
rage ;  then,  drawing  a  two-edged  knife  of  formi- 
dable length  and  keenness,  sprang  once  more 
upon  the  Saxon  with  equal  fierceness  and  agility. 
Far  from  limiting  himself  to  the  original  terms 
of  his  threat,  he  now  put  the  dagger-haft  to  its 
legitimate  use,  and  would,  perhaps,  have  given 
the  sharp  blade  a  gory  sheath,  had  not  the  blow 
been  arrested  by  another  of  our  early  acquaint- 
ances, namely,  the  Harper  of  the  Forest,  who, 
with  his  diminutive  attendant.  Elfin  Puckfist, 
had  joined  the  carousing  party. 

Abandoning  his  instrument  to  the  dwarf,  the 
Minstrel  sprang  betwixt  the  Norman  and  his 
victim,  exclaiming  as  he  withheld  the  strug- 
glinghand, 

"  Ho !  gently,  for  our  Lady's  sake !  have  we 
murder  here  over  the  ale-cup  I " 

''  What  is  that  to  thee.  Sir  Twang-the-git- 
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tern  ? "  exclaiitied  the  Hero  of  the  Target,  taking 
up  the  quarrel  of  his  angry  encomiast,  as  a  mat- 
ter rightly  pertaining  to  himself,  "  hold  off  thy 
jack-an-ape  fingers,  or,  by  St.  Hubert !  we  will 
drug  thee  with  a  like  posset." 

*'*'  Physic  the  sick,*'  exclaimed  the  pertinacious 
Minstrel ;  ^^  I  am  hale  of  body,  and  will  neither 
swallow  such  drugs  myself,  nor  see  them  thrust, 
tvold  A«,  nold  Ae,  down  the  maw  of  another,  if  I 
can  help  it." 

^^  Help  it,  then,  at  thy  peril,  or  if  thou  canst," 
replied  the  archer;  and  seizing  the  lover  of 
sweet  song  by  the  arm  (aided  at  the  same  time 
by  the  ready  hands  of  others),  he  dragged  him 
with  equal  suddenness  and  fury  ^)art.  This 
was  scarcely  accomplished  before  the  libermted 
assailant  again  rushed  upon  the  object  of  his  re- 
sentment, and  again,  to  the  astonishment  of  the 
beholders,  was  thrown,  or  rather,  hurled  off  by 
the  stem,  vigorous,  unwounded  Saxon — much 
as  a  boy  of  ten  might  be  repelled  by  the  manly 
arm  of  thirty.  It  was,  however,  no  part  of  the 
humour  of  this  mysterious  being  to  play  passive 
ad  libitum^  for  the  sole  amusement  of  others. 
He  now  sprang,  in  turn,  upon  his  reeling  aggres- 
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SOT,  wrenched  the  dagger  from  his  hand,  and 
would  certainly  have  cured  him  for  ever  of  brawl- 
ing ^id  stabbing,  had  not  Raymond  followed 
the  example  of  the  Minstrel,  however  ill-relished 
by  those  aroond,  and  arrested  his  uplifted  arm. 
Perhaps  the  young  Squire's  peculiar  feelings  to- 
wards this  puzzling  acquaintance  were  not  with- 
out their  influence  in  the  tremendous  gripe  he 
retained,  and  a  strange  expression  shot  over  the 
Saxon's  features,  as  he  turned  and  saw  whose 
iron  sinews  fettered  his  own. 

'^  More  blood!"  said  Raymond,  in  low  sig- 
nificant tones. 

"  Aye,  for  more  scorn  of  the  Saxon !"  said 
the  stranger — "  and  thine — thine — when  thou 
hast  heaped  full  the  measure  of  wrong  and  insult ! 
I,  THK  A  vENOEB,  toll  thoe  SO !  once  have  I  spared 
thee— <mctf  hast  thou  escaped  me — ^but  the  hour 
comes ** 

"  It  hath  come,  for  thee — ^thou  dark  and 
devilish  one !"  rejoined  Coeur  d'Acier,  deepening 
his  grasp  to  something  like  the  inveteracy  of  a 
smith's  vice — *'  I  have  thee  now,  and,  by  my 
patron  saint,  I  will  know  more  of  thee  before 
thou  art  again  a  shooter  in  the  greenwood — ^a 
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goblin  in  dungeon  cells,  or  a  frocked  liar  in  castle 
halls!—" 

This  bitter  colloquy,  rapid  in  its  utterance, 
was  broken  by  a  simultaneous  rushing  together 
of  the  two  parties,  Norman  and  Saxon,  whieh 
speedily  converted  the  individual  scuffle  into  a 
general  melee.  The  Minstrel,  on  the  one  side, 
and,  on  the  other,  he  who  had  been  the  first  to 
meddle  with  cold  iron,  were  instantly  rescued  by 
their  respective  partisans.  Weapons  of  various 
kinds  were  drawn  and  flourished,  and  blows  and 
thrusts  exchanged  with  great  heartiness.  For- 
tunately, however,  all  this  was  without  any 
serious  phlebotomy  or  bone-disturbing,  and  before 
matters  had  time  to  assume  a  worse  aspect,  the 
disguised  King  and  his  Justiciary  thought  proper 
to  interfere.  They  came  to  this  resolution  has- 
tily, but  not  cordially.  Flambard,  the  advocate 
of  placability  when  nothing  was  to  be  gained 
by  quarrelling,  urged  immediate  prevention ;  bot 
the  amused  King,  wishing  to  enjoy  all  the  immu- 
nities of  his  incognito,  breathed  the  less  Christian 
spirit  of  "  Fight  dog — ^fight  bear,*^  and  laughed 
hoarsely  and  heartily  at  the  vulgar  tourna- 
ment. 
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'^  Nay,  bat  this  cuttiiig  and  thrusting -passes 
a  jest,*^  said  the  Minister. 

""  Tush,"  replied  RuAis,  ''  let  the  pudding- 
headed  villains  brawl  themselves  sober.  B j  the 
beard  of  Benedict,  I  would  jeopard  a  moiety  of 
Jodesac^s  shekels  (Heaven  make  them  ours!)  to 
see  yonder  prating  minstrel  put  to  his  fence 
against  De  Mowbray'^s  varlet." 

''  A  Mtnstrers  fence  !*"  said  Ranulph,  ''  as 
well  talk  ot  a  monks  modesty!  Who  ever 
heard,  saving  amongst  the  wild  Welsh,  of  a 
minstrel  fighting  ?  at  least  since  the  days  of 
Taillefer,  *  at  Hastings'  field ;  and  he  was  rapped 
on  the  head  incontinently  for  his  pains.  Why 
—look  ye  !  'tis  even  so — ^the  ballad-monger  will 
none  on^t — he  holds  oiT  hand  from  sharpened 
iron — he  ¥all  break  no  hedges,  lest  a  serpent  bite 
him." 

'^  Oh  Ranulph !  Ranulph  l^  cried  the  Monarch, 
*'*'  art  thou  too  amongst  the  buzzards  i    Yonder 

ballad-mcmger,  as  thou  hast  termed  him ^but 

let  thine  own  eyes  do  their  own  work — and,  if  it 

*  A.minttrel  in  WiUiam's  ajrmy,  who  mtbed  into  the  thick 
of  the  fight,  singing  the  song  of  Roland,  and  fell  gallantly  in 
the  first  chsffe. 
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must  be  80,   play  we  the  peace-makers — ho  f 
peace  ye  knaves !" 

And  he  thrust  himself  between  the  belli- 
gerents as  if  with  ribs  of  iron,  shouting  *^  Peace 
ho  !'**  in  a  voice  that  rang  like  the  peal  of  a 
trumpet,  and  induced  a  dead  suspension  of 
hostilities. 

*^  My  masters  I'**  exclaimed  Flambard«  the  in- 
stant fair  hearing  could  be  obtained,  "  are  ye 
mad  2  or  drunk  with  double  ale  of  the  devil's 
brewing  ?  Why,  what  black  sanctus  is  this  for 
Christian  men  with  souk  to  be  saved,  if  they 
have  grace  or  luck?  Heard  ye  never  that  a 
live  dog  is  better  than  a  dead  lion !  Clap  roe 
every  man  his  Tranchero  *  into  the  scabbard, 
and  that  goodly  part  of  his  body  which  I  name 
not,  for  reverence,  once  more  upon  his  seat ;  and 
we  that  be  men  of  peace  and  substance  will 
thereupon  play  the  magnificaSj  and  be  at  cost  to 
brim  your  flaggons  again  with  the  mightiest  ale 
that  Winchester  hath  in  butt.  Shall  it  be  even 
so,  brother  mine  T 

'*  Aye,  but  methinks,'^  said  Rufua,  *'  they 
thirst  for  a  purple  rather  than  a  brown  bevemge, 

*  Ia  tlM  old  raminoes  tbe  naae  of  the  iword  of 
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18  if  there  were  no  holiday-keeping  without 
tihnxit^atting.  What  knowest  thou  of  archery, 
that  art  so  fain  to  thrust  and  stab  for  the  glory 
thereof!  thou  with  the  iron  pot  upon  thy  brain- 
leas  sconee  f* 

He  of  the  iron  pot  however, — ^the  angry  as- 
nilant  of  the  Saxon,  had,  by  this  time,  caug^ta 
glanee  which  at  once  drew  the  angel  of  consi- 
deration to  whip  the  offending  Adam  out  of  him« 
Hefell  back  amongstthecrowdwith  very  much  the 
sir  of  one  who  had  no  desire  to  be  further  com- 
mented upon.  The  doughty  Hildebrand,  in  fact, 
for  he  it  was,  shrank  from  the  reproving  gaze  of 
Raymond,  in  the  full  consciousness  of  having 
transgressed  bounds  and  orders. 

Meanwhile  the  work  of  recognition  was  going 
en  with  a  like  stultifying  effect  upon  others,  for 
not  only  did  the  gentle  minstrel,  after  a  steady 
gaze  at  the  soirdisant  merchants,  evince  a  desire 
to  depart  suddenly,  but  the  mysterious  Saxon 
also,  put  himself  modestly  upon  the  retrograde, 
^'  staying  no  further  question." 

William  the  Red,  however,  was  not  disposed 
to  part  company  thus. — 

''  Tany  1"  he  exclaimed  to  both,  wHh  the 
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accents  of  command  few  could  listen  to  rebel- 
liously.  "  A  word  of  each  in  turn,  I  pray  you ; 
be  it  but  in  honour  of  our  profiered  cheer.** 

'^  Command  thy  mules.  Sir  Merchant,  and 
feast  thy  slaves !"  said  the  Saxon — "  /tarry  not, 
although  the  flaggons  were  brimmed  with  cosUy 
wine  rather  than  sorry  ale.*" 

"  Wine^  saidst  thou  T  exclaimed  Rufus,  "For- 
sooth, a  dainty  churl !  but,  it  may  be,  this  villaii- 
ouis  garb  belies  thy  fairer  condition.  Methinks, 
Gaffer,  I  have  had  traffic  with  thee  ere  now ;  and 
this  is  not  the  first  matter  of  archery  in  which 
I  have  seen  thee  an  angiy  man,  haT 

"•  Ye  talk  of  archery,  Sir  Merchant  !^  said  a 
stout  fellow,  in  gambeson  and  steel  cap,  little 
wotting  whom  he  thus  boldly  interrupted,  "  I 
wiU  tell  ye  a  fair  feat  therein  that  mine  own  eyes 
beheld,  upon  the  Welsh  Marches.  Wet,  and 
weary,  and  famished,  we  were  stumbling,  like 
over-driven  oxen,  through  a  viUanous  mountain 
pass ;  and  the  Welsh  wolves  had  beeet  the  inner 
end  thereof,  and  the  hollows  and  the  clefts  and 
the  crag-tops ;  whereby,  my  masters,  or  where- 
upon, (whichsoever  be  most  clerkly,)  before  we 
could  couch  a  lance,  or  wield  a  maUet,  there 
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came  a  whistling  hurricane  of  dotb-yard  shafts^ 
(ye  know  the  length  of  a  cloth-yard.  Sir  Mer- 
chants, I  warrant  ye)  and  they  tickled  our  fore- 
inoBt  gallants  through  mail  and  plastron,  to  the 
Tery  heart  and  midriff!  I  promise  ye  it  was 
bow-ciaft  to  make  a  man  grin  on  the  wrong 
side  of  his  mazzard.  But  of  all  rarities  with 
bended  yew,  by  Butts  and  Rovers !  these  eyes  of 
mine  (a  fiend  pick  them  out  if  I  Ke  !)  these  eyes, 
I  say,  bdeld  a  Norman  knight,  hot  Ralph  de 
Limesi,  pinned  to  his  red-roan  *  with  a  shaft 
from  thigh  to  thigh !  through  man^s  fleah  and 
horse-flesh — I  say,  through  left  thigh  and  right 
th%h,  and  the  steed^s  belly  to  boot !  Aha !  Sir 
Merchants,  and  good  fellows  all,  that  was  proper 
archery,  and  a  fair  sight  to  look  and  laugh  at, 
had  there  been  time  therefor !" 

While  the  military  ear  of  Rufus  was  thus 
occupied,  the  more  politic  Justidary  listened  to 
the  stem  Saxon,  as  the  latter  replied  to  his 
admonitory  hints  of  departure. 

*•*'  Wert  thou  in  cowl  and  cassock,  good 
friend,'^  said  Ranulph,  ^^  1  would  say,  ^  heqt  not 
thy  place  when  the  spirit  of  the  Ruler  is  against 

*  Fkctt  sccordiDg  to  Giraldas  C«inbiieiiait. 
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thee^*  hast  thou  clerkly  knowledge  of  such  a 
rede,  ha ! " 

^'  Aye,"  replied  the  Saxon,  'Hhe  rede  of  him 
who  said  also,  '  /  have  seen  Princes  waBdng  like 
servants  upon  the  earth.*  "*' 

^'Oo  to  then,"  answered  Flambard,  con- 
vinced by  this  that  their  incognito  had  been 
penetrated ;  ^'  thou  knowest  whose  favonr  is  as 
the  morning  dew,  and  whose  wrath  as  €be 
roaring  of  the  lion." 

The  Unknown  ^anoed  around  him,  and  gave 
a  mute  signal  to  one  who  stood  near,  holding  by 
tiie  reih  a  coal-black  dourser. 

'^  Dog  of  a  Saxon  1  '^  cried  the  King  at  last, 
and  with  little  heed  to  the  character  he  aasumed. 
'^Thou  wilt  not  tarry  the  grace-cup,  ha!  get 
thee  to  kennel,  then!  but  I  swear  to  thee, 
before  long  thou  shalt  pledge  me  in  other 
wise  ;  I  will  have  thee  a  dweller  in  strange 
chambers!^' 

'*  A  dweller  I  in  the  free  forest,  with  mine 
own  free  thoughts'!  "  said  the  threatened  one, 
his  eye  kindling,  and  his  cheek  taking  a  more 
paUid  hue. 

^*  Aye,  and  a  shooter  of  free  shafts  at  other 


ItUFUB.  1 1  5 

men's  deer,    I  warrant    thee ! "    rejoined  the 
Monarch. 

"Nay,  but,  brother  mine,"  interrupted  Flam- 
bard,  "  ^scm  est  inquirendum'  thou  knowest, 
'  unde  venit  venison.'  "  * 

^^At  least,"  said  the  insulted  Saxon,  con* 
fronting  the  Sovereign  with  unabashed  brow, 
**I  have  seen  deadly  shooting  upon  thy  war» 
remy.  Sir  Merchant ;  and  all  for  the  love  of 
woodcraft,  not  venery.  It  was  a  brave  quarry 
that  yestemoon  cumbered  the  turf  until  passera- 
by  housed  it  beneath  thy  own  roof-tree !  Let 
others  of  the  proud  herd  that  even  now  are 
tossing  their  frontleta  to  the  scorned  heavens, 
and  rioting  in  the  pastures  of  the  robbed 
Saxon — ^let  them,  I  say,  beware  of  a  like  deadly 
shaft !  firom  a  thousand  and  a  thousand  quivers 
the  hand  of  vengeance  shall  speed  it  forth. 
Tyrant !  and  lord  of  tyrants!  follow,  and  I  will 
shew  thee  the  slayer  of  D^  Waleric ! " 

Instantly  as  a  midnight  landscape  is  revealed 
to  the  traveller  by  the  broad  lightning  sheet, 
the  Monarch  stood  confessed  to  Raymond !  the 
first  impulse  of  both,  perhaps,  was  to  rush  upon 

*  Old  forest  tdagc. 
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the  insolent  avoucher  of  hiB  own  dark  dfteds  and 

«  Slay  him  when  li«  itood  1 " 

but  that  mysterious  one  did  not  dtand  either  to 
be  slain  or  threatened:  as  tiie  last  words 
foamed  upon  his  lip,  he  bounded  to  the  side  of 
his  ready  courser,  sprang  with  fierce  haste  into 
the  saddle,  and  almost  before  a  replying  tone 
could  reach  him,  was  in  headlong  gallop  from 
the  spot.  In  vain  did  Rufus  shout  '^  To  horse 
and  chase ! "  In  vain  did  Raymond  feel  aa  if 
he  would  have  given  the  world  to  obey.  The 
wealth  of  Croesus  could  not  just  then  have  com- 
manded the  service  of  better  quadrupeds  than 
one  or  two  huge  dogs,  already,  with  usdess 
clamour,  plying  both  lungs  and  1^  m  the 
pursuit. 

''Tut,"  said  Fhimbard,  ''let  him  passr-the 
poor  groom  is  lunatic.  Which  of  ye  know 
aught  concerning  him  I  thcu^  belike,"  tuning 
to  the  Minstrel,  "  that  wert  so  fain  to  champion 
him ;  madman  and  Minstrel  are  of  likely  kin.'* 

"  My  kin,  Sir  Merchant,*^  replied  the  <shild  of 
song,  "are  of  other  strain  and  in  other  lands.  I 
knew  him  not ;  neither  did  I  care  to  see  human 
flesh  and  blood  thrust  through  like  carrion,  be- 
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» 

eaose,  forsootii,  he  hugfaed  not  to  other  men*s 
liking/' 

*  CmTioB !"  exehumed  the  Monnrch, "  I  would 
thon  hadst  been  cat  into  gobbets  for  the  kennel 
thyself,  before  thy  busy  hand  thrust  betwixt  him 
and  fate !  I  tell  thee,  thou  jingling  gull !  thy 
beastly  pitifulness  hath  robbed  this  youth,  and 
others,  of  the  just  payment  of  a  debt  of  blood. 
Thou  hast  made  thyself  surety  for  him — ^how  aur 
swerest,  ha!    Canst  brandish  weapon  thyself  T' 

^^/  brandish  weapon  r*  responded  the  Minstrel 
in  alann^  real  or  feigned,  ^^  a  man  of  peaceful 
song !  Let  me  hence,  I  pray  you — sharp  steel 
iees  my  blood." 

'^  Pah  !^  exclaimed  the  disgusted  Rufus,  '^  get 
thee  from  under  my  nostrils.  The  rank  stench 
of  such  another  coward  would  breed  the  falling- 
sickness  amongst  us.  Hast  thou  the  limbs 
and  thews  of  a  man,  and  scarcely  the  heart  of  a 
pigeon  I  '*' 

'^  God  hath  made  me  of  tender  clay :"  answered 
the  Minstrel,  whose  noble  form  and  admirable 
features  presented  the  strongest  possible  contrast 
to.  his  pusillanimous  words — ^'  Let  me  hence,*' 
be  added,  ^^  a  stranger  I,  and  a  peaceftiU*what, 
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Elfin !  ho !  thou  dreamer !  up  and  away  f  ^is 
time,  by'r  Lady — 

The  owl  from  bis  tod — 
And  the  hat  from  hia  8hed — 

The  lark  to  her  vod — 
And  the  Bftinstrel  to  bed  I 

What,  Puckfiat !  when,  I  say  i  St.  Mary !  if  ye 
would  have  battle,  here  is  your  proper  champion," 
and  as  the  mantle  under  which  he  had  lain  en- 
sconced was  plucked  away,  that  unlovely  epi- 
tome of  the  human  composition.  Elfin  Puckfisi, 
arose  in  the  fiill  majesty  of  forty  inches. 

The  apparition  of  the  ungainly  mannikin 
arising  to  the  tune  of  such  a  panegyric,  threw 
the  whole  assembly  into  laughter.  Even  the 
provoked  King  lent  his  hoarse  burden  to  the  ge- 
neral chorus ;  and  Flambard,  well  pleased  tosee 
the  current  of  the  royal  temper  take  a  g^aitle 
turn,  exclaimed  aloud — 

*'  By  the  charmed  bhule  of  King  PeUmore ! 
it  is  no  marvel  the  gentle  Minstrel  keeps  (Jod's 
peace  and  the  King*s,  with  such  a  champiott  at 
his  back !  Sit  to  thy  harp,  good  fellow,  and  let 
U8  hear  thee  Mazon  the  deeds  of  this  doughty 
warrior,  until  they  that  bring  the  mighty  ale 
arrive  with  their  blessed  burden." 
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The  MiDslard  obeyed ;  and  whether  the  hero 
of  the  following  lay  may  be  identified  with  Elfin 
Puckfist,  such  as  we  have  described  Imn,  must 
rest  between  the  lyric  veracity  of  his  master, 
and  the  judgment  or  credulity  of  the  reader. 


THE  DWARF  OF  CARILBTNE. 

1. 

"  Why  leanest  thou  by  tiut  aged  tree, 
O  Dwarf  of  Carilliyne  ? 
And  why  is  tiie  tear  in  thy  hoUow  e'e. 

That  wont  so  bright  to  shine  ? 
Thy  rsTen-loehs  are  flying  dark 
On  the  blast  that  whisdes  by, 
like  riTen  cords  of  the  stranded 'bark, 
When  winds  and  waves  are  high — 
What  grief  hath  stricken  thee  or  thine, 
O  weeping  Dwarf  of  Carilbyne  ? 

2. 

**  Where  be  the  bright  robes  thou  hast  worn  ? 
And  where  thine  aspect  mild  ? 
Those  loathly  weeds  are  rode  and  torn. 

Thy  looks  are  wan  and  wild  1 
When  I  did  gase  upon  thee  last, 

Thon  satt'st  in  gallant  trim, 
On  a  fiery  courser  pnmddg  past, 
Fun  stont  of  heart  and  limb. 
Then  whenoe  this  wolnl  change  of  thine, 
O  weeing  Dwirf  of  Carilbyne  ?" 
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3. 

*'  And  dott  thou,  Wanderer,  bid  me  teU 
Why  the  tear  ia  in  mine  e'e? 
Why,  kme  and  rallen,  I  Uat  to  dwell, 

And  lean  by  thia  aged  tree  ? 
Oh,  hie  thee,  wanderer,  on  thy  way,       x 

And  wrap  thee  firom  the  oold ; 
The  winda  ahall  bleach  my  raven  locka  grey 
Ere  that  dark  tale  be  toldl 
Thon  mayit  not  know  thia  grief  of  mine—'* 
Qnoth  the  weeping  Dwarf  of  Carilbyne. 

4. 

Up  apoke  the  wanderer  again^ 

*'  When  laat  I  gaced  on  thee, 
Thon  lonelieat  of  lonely  men, 

How  blythe  thoa  aeeaa'dat  to  be  1 
Thon  rodat  a  red-croea  knight  behind. 

In  fair  array  bedight ; 
Hia  white  plnme  wantoned  with  the  wind, 

Hia  arma  were  flaahing  brif^t. 
Then,  where  that  atately  lord  of  thine, 
O  weeping  Dwarf  of  Carilbyne  ? 

5. 

**  And  by  hia  aide  a  Lady  fiur 

On  a  milk-white  palfrey  rode ; 
I  wot  they  were  a  lovely  pair 

Aa  e'er  in  Britain  yode.* 
Adown  her  form  her  gloaay  hair 

In  reekleaa  beanty  ilowedt 
The  diamond  aheen  that  aparkled  there 
Not  half  10  beanteona  ahow'd— 
Then,  where  that  Lady  bright  of  thine, 
O  weeping  Dwarf  of  Carilbyne  ? 

*  rode,  Went. 
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6. 

"  I  marked  tlmn  ride  at  erening  tide. 
When  the  nm  ww  in  the  west, 
Bj  yonder  wellhig  ibvntain's  ride, 

Where  weary  pilgrimt  rest; 
And  there  an  aged  man  did  stay 
His  trembling  limbs,  to  drink  ; 
Hu  lodu,  with  eld  all  hoary  grey, 
Hang  o'er  the  ftrantain*s  brink. 
Why  followed  he  that  kvd  of  thine, 
O  weeping  Dwarf  of  Carilbyne  ?  " 

7. 
"  Alas  1  no  aged  man  was  he. 
Nor  pilgrim  weak  and  worn ; 
My  bitterest  curse  opon  him  be, 

A  gnilty  wretch  forlorn  I 
The  corse  to  roam  eternally,  / 

And  eternally  to  mourn ; — 
To  sne  for  death  on  bended  knee, 
And  griere  he  e'er  was  bom  1 
He  cans'd  these  bitter  tears  of  mine," 
Quoth  the  weeping  Dwarf  of  Carilbyne. 

8. 
"  I  weep  for  those  who  never  more 
Shall  weep  or  smile  again ; 
I  weep,  who  little  wept  before, 

Nor  wept  for  others  then. 
This  woman's  mood  will  soon  be  o'er, 

Vsin  tears,  and  tainer  speech  I 
My  teaiB  may  dry,  but  drops  of  gore 
Fan  soon  shall  flow  for  each  1 
A  bitter  ?engeanee  shall  be  mine  I  " 
Qnoth  tiie  weeping  Dwarf  of  Carilbyne. 
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9. 

'*  B«t  hie  thee»  Winderar,  on  thy  wmy. 
Nor  idly  linger  here ; 
Tis  long  to  peep  of  morning  grey. 

Hie  night  ii  murk  and  drear. 
One  deed  of  blood  hath  paae»d  away, 

Another  yet  is  near  1 
No  more  these  angnish'd  lips  shall  say, 
No  more  'tis  thine  to  hear. 
Go,  stranger,  go ;  fair  speed  be  thine  I  " 
Quoth  the  weeping  Dwarf  of  Carilbyne.* 

As  the  deep  and  meUow  tones  of  the  singer 
died  away,  a  profound  stiUneas  sank  upon  the 
mixed  auditory,  and  held  place  alike  of  song 
and  speech— ^f  laugh  and  threat.  Such,  in  fact, 
was  the  impression  conveyed  by  the  rude  ballad 
that  the  performer  departed,  with  his  uncouth 
attendant,  even  without  the  farewell  greeting  of 
a  jest. 

The  Monarch  and  his  favourite  effected  their 
retreat  under  cover  of  the  beverage  for  which 
they  had  pledged  themselves  to  the  wassailers ; 

*  It  is  probable  that  a  reader  or  two,  here  and  there,  may 
have  met  before  with  the  aBoTe  ballad.  It  was  onee  printed 
obacnrely  in  the  proTinoes,  to  sweU  out  the  scanty  TolnBM 
of  a  rhyming  friend,  and  afterwards  copied  into  a  magasine 
in  town. 
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and,  as  Raymond  followed  in  the  royal  wake, 
the  original  parties  were  left  to  carouse  and 
brawl  at  pleasure ;  to  empty  as  many  flaggons, 
and  break  as   many    heads  as  they  thought 

proper. 
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CHAPTER  VIII. 

"  Hast  thou  forgotten  all  thy  frimds  in  the  Jewrj  ?  or  do«C 
thou  think  nt  all  Jews  that  inhabit  there  ?'* 

Svery  Mam  m  ku  HuwHnir. 

The  feelings  with  which  we  perform,  or  con- 
template, at  different  periods,  the  very  same 
action  are  wonderfully  modified  by  that  ^^  un- 
spiritual  god,  Circumstance.'^  He,  for  instance, 
who  secretly  dogs  the  heels  of  another,  feelspretty 
much  like  that  proverbial  '^  hearer  of  nothing 
good*^ — ^the  eaves-dropper — atid  confesses,  in  the 
words  of  Cassio,  that,  *^  whoso  does  these  things 
is  unworthy  of  his  place,*^  but  his  compunction 
depends  greatly  upon  the  rank  of  the  individual 
80  listened  to,  or  so  foUowed.  Our  friend  Ray- 
mond became  conscious  of  this,  in  his  diminidied 
sense  of  degradation  when  the  steps  in  which  he 
thus  furtively  trode  were  once  known  to  be  those 
of  a  great  Monarch  and  his  favourite,  instead  of 
vulgar  traffickers  in  broad  doth. 

They  turned,  as  the  Squire  expected,  into  tlie 
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Jewiy,  which  quickened  his  own  steps  to  the 
place  of  tryst  appointed  by  De  L*Ep^. 

The  ever-merry  Nichok»  was  first  upon  the 
pound,  and^  when  his  companion  approached, 
lay  uider  the  shadow  of  the  far-projecting  ehn, 
as  h^iptly  at  his  ease  as  ever  was  Tityrus  mider 
his  beech,  singing  of  Amaryllis. 

"  Why,  how  now,  (Goodman  Crawl-a-pace !" 
he  exclaimed)  *'*'  if  thou  wert  not  known  for 
one  as  quick  to  shed  blood  as  to  drink  muscar 
dine,  I  would  have  thee  drawn  by  theears  through 
the  hoop  of  a  pottle-pot,  for  a  loitering  lozel ! 
thou  shouldst  sing  *•  Lachrymse' to  a  dolorous  pipe, 
in  revenge  of  my  cool  heels.^' 

^*  Abate  thy  wrath,  good  piper !'''  said  Bay- 
mond,  '''  and  let  me  keep  mine  ears  for  the 
matter  in  yonder  vault  of  the  Sorcerer.  Briefly, 
good  Nicholas,  let  us  to  our  station, — ^the  greedy 
traiBckers  in  oxgangs  and  caracutes  are  even 
DOW  thundering  at  the  wicket.*"' 

"*  Aye,  but  not  with  battering  ram  and  cata- 
ptilty  as  one  of  them,  at  least,  is  like  to  do  upon 
thy  Lord's  castle-gate  ere  loi^." 

"  Ha  r  exchnmed  Coeur  d'Ader— "  Then 
thou  hast  discoyered — ^thy  quick  eye  hath — " 
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"  My  quick  eye/'  interrapted  Nicholas,  **  faftd 
as  little  to  do  with  it,  as  thy  dow  sdf .  It 
was  the  eye  of  one  older  and  wiser  ihan  either 
thou  or  I,  that  saw  the  lion's  mane  bristling 
under  the  ass's  skin — ^no  matter^-^I  have  learnt 
what  manner  of  Merchant  seeks  gold  for  those 
goodly  lands  in  Essex — and  moreover,  I  can  see 
through  the  mill-stone  that  covers  thy  interest 
therein. — ^Nay,  never  look  as  if  thou  oouldst 
devour  me  with  wonder  and  curiosity — let  fiass* 
I  say — and  know  that,  to  the  boot  of  all  this,  I 
have,  in  one  day^s  space,  done  three  men  wor* 
shipful  service ;  firstly — '^ 

^*  Thy  worshipful  self,  I  warrant,"  interrupted 
his  friend. 

''  Right  as  a  foil  flaggon,"  quoth  Nichtdas, 
^'  and  the  only  one  of  the  three  frmn  whom  I  look 
to  have  gratitude  therefor.  Secondly;  my 
valorous  lord  and  master,  Alberic  dn  Goci,  and, 
thirdly,  a  vain-glorious  fellow,  y'clept,  Raymond 
of  the  Heart  of  Steel.  For  myself,  I  have  taken 
heart  of  grace,  and  repented  me  into  a  huge  in- 
heritance. For  Sir  Alberic,  he  may  bless  the 
hour  when  he  carried  to  the  ear  of  the  rieh  old 
Israelite  news  of  his  vagabond  son ;  and  for  thee. 
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smah  Raymond,  know  that  my  penitence  hath 
so  dealt  with  my  Sire's  money-bags  that  there  is 
little  danger  of  tiie  lands  in  Essex  falling  into 
kis  hands  to-night,  at  least  if  ready  shekels  l)e 
the  word  of  bargain." 

''  I  apprehend  thee ;"  said  the  Northern 
Sqnire.  ^'  Da  Coci  hath  carried  thy  filial  peni« 
tence  to  a  profitable  market,  and  the  foolish 
father  hath  bought  back  his  yillanous  son — ha  !*' 

''  Sir,"  answered  Nicholas,  ^'  I  have  gone  back 
to  my  fiither,  like  the  prodigal  in  Holy  Writ, 
hot  I  grant  ye  Uie  fatted  calf  may  be  likened  to 
that  of  Bethel— it  is  otgoW 

"  Well,'*  said  Baymond,  '^  and  how  looks 
Jodesae  since  he  hath  learned  thy  falling  away 
to  pork-eating !" 

'*  Come  and  see,"  replied  Nicholas,  starting 
vp ;  and  they  descended,  as  before,  into  the  secret 
gallery  of  the  stone  chamber. 

Silence  and  Solitude  were  the  sole  occupants 
of  the  rude  apartment,  and  the  cresset  shed  its 
melancholy  beams  upon  '^  bare  and  loathly  walls." 
The  intruders,  however,  had  scarcely  taken  their 
vantage-ground  before  the  venerable  Jew  ap- 
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peared,  stooping  under  the  low^browed  door- 
way, and  saying,  as  he  entered,  to  one  without, 
'^  Conduct  them  hither,  Mordeeai,  and  if  they 
speak  unto  thee  after  It  gibing  fashion,  answer 
not  thou  agaui."^ 

Mordeeai  obey^  and  the  illustrious  masque- 
raders  were  ushered  once  more  into  the  presence 
of  the  Rabbi. 

"  Thou  seest,  good  Jodesae,  we  palter  not 
with  thee,"  cried  the  Monarch — *'  we  keep 
time  and  tryst.  Where  then  be  these  monies 
— these  shekels — ^these  blessed  coins,  ha!" 

'^  Alas !  Sir  Merchant,"  replied  the  Isradite, 
^'  Man  talketh,  and  God  doeth :  hath  not  confi- 
dence in  mortal  things  been  likened  unto  a 
broken  tooth,  and  a  foot  out  of  joint  !*' 

"  It  may  be  so,"  returned  the  Justiciary, — 
^  but  we  will  have  confidence  in  thee^  good  Babbii 
in  spite  of  thy  teeth,  and  whether  they  be  whole 
or  broken ;  seeing  that  it  is  at  peril  not  only  of 
thy/oo^joints,  but  of  every  joint  in  thy  body, 
that  we  be  dealt  with  fiuthfuUy,  and  to  the  utter- 
most shekel  !^* 

^  Let  there  be  no  strife  betwixt  ua,  I  pray 
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jse,"  ssofi  the  old  man,  calmly — ^'  for,  of  a  surety, 
tloB  thing  must  not  be.  I  cannot  traffic  with 
ye^  Sir  Merchant,  therefore  depart  in  peace !" 

^^  Why  thou  circimicised  iniquity !"  exclaimed 
the  provoked  Rufus — "thou  unbelieving  filth ! — " 

^'  Patience,  brother/'  interrupted  Flambard — 
^'patience ;  and  do  thou,  good  Israelite,  expound 
nnto  us,  what  evil  wind  hath  made  thy  resolu- 
tion of  yester^ven  like  unto  thistle-down,  or  a 
rolling  thing  before  the  blast !" 

"  LfO !  in  dreams,"  said  Jodesac,  "  have  I  been 
forewarned,  and  a  vision  of  the  silent  hour  hath 
admonished  me — Yea!  a  vision  of  the  night, 
when  deep  sleep  faUeth  upon  men." 

"  Dreams  and  visions ! !  thou  white-bearded 
abomination!"  shouted  Rufus,  "have  we  come 
to  thee  hungering  for  ffold,  and  dost  thou  seek 
to  banquet  us  with  the  filth  of  thy  beastly 

"  Nay,  but  we  will  be  as  meek  as  Moses  with 
thee,"  said  the  more  self-possessing  Justiciary. 
"  Let  us  hear  what  manner  of  dream  hath  triple- 
locked  thy  treasure-chests,  and  made  Cast  the 
oQ&rs  of  thy  abundance  ?    It  may  be  that  I 
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can  show  thee  the  interpretation  thereof^  after 
the  fashion  of  thy  prophetic  forefathers.^ 

^^  Behold/'  said  Jodeeac,  seating  himsdf,  and 
stretching  out  his  arm  with  an  oriental  gesture 
of  appeal,  ^^  I  saw  in  my  dream,  and  methought, 
at  the  going  down  of  the  son  I  was  alone  in  this 
poor  chamber ;  and,  of  a  sudden,  the  fonn  and 
the  dimensions  thereof  were  changed;  and  it 
became  like  unto  a  vast  treasure-house,  even  as 
though  the  kings  of  the  earth  had  fashioned  it 
for  their  secret  stores,  and  had  heaped  therein 
exceeding  riches,  through  a  thousand  and  a 
thousand  years !  The  walls,  and  the  roof,  and 
the  pillars,  and  the  doors,  were  of  ivoiy  and  of 
silver,  and  of  the  gold  of  Ophir  and  of  Parvaim; 
and  upon  the  marble  floor,  I  saw  many  vessels  of 
agate,  and  of  crystal,  and  of  porphyry,  and  of 
jasper,  wrought  marvellously  in  cunning  work- 
manship, and  filled  with  diamonds  and  with  gems, 
and  with  all  precious  stones,  even  as  the  sands 
of  the  sea  for  number,  and  as  the  stars  of  heaven 
for  brightness ;  and  the  sight  of  mine  eyes  grew 
dim  with  the  exceeding  glory.  Then  I  mai^ 
veiled,  and  fear  came  upcm  me,  and  trembling ; 
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mid  there  was  silence ;  and  I  heard  a  voice,  and 
I  knew  in  my  soul  that  it  was  the  voice  of  Him 
who  gpBke  temptingly  of  old  to  the  enduring  one 
of  Uz. 

'' '  Anse^  Jodesac/  it  said,  ^  take  the  joy  of 
thine  eye  and  the  delight  of  thine  heart !  for 
behold,  all  these  treasures  will  I  give  thee  for 
the  sacrifice  of  but  a  little  thing/  and  I  said, 
*  What  is  it,  Lord  f — and  the  voice  answered, 

'^  ^  Thoa  shalt  take  the  inheritance  of  the  Or- 
phan for  a  prey,  and  for  a  spoil.' 

'' '  Nay,  but,'  I  said,  '  why  doth  my  Lord 
counsel  this  thing!  behold,  the  orphan  cometh 
for  his  portion,  and  when  he  shall  cry  aloud 
to  Him  that  is  just  and  terrible,  how  shall  it 
be  with  me!  and  how  shall  mine  iniquity  be 
sealed  up  V 

^^  And  the  voice  answered  again,  and  said, 

'*  ^  Will  Ood  hearken  for  ever  unto  the  words 
of  them  that  cry  unto  Him  t  or  will  he  give  thee 
for  Uiine  integrity  the  riches  of  the  whole  earth  i 
Behold;  it  is  not  for  nought  that  I  say  unto 
thee,  '  Do  this;'  the  choice  is  in  thine  hand — - 
eonrider  it,  Jodesac,  and  be  wise. ' 

^^  And  the  glory  of  the  treasure  was  exceed- 
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ing  great,  and  mine  eye  beheld,  and  mine  heart 
eofveted — and  the  desire  of  my  soul  aroae.** 

'^  Aye !"  interrupted  the  King,  ^*  and  thou 
wert  wise,  Jodesac,  and  didst  buifet  aside  thy 
Jewish  conscience,  and  strike  the  good  bai^gain 
while  it  was  offered,  haT 

■ 

^'  Peace  !'*  returned  the  descendant  of  Abra- 
ham, '^  and  thou  shalt  learn — keep  silence,  and 
thou  shalt  understand. 

^'  Then,  I  saw  in  my  dream,  and,  behold,  two 
men  stood  before  me — ^their  garments,  and  their 
forms,  and  their  visages  were  even  as  yours,  O 
strangers !  yea,  they  were  like  unto  you,  and 
they  did  ofier  me  the  inheritance  of  the  orphan 
for  a  prey,  and  for  a  spoil — ^for  a  price,  and  for 
a  sum.  And  I  was  tempted  of  the  great  riches 
around  me,  and  said, 

*'*'  ^  Let  it  be  even  so — ^let  the  inheritance  be 
mine,  and  take  ye  treasure  for  the  price  thereof.* 
But,  lo  !  as  they  stretched  forth  their  hands,  it 
was  as  if  Spirits  arose  out  of  the  earth — dark 
and  shadowy,  and  of  exceeding  stature,  and 
very  terrible !  and  one  thereof  was  as  a  warrior 
from  a  stricken  field — as  a  mighty  one  from 
Edom — ^with  dyed  garments  fit>m  Bozrah.  Yea, 
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ke  was  like,  naethought,  unto  that  Captain  of 
Hundreds  who  was  slain  cruelly  in  the  forest 
festeraoon!'" 

*'  Ha  i  sayest  thou  ! "  exclaimed  the  King. 
**  Yea,''  continued  the  Jew ;  ^'  I  did  remember 
me  De  Waleric;  the  fierce  eye  of  his  wrath 
was  upcMi  me,  and  my  bones  shook,  and  the  hair 
of  mine  head  arose.  Fear  also  came  upon  the 
men  beside  me — they  iled  afar  off — ^and  me- 
thought,  as  they  departed,  they  were  changed 
mightily,  and  their  raiment  was  of  purple  and 
fine  linen,  and  one  thereof  had  like  unto  a  crown 
of  gold  upon  his  head  !  Then  I  cried  aloud,  and 
strove  also  to  ilee  away ;  but  terror  had  made 
me  even  as  a  babe  for  helplessness;  and  the 
hand  of  the  terrible  one  was  lifted  on  high  to 
smite  me  with  a  dagger ;  but  of  a  sudden  there 
came  a  shadow  as  of  thick  darkness,  and  a  sound 
of  roarings  and  of  thunders;  and  it  was  as  if 
a  mighty  wind  had  fallen  upon  the  four  comers 
of  the  house ;  that,  with  the  loudness  and  the 
terrors  thereof,  I  awoke,  and  behold  it  was  a 
dream!" 

''  And  behold,"  said  the  Monarch,  indignantly, 
'' thou  art  a  lying  Greybeard !  This  is  a  paraUe, 
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and  not  a  vision.  Old  man,  base  garments  have 
not  hidden  from  thee  thy  Sovereign ;  and  thou 
hast  dared  to  bring  him  again  upon  a  bootleas 
quest  into  thy  wretched  vault.  I  wiU  repay  thee 
for  it — I  will  teach  thee  to  palter  with  a  King 
as  with  one  of  thine  own  accursed  brotherhood  r 

"  Wilt  thou  break  a  leaf  driven  to  and  fro  f 
said  Jodesac,  '^  behold,  threescore-and*ten  are 
the  years  of  my  pilgrimage,  and  the  burden  of 
flesh  is  a  weariness  unto  me.  ShaU  I  fear  death 
at  thy  hand,  O  King  ? "" 

''  Thou  couldst  prate  of  fearing  it,**^  said  the 
King,  ''  from  the  hand  of  De  Waleric,  in  thy 
lying  vision.  Pay  me  down,  even  now,  the  she- 
kels we  spake  of,  or,  by  iny  sceptre  and  my 
soul,  I  will  see  how  thy  waking  eyes  can  endure 
sharp  steel — aye,  and  thy  waking  flesh !  *^ 

'^  I  will  defend  me,*^  said  the  Jew,  ^^  even 
with  De  Waleric's  dagger!"'  And,  to  the 
astonishment  of  his  visitors,  the  old  man  drew 
a  poniard  from  his  vest,  adding,  "  In  this  do 
I  neither  dream,  nor  lie,  nor  speak  parables 
unto  thee.  This  dagger,  O  King!  did  the 
hand  of  De  Waleric  deliver  unto  mine;  —  it 
shall  do  bloodless  battle  for  me,  for,   with  a 
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glance  of  thine  eye,  thou  shalt  know  it  as  a  tes- 
timony and  a  token  of  the  Orphan  whom,  I  have 
truly  said,  *"  cometh  qnickly  for  his  inheritance  !' 

Behold ! " 

The  weapon,  a  misericorde  of  exquisite  work- 
nunship,  and  of  which  the  finely  tempered  blade 
was  attached  to  an  elaborately  wrought  hilt  of 
gold  and  ivory,  set  with  gems  of  extraordinary 
^lendour,  was  in  every  respect  too  remarkable 
to  be  readily  forgotten  by  whoever  had  once 
seen  and  grasped  it. 

Rufiis,  who  recognised  an  old  and  valued 
friend,  snatched  it  with  an  impetuosity  only 
equalled  by  the  eagerness  with  which  he  ques- 
tioned Jodesac  respecting  its  transmission  to  his 
hand.  This  examination,  however,  we  need  not 
detail  at  fidl.  The  reader  is  already  aware,  no 
doubt,  that  the  poniard  in  question  was  the 
taUsman  of  Raymond — ^the  same  given,  together 
with  the  person  of  that  gallant,  by  De  Waleric, 
to  the  safe  keeping  of  Jodesac.  All  that  the 
Jew  could  or  would  relate  of  the  yoimg  propri- 
etor was,  simply,  '^  Behold,  he  cometh  for  his 
inheritance !  "  In  fact,  that  he  (Jodesac)  had 
been  ^prised  by  one  '^  whose  ear  had  heard, 
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and  whose  eye  had  seen,"  of  the  youth's  inten* 
tion  to  claim  the  dagger,  and,  no  doubt,  to  assert 
the  rights  to  which  it  was  understood  its  pos- 
session gave  him  claim. 

''  Meantime,"  said  Rufus,  thrusting  it  into 
his  girdle,  '^  ourself  will  play  the  broker  w^ith 
this  fair  weapon.  Let  not  the  gallant  pluck  My 
beard  in  default  thereof,  Jodesac,  but  tell  him 
that  he  must  needs  claim  it  at  our  hand,  and  we 
will  deal  gently  both  with  him  and  thee ;  ever 
premising  that  the  shekels  come  briskly  out  of 
thy  crammed  coffers.  Take  that  with  thee, 
thou  man  of  parables,  and  so  farewell !  '^ 

''  Tarry,  great  King !"  exclaimed  the  Jew, 
^^  and  incline  thine  ear  to  my  prayer.  Behold, 
for  a  little  thing — yea,  for  a  breath  of  thy  lips, 
I  will  pour  into  thy  lap  more  treasure  than  thou 
hast  yet  asked  with  thy  mouth,  or  coveted  with 
thine  heart  !^^ 

'^  Staff  of  Isaac,  and  beard  of  Jacob !  what  is 
it  man!"  cried  the  King,  '' Flambard  himself 
hath  not  spoken  so  profitably  this  many  a  day. 
Out  with  it  in  the  fiend*s  name !" 

"  I  am  A  Father,  O  King,"  stud  the  Jew, 
''  and  therein  a  man  of  sorrow.     The  hand  of 
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affliction  hath  been  upon  me — yesL,  even  into  the 
cap,  which  I  looked  should  be  as  a  sweet  solace 
to  my  aged  lips,  bitterness  hath  been  poured 
abundantly.  My  son — my  first  bom  and  my 
last — ^hath  been  unto  me  as  a  truant  and  a 
stranger.  Behold,  even  now,  he  returns  from  a 
fiir  land ;  but  how  shall  mine  eye  look  upon  him 
that  worships  not  as  his  fathers — ^that  hath 
turned  him  to  the  £Euth  of  your  Prophet  of 
Galilee — ^the  crucified  Man  of  Nazareth !" 

"What!  a  Cairistian  T  said  Rufus,  "tiana- 
lated  out  of  villanous  Hebrew  into  worse  Nor- 
man i  Now,  by  Tristam,  the  great  swineherd, 
and  by  Ck)ll  and  Pryderi  to  boot,  he  hath  sold 
his  birth-right  for  a  mess  of  pork ! — Thou  shalt 
disclaim  him,  Jodesac !  thou  shalt  cut  him  off 
with  a  bezant ;  and,  to  console  thee  like  a  Chris- 
tian King,  we  will  ourself  be  thine  heir ! " 

"  Nay,  but,"  answered  he  of  the  promise,  with 
a  poor  relish  of  the  royal  jest,  "  it  shall  come  to 
pass  that,  when  my  Lord  the  King  reproveth 
him,  he  will  hearken  to  the  words  of  my  Lord, 
and  will  turn  again,  and  mine  eye  shall  behold 
him  with  joy,  and  my  soul  shall  have  solace  in 
him,  ere  I  go  hence  and  be  no  more  seen  !     I 
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say  unto  thee,  O  King !  for  this  will  I  pour 
treasure  into  thy  coffers  with  a  bountiful  hand." 

"And  I,'^  answered  the  Sovereign,  "  say  unto 
thee,  Jodesac,  that  thou  sayest  well.  By  Mary- 
Mother,  thy  son  shall  back  to  the  synagogue, 
though  he  were  sworn  a  shaveling  in  Ealden 
Mynstre!  Methinks,  although  St.  Benedict 
and  a  whole  chapter  of  Book-a-bosoms  had  clutch 
upon  him,  the  King,  the  Devil,  and  the  Jew, 
were  a  full  match  for  them  all.  How  sayst  thou, 
Ranulph!" 

"  I  cannot  tell ;  "^  answered  the  Minister ;  "  as 
it  is,  your  Grace,  I  think,  may  readily  pluck  him 
out  of  steel  harness ;  but  if  it  were  frock  and 
hood,  I  should  remember  me  the  sharp  saying, 
'  if  one  but  offendeth  a  Monk*s  dog,  straight  cla- 
moureth  the  whole  brotherhood,  '  an  heresy !  an 

heresy !' " 

"  We  would  adventure,"  returned  the  Mon- 
arch, "  at  peril  of  bell,  book,  and  candle.  Rest 
ye  content,  Jodesac — ^thou  hast  put  thy  cause 
into  the  hands  of  a  powerful  pleader." 

And  thus  did  one  of  the  most  powerful— aye, 
and  chivalrous — and  magnanimous  of  the  sove- 
reigns of  Christendom,  pledge  himself,  "  for  as 
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much  trash  as  may  be  grasped  at  thus,"  to  drive 
a  convert  to  the  Christian  fiuth  back  to  the  stub- 
bom  unbelief  of  his  fathers. 

Meanwhile,  how  felt  the  clandestine  auditors 
of  all  this  strange  discussion — ^the  silent  listeners 
of  the  secret  gallery  i 

In  all  that  regarded  himself,  as  well  as  others, 
Nicholas  de  L'Ep^  gave  ear  with  his  iisual  lightr 
hearted  and  light-headed  recklessness  and  au- 
dacity. Not  so  the  more  enthusiastic  and  ap- 
prehensive Raymond.  AVhen  the  King  seized 
apon  the  poniard, 

"  Wbo  then 
Had  stood  beside  Pelago,  might  have  heard 
The  beatxng  of  his  heart !'' 

Instantly,  as  Rufiis  and  Flambard  disappeared, 
De  L'Epee  felt  his  mantle  violently  twitched,  and 
heard  the  agitated  whisper,  *'  Let  me  hence,  for 
our  Lady's  sake !" 

In  the  next  moment  the  solitariness  of  the 
Babbi*s  chamber  was  unbroken,  save  by  his  own 
.venerable  presence.  We  leave  him  to  his  rumi- 
nations, and  follow  the  steps  of  Raymond,  who, 
upon  his  part  followed  those  of  his  disguised 
Sovereign. 
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The  Monarch  was  now  alone,  and  within  a 
foot's  breadth  of  the  portal  of  his  castle,  when 
a  sudden  grasp  was  laid  upon  his  arm;  he 
turned  fiercely  upon  the  intruder — 

"  Who  art  thou,  in  the  devil's  name  ?  "* 

"  The  devil  himself;^  answered  Raymond. 

'^  I  think  thou  art.  Get  thee  to  hell  then ! 
None  knows  better  than  thou  that  from  this 
bridge  there  is  a  brief  road  thither,  ha  ? " 

^^Oive  me  a  quittance-token  first,*"*  said  the 
soi-disant  demon,  without  wincing  at  this  deadly 
allusion  to  the  local  ^^facilis  descensus  Avemi.'* 

"Aye,  marry!  "  replied  the  King,  "shall  it 
be  hemp  or  steel  f" 

"  Steel  !  "  answered  the  youth,  promptly 
and  firmly,  "that  dagger  under  thy  vest — ^the 
misericorde  thou  hadst  but  even  now  from  the 
hand  of  the  rich  Jew ! " 

William  the  Red  fixed  an  eye  of  astonish- 
ment upon  the  youth. 

"It  is  mine!"  continued  the  latter,  "and 
I  had  rather  it  were  hilt-deep  in  my  bosom 
than  lost ! " 

"  Pull  thy  cloak  over  thy  visage,"  said  the 
King,  "and  follow  me." 
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The  reader,  however  curious  and  impatient, 
must  submit  to  a  temporary  exclusion  from  the 
chamber  in  which  King  William  and  our  young 
friend  held  their  iAte-k-i&te.  In  due  time  we 
will  admit  him  to  full  confidence,  but,  in  the 
interim,  must  entreat  that  his  imagination  take 
a  transit  over  the  next  two  hours,  at  the  expiry 
of  which  we  gladly  play  the  page  and  usher  him 
again  into  the  royal  presence.  Just  at  this 
moment,  be  it  observed,  the  Procurator- Fiscal 
enters  at  one  door,  while  the  gallant  Sir  Ilbert 
de  Tunbridge  makes  his  exit  at  another. 

*'  Hath  your  Orace  been  hearing  a  love- 
story!"  said  Flambard,  ''that  De  Tunbridge 
goes  hence  with  such  a  simpering  visage!" 

''  Marry,  a  shrewd  guess ; "  answered  Kufus ; 
"  as,  indeed,  thou  art  rarely  wide  of  the  mark, 
good  Ranulph,  be  it  an  angel  of  light  or  dark- 
ness that  helps  the  archery  of  thy  wit.  But 
now,  another  shaft  of  conjecture,  I  pray  you — 
who  is  the  favoured  dame ! " 

"The  fair  kinswoman  of  Hugh-le-Loup," 
replied  the  favourite;  ^'^^e — ^for  a  thousand 
bezants !  come  they  from  Jodesac's  when  they 
will." 
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"  No  wager,  I  bless  heaven !  '*  answered  the 
King.     •'  But  if  this  be  sooth,  what  then ! '' 

"  Then,"  replied  the  Justiciary,  "your  Grace 
must  needs  expound  to  the  good  Earl  that  he 
hath  cumbered  himself  needlessly  with  the 
wardship  of  the  noble  Damoiselle;  and  that, 
forsooth,  the  strayed  chicken  must  under  your 
royal  wing;  better  late  than  never.  Mean- 
while, Sir  Ilbert  de  Tunbridge  is  a  blessed  man 
of  his  oxgangs,  let  us  hear  what  portion  thereof 
he  ia  willing  to  sacrifice  to  St.  Cupid  while  he 
is  thus  hot-livered.  Let  him  bethink  him  how 
best  to  transmew  his  superfluous  knight Vfees 
into  bright  gold  for  your  Grace's  exchequer, 
ere  Matilda  de  Aquila  and  her  broad  lands  be 
his." 

"  Beard  of  St.  Luke !  ^'  exclaimed  the  King, 
with  a  grim  chuckle,  ^'then  must  we  look  for 
war  with  the  mighty  kingdom  of  Chester !  *' 

"  Very  like,'*  said  Ranulph,  ''  to  say  nou^t 
of  the  dread  empire  of  Northumberland." 

"Now,  by  the  soul  of  my  great  Father !" 
cried  Rufus,  *'who  made  these  overweening 
Barons  the  bloated  things  they  are,  I  wiU  work 
my  pleasure  with  them  both;    and  first,  and 
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ehiefly  with  De  Mowbray — hU  day  of  grace 
draws  fast  to  sun-set !  Bethink  thee,  Eanulph^ 
what  course  were  best  with  the  proud  rebel." 

'^  Your  Grace,"  said  Flambard,  '^hath  heard 
one  parable  to-day,  I  pray  you  listen  to  a  second. 
'A  certain  man  wist  of  a  hidden  treasure. 
Now,  it  was  the  night-season,  and  he  said. 
What  it  is  morning  I  will  send  oxen  and  mules 
and  bring  it  thence.  But,  while  it  was  yet 
dark,  the  Lord  of  that  treasure,  repenting  him 
of  its  hiding-place,  sent  trusty  and  faithful 
servants  to  remove  it ;  and  behold,  at  morning 
tide  it  was  gone  ! ' " 

''  I  understand  thee,  Ranulph ;  but  it  came 
to  pass  (since  we  must  needs  talk  in  this  clerkly 
vein,)  that  he  who  wist  of  the  treasure,  had 
also  trusty  and  faithful  servants ;  and  they  laid 
in  wait  for  the  treasure-bearers,  and  rent  it  from 
them  with  the  strong  hand,  and  returned  to  their 
Lord  rejoicing." 

"  Oh,  cry  ye  mercy,"  said  the  Justiciary,  "  I 
looked  not  for  that  spoke  in  the  wheel.  But 
your  Grace'^s  falconry  is  yet  a  flight  beyond  me, 
— I  see  not  either  the  sport  or  wisdom  of  hawk- 
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ing  at  caged  birds;  they  should  keep  within  wire 
for  me,  while  my  brave  merlin  flew  at  other 
game.  Plainly,  my  Liege,  why  should  the  poor 
maiden  quit  her  convent-pallet  for  this  bootless 
night-journey  T 

'^  Merciful-hearted  child  of  the  Devil !"  said 
Ruius,  ^'  I  will  enlighten  thee.  The  treasure- 
bearer  of  thy  parable  is  the  ^  Orphan*  of  Jode- 
sac's. — He  hath  in  very  deed,  ^  come  for  his 
inheritance^ — ^but  of  that  anon.  Meanwhile,  zeal 
for  De  Mowbray's  house  hath  eaten  him  up. — 
He  would  give  his  birth-right  to  have  this  baby- 
faced  minion  of  his  Lord  north  of  the  Hum- 
her;  and,  for  his  own  sake,  being,  as  I  well 
believe,  a  right  gallant  stripling,  I  have  listed 
for  once  to  play  the  gracious  fool,  and  give  him 
our  royal  assent  to  bear  the  damsel  hence." 

Aye !"  ejaculated  Flambard. 

Aye,"  repeated  the  Monarch,  ^^  but  by  St. 
Mary,  clogged  with  a  back-breaking  proviso^ 
to  wit,  if  his  luck  holdsy  and  he  meet  not  by  the 
way  with  those  who  shaU  thrust  him  out  of  sad- 
dle at  lance-point,  ere  he  have  ridden  two  leagues 
of  his  journey." 


(( 
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''  Diablezot !  a  passage  of  arms  !"  exclaimed 
the  Minister,  amused  with  the  romance  and 
chivahoas  absurdity  of  the  thing. 

''  De  Mowbray's  champion  against  all  comers,"^ 
rejomed  Rufiis,  ^*  but,  by  St.  Luke's  face!  I 
think  there  will  be  never  a  lance  splintered  in 
the  matter.  Our  court  gallants  are  ar  weary  of 
saddle  and  helmet — ^they  like  not  the  humour  of 
again  thrusting  their  dainty  bodies  into  steel 
haneas — nay,  I  have  tried  divers  of  them  within 
Uus  hour.  Here  was  De  Lacy,  with  his  curled 
Lucifer-lip,  and  furnace-glaring  eye ;  no  slug-a- 
bed to  look  at ;  and  yet,  forsooth,  he  sorrowed 
to  say,  a  ravelled  matter  of  his  own  craved  knit- 
ting up  to-night,  were  all  vows  kept ;  and  so 
much  for  the  helping  hand  of  De  Lacy.  Then 
came  the  newly  risen-up  Du  Coci,  our  Castellan 
elect  of  the  Tyne  Castle — ^and  he^  by'r  Lady, 
said  me  nay,  after  a  worse  fashion,  for,  ^  under 
our  royal  favour,'  and  ^  craving  our  royal*  par- 
don,' and  so  forth,  he  is  bound  rather  to  couch 
lance  against  than  for  us,  in  this  matter  of 
De  Mowbray  s  daughter.  Last,  came  the  dain- 
tOy  attired  De  Tunbridge,  and  he  indeed  hath 
pledged  him  to  the  work,  but  with  the  like 
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devotion  that  a  man  would  finger  a  serpent 
withal." 

^^  Now,  as  I  am  a  Christian  man,  and  a  peace- 
fill,"  said  Flamjbard,  ''  your  Grace,  at  a  pinch, 
is  well-holpen  of  these  bull-headed  Barons! 
Marry,  if  there  were  land  or  gold  for  the  winr 
ning,  they  would  be  up  and  doing,  were  it  to  cut 
the  throats  of  their  mothers ; .  fast  sleepers  else, 
I  warrant  them  !  For  Sir  Ilbert  de  Tunbridge, 
he  knows  not  which  it  were  best  to  pleasure  or 
offend — the  King  of  the  South,  or  the  King  of 
the  North,  (craving  my  Liege^s  pardon.)  How- 
beity  betwixt  the  Devil  and  the  deep  sea,  he  runs 
upon  your  Grace." 

^'  He  must  run  upon  sharp  steel,"  said  Rufiis, 
''  and  that  with  good  heart  and  heed ;  or,  by  St. 
George,  if  De  Mowbray's  varlet  bear  him  as  I  sur- 
mise, there  will  be  a  cry  for  leechcraft,  and  a 
bloody  couch  upon  the  forest  turf." 

^^  And  a  fair  riddance  of  the  fair  Dame,"  said 
Flambard,  "  who  might,  had  wisdom  been  lis- 
tened to,  have  proved  good  hostage  for  the  saving 
of  blood-spilling  and  leechcraft  a  thousand  fold ! 

O  King !"  continued  the  Justiciary,  after  a 

slight  pause — '^  O  King,  live  for  ever!  but  grant 
me,  I  pray  thee,  a  boon !" 
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"  Give  me  a  thousand  merks/'  said  the  King, 
^'  that  I  may  consider  it  graciously/* 

"  Grammercy !"  cried  Flambard,  "  your  gra- 
cious Grace  hath  been  too  often  in  the  Jewry. 
A  thousand  merks !  the  matter  of  my  boon  were 
dear  at  a  bezant's  purchase.  It  is  but,  for  once 
in  a  hundred  years,  to  make  the  speaking  of 
plain  truth  to  a  King  no  treason,'* 

''  Ohy  villain ! "  exclaimed  the  Monarch,  ^'  not 
for  France  and  Normandy,  Anjou,  Maine  and 
Picardy,  to  the  boot  of  this  filthy  England! 
plain  truth  i  pah !  there  was  never  a  King  that 
could  abide  it!  Let  us  to  supper,  Ranulph, 
where,  if  thou  must  needs  poison  me,  do  it  with 
juice  of  toads  and  aspics,  and  not  with  plain 
truthr 

^For  the  Lady  Ck>nstance'  sake,"  returned 
the  Favourite,  *'  I  will  pledge  your  Grace,  as 
a  most  gallant,  chivalrous,  generous,  and  mag- 


nanimous  " 


*' Fool!"  added  the  King,  completing 

the  sentence. 

*'*/»  veritate  victoria  I*"  cried  Flambard, 
"  who  shall  gainsay  plain  truth  !  **' 

And  they  betook  them  to  the  supper-chamber. 
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^'  Tush,  man,^  said  De  Lacy,  amused  -with 
the  incident,  ^^  if  need  be,  I  will  swear  that  thou 
art  mine  own  especial  Book-arbosom.  But  what, 
and  whither,  with  this  black  bundle  of  horse- 
flesh?" 

''  To  rack  and  manger  in  the  wild  woods  I" 
cried  the  stranger,  and,  throwing  the  rein  over 
the  steed's  neck,  he  gave  the  foaming  animal  a 
stroke  with  his  heavy  riding  rod,  which  sent  it 
thundering  along  as  before,  through  what  is 
now  called  Colewort-street,  in  the  direction  of 
the  East  gate. 

This  metamorphosis,  which  has  taken  more 
time  to  describe  than  to  act,  was  scarcely  ac- 
complished, before  they  whom  it  was  intended 
to  baffle,  rode  hastily  up.  They  were  three  in 
number.  Two  clattered  along  without  bandying 
look  or  word;  but  the  third,  aware  that  the 
fugitive  might  have  made  his  way  into  the  High 
Street,  either  by  doubling  the  Cathedral  walls, 
or  through  the  narrow  space  betwixt  Ealden 
and  Newan  Mynstres,  drew  bridle  quickly,  and 
questioned  the  Baron  and  his  new  comrade  with 
more  brevity  than  reverence. 

''Ride  on,  taUow-face!"  said  De  Lacy,  *^I 
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and  this  holy  man  came  but  a  minute  hence 
from  the  walls  of  blessed  St.  Grimbold.  But, 
methinks,  there  are  horse-hoofs  clattering  east- 
ward even  now.**' 

The  pursuer  gave  his  courser  the  spur  and 
vanished. 

^^  Now,  holy  Pilgrim,'*'  continued  Sir  Reginald, 
"  I  have  saved  thee/* 

'*  Shall  I  give  thanks  l"  said  the  Saxon,  with 
laconic  bitterness. 

"  Aye — doubtless — ^the  thanks  of  the  frozen 
adder." 

"  Not  words  at  least — or  they  were  the  first 
that  ever  these  lips  gave  to  a  Norman.'" 

"The  more  accursed  thou,'*''  answered  De 
Lacy,  **  that  know'st  not  better  to  receive  good, 
were  it  from  the  hand  of  Satan  himself.*^ 

"  Ho !  ho  !  ho  !^  laughed  the  inscrutable  one, 
hoarsely,  ^'  De  Lacy  preacheth  !  the  tiger  saith 
to  the  wolf,  *  Avaunt,  blood-licker  V  Say  rather, 
proud  Norman,  the  more  accursed  they  from 
whose  hand  cometh  cause  only  for  cursing  !''^ 

"I  have  snatched  thee,"  said  the  Baron, 
'*  from  the  vengeance  of  a  King,  within  whose 
very  palace  thou  hast  striven,  with  lies  blacker 
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than  hell,  to  destroy  the  life  and  tame  of  a  Nor- 
man noble — doert  thou  curse  me  for  that  f  ** 

'^  No — it  were  meting  thee  measure  for  mear 
sure  somewhat  too  strictly — ^for  though  of  all 
curses  the  gift  of  life  is  perhaps  the  Intterest, 
it  waSy  I  grant,  of  mine  own  begging.  But 
thou  hast  forgotten  me,  mighty  Lord ! " 

Not  I,  by  St.  Francis,**"  replied  Sir  Reginald. 

Thou  art  he  who  dug  a  pit  for  Earl  de  Mow- 
bray this  blessed  morning,  and  well  nigh  fell 
into  it  thyself." 

''Add  too,"  rejoined  the  Saxon,  ''  that  I  am 
he  who  dug  a  grave^  six  winters  agone,  for  thy 
fair-haired  wife,  Reginald  de  Lacy !  She  whom 
thy  murderous  poniard  struck  to  the  heart>  as 
ye  travelled  northward  to  the  princely  towers 
that  made  part  of  her  goodly  dowry  !  ^ 

''  Liar  and  slave !"  shouted  the  Baron,  start- 
ing from  the  conscience-stricken  stupor  of  a 
moment,  and  laying  a  fierce  gripe  upon  the 
throat  of  his  accuser. 

''  Norman  !"  exclaimed  the  ktter,  extricating 
himself  with  the  remarkable  strength  we  have 
before  attributed  to  him,  and  then  adding  with 
concentrated  bitterness — 
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''  Thoa  canst  not  caU  me  that !  and  I  have 
no  fooler  brand  even  for  thee — thee  whom  I  am 
witness  against  that  the  blood  of  woman  is  upon 
thy  hand !  The  hour  was  late  and  silent,  but 
the  death-scream  came  upon  other  ears  than 
thine.  The  scene  was  lone  and  savage,  but  the 
murderer  and  his  victim  were  not  alone, — I  saw, 
from  my  rocky  screen ;  and  toiled  in  the  black 
midnight  to  heap  dust  and  clay  upon  the  lovely 
limbs  thy  cruelty  left  gory  and  coffinless !"' 

Hardened  as  was  the  heart  of  the  fierce  Nor- 
man, he  could  not  listen  to  these  dreadful  woi:^ 
without  a  momentary  shudder ;  and  the  hand, 
which  had  been  clutching  at  his  dagger-hilt,  was 
slowly  withdrawn  to  pass  twice  or  thrice  over  a 
brow  more  furrowed  and  pallid  than  its  wont. 
Thus  smoothed  for  him,  the  brazen  devil  returned 
to  his  throne,  although  a  little  discomfited. 

''  Old  man,  it  was  well  done  to  bury  the  dead  ; 
but  thou  wert  deceived — ^thy  dim  eyes  served 
thee  not  aright — this  hand ^ 

He  stretched  it  forth  as  if  to  accompany,  with 
a  befitting  gesture,  aji  asseveration  of  his  inno- 
cence.    The  disclaiming  accents 

"  Held  itmggle  with  his  thrott,  but  came  not  forth  ;*' 
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and  the  effort  terminated  in  a  laugh  that  sounded 
horribly  epileptic. 

'^  Ha !  ha !  ha !  wife^  saidst  thou  !  A  wiser 
man  I,  by  St.  Orimbold !  I  promise  thee  I 
traffic  not  in  such  gear,  save  par-amoursr 

*'  Then,"  exclaimed  the  Saxon,  with  such  a 
smUe  as  might  extend  the  lank  jaws  of  a  skeleton, 
^'  who  digs  the  blackest  pit-fall  for  De  Mowbray, 
if  thou  wouldst  traffic  thus  with  his  fair^browed 
daughter  ?" 

'*Ha!  saystthouT 

» ^^  She  that  goes  hence  at  midnight — alas,  poor 
lamb !  not  to  the  shepherd's  fold,  but  the  wolTs 
den." 

*'*'  Saxon  wizard !  dost  thou  speak  of  Constance 
de  Mowbray !''' 

^'  Didst  thou  not  hear!" 

*'  Aye,  by  St.  Francis !  follow  !" 

They  strode  into  the  deeper  gloom  of  the 
Convent  shadows. 

^'  Art  thou  man  or  fiend  ?"  said  the  Baron,. 
^^  that  canst  thus  read  the  heart  of  another,  as 
a  priest  reads  his  missal  ?" 

"  No  matter ;  I  have  read  thine,  and  can  help 
thee  to  fulfil  its  purpose — can  and  wUl — have 
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thoa  remembrance  of  it  when  the  cause  of  the 
groaning  Saxon  cries  again  to  thee  for  mercy  or 
for  vengeance.     Swear  it,  De  Lacy !" 

'*  By  Heaven  and  Hell !  that  is — ^if  thou  canst 
make  thy  helping  hand  worth  the  swearing  for." 

^*  I  can.  It  shall  open  to  thee  the  gates  of  a 
safer  and  more  secret  hold  for  thy  stolen  treasure 
of  to-night,  than  the  dark  towers  of  Newark, 
massy  and  moated  as  they  be.  Whither  /  lead 
thee,  Reginald  de  Lacy,  the  Northern  tyrant 
shall  not  track  thy  steps — ^no,  nor  the  tyrant's 
tyrant,  the  fierce  King." 

''  Now,  by  bread  and  salt !  thou  art  a  strange 
Saxon  !  but  look  V  added  the  Baron  in  a  lower 
tone,  and  pointing  to  a  dark  angle  of  one  of  the 
buttresses,  ^'  seest  thou  aught  there?''* 

"  I  see  nought,"  replied  his  companion,  "  ex- 
cept the  grey  walls  and  the  shadows  of  coming 
night." 

"  I  see  more,"  rejoined  the  Norman  ;  "  look ! 
it  moves — ^it  rises — Mary-Mother !  what  thing 
isthisT 

The  wicked,  like  the  demons  they  obey,  carry 
their  own  Hell  within  and  around  them.  De 
Lacy,  the  bold  and  the  bad — ^the  libertine  and 
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the  murderer — ^had  the  superstitious  weakness 
of  a  child ;  and  drawing  back  from  the  object  of 
his  alarm,  instead  of  advancing  to  ascertaiil  its 
nature,  he  said,  '^Old  man  !  canst  thou  call  fiends 
from  the  abyss  T' 

''  I  can,'**  answered  the  composed  Saxon,  *'  and 
so  canst  thou ;  but  they  would  not  come,  called 
we  never  so  loud  and  long.  Why  should  they  i 
Man  is  their  slave,  and  they  are  no  slaves  to 


man.**^ 


4( 


Why — see  !  look  !  behold !"  exclaimed  De 
Lacy,  as  a  low,  dark,  shapeless  object  emerged 
into  the  clearer  twilight,  with  something  of  the 
pace  and  motion,  but  nothing  of  the  aspect  or 
stature,  of  a  human  thing.  It  glided  slowly  and 
inaudibly  around  the  foot  of  the  buttress,  passed 
^a  second  and  a  third  in  the  like  stealthy  manner, 
and  then  started  into  sudden  flight  with  a  swift- 
ness that,  for  so  diminutive  a  creature,  seemed 
little  less  than  miraculous.  It  broke  the  spell, 
however,  that  hung  upon  the  Baron,  '^  Fiend  or 
fnry  !^'  he  vociferated,  ^'  I  will  see  of  what  stuff 
thou  art  fashioned  !^ 

And  instantly  he  sprang  into  pursuit,  with  afl 
the  speed  his  active,  though  somewhat  balky 
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frame^  was  capable  of.  The  pursned  fled 
towards  Nmuia  Mynstre,  and  the  keen  eye  of 
the  pursaer  tracked  it  within  the  shadow  of  that 
monasteiy ;  but  there^  although  his  foot  pressed 
the  spot  where  it  ceased  to  be  visible  almost  in 
an  instant,  it  seemed  as  if  the  solid  earth,  or 
the  thick  walls,  had  opened  and  devoured  it! 
there  was  nothing  for  either  ear  or  eye  to  dis- 
cern ;  and  after  a  fruitless  search,  and  thrust- 
ing with  his  sword  point,  unavailingly,  into 
every  niche  and  comer,  the  surprised  Baron 
returned  upon  his  steps  to  the  place  from 
whence  he  had  set  out. 

He  found  hunself  alone ;  for,  almost  equally 
inscrutable,  the  Saxon  had  disappeared  during 
Ids  brief  absence. 

Sir  Reginald  drew  a  long  breath — ^looked 
around  him  for  a  moment — withdrew  the  bonnet 
from  his  heated  brow,  and  then  broke  out  as  he 
replaced  it — 

*^Gog^s  bones!  I  think  there  is  holiday  in 
hell  to-night,  and  the  fiends  are  minded  to 
palter  with  none  but  Reginald  de  Lacy  for  their 
infernal  mirth !    Am  I  awake  ? " 

He  shook  himself,  as  a  war-horse  tosses  its 

VOL.  n.  L 
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mane — Bxei  his  keen  eye  upon  a  light  which 
begim  to  twinkle  in  a  window  of  Nunna  Myn- 
Btre — ^then  upon  a  single  hri^t  and  beautiful 
star,  the  first  that  triumphed  over  the  dying 
twilight — and  suddenly  strode  away»  as  if  he 
read  in  their  contrasted  beams  that  ^duch 
reminded  him  of  work  to  be  done  speedily— of 
what  nature  we  shall  see. 
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CHAPTER  X. 

Mtff.  Has  not  Jupiter  thrown  away  hit  rayi  tad  Us 
thunder  to  walk  amongst  mortals  ?  Does  not  Apollo  suffer 
bimself  to  be  deprmd  of  his  qniTer,  that  he  may  sometimes 
■ogto  his  hasp? 

Leomardo.  Nay,  marry,  I  have  heard  of  a  Nobleman  that 
has  been  dmnk  with  a  pedlar,  and  of  a  magnifico  that  has 
played  at  Uow-poiBt. 

Tk9  Aniiquary,  a  Comedif,  hy  8.  MarmUm, 

It  wftB  a  night  of  surpaBBUig  beauty,  in  which 
tiie  hoar  drew  near  for  the  departure  of  a  being 
as  beautiful  from  the  convent  of  Nunna  Myn- 
slre.  The  bells  of  the  three  great  monasteries, 
and  of  many  an  inferior  edifice,  had  chimed  mid- 
night— lauds  were  sung — ^the  streets  were  silent 
and  abandoned,  and  upon  every  side  the  far- 
extending  city  lay  like  a  sleeping  giant,  hushed 
in  the  tranquillity  of  that  solemn  hour,  and 
steeped  in  the  flood  of  silver  splendour  which 
the  summer's  moon  poured  down  in  her  perfect 
fuhiess  from  a  sky  without  one  speck  of  cloud 
or  vapour. 

l2 
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of  this  approachiiig  ^'Panage  of  armo^"  as 
Flambard  called  it,  with  aa  much  preciaion  as  a 
Marshal  of  the  lists  in  op^i  touraey.  Thcee 
champions  only,  with  what  weapons  they  listed, 
were  to  make  good  'against  all  comers'  the  depar- 
ture of  Constance ;  the  said  comers  not  to  op- 
pose with  unknightily  odds,  bat  man  to  maaand 
horse  to  horse,  in  whatever  protracted  aooeea* 
sion.  Minor  conditions  and  obaervanoes  we  wiU 
not  be  tedious  enough  to  specify. 

It  wanted  little  to  the  i^)pointed  momaat  of 
tryst  at  Nunna  Mynstre  when  He  of  the  Heart 
of  Steel  drew  towards  the  convent-portal. 

'^  Get  thee  under  doud,  Madam  with  the  silver 
visage  \"  he  muttered,  as  the  prolonged  shadow 
of  his  own  tall  frame  shot  before  him  upon 
emerging  from  that  of  the  Cathedral.  Suddenly 
his  eye  fell  upon  the  same  low,  dark,  singular 
object  which,  on  the  same  spot,  had  led  De  Lacy 
the  strange  dance  described  in  our  last  chapter. 
It>stood  at  no  great  distance,  perfectly  motion- 
less, and  without  the  least  resemblance  to  any 
thing  human  or  breathing.  A  dark  doak  thrown 
over  a  low  pillar  might  have  been  its  prototype ; 
and  it  was  not  until  Raymond  shortened  the 
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space  betwe^Ei  them  by  a  fisw  strides,  that  the 
sin^NleaB  dmpe  gave  symptoiiis  of  locomotion. 
In  an  instant  two  long  arms  were  flui^  abroad, 
and  a  cry,  preteraaturally  shrSl,  echoed  along 
the  eonrent-wallB.  Then  might  it  be  seen  that 
legs  as  well  as  arms  were  at  command,  for,  with 
the  same  wondeifol  speed  as  before,  the  swart 
enigma  shot  away  into  the  shadow  of  Ealden 
Mynstre — ^but  not,  however,  with  the  same  suc- 
cess ;  for  the  tight-heeled  Raymond  was  of  other 
racing  mettle  than  the  stately  Lord  of  Newark, 
and  speedily  succeeded  in  laymgelntch  upon  the 
fhgitiTe.  A  single  glance  served  to  show  whom 
and  what  he  had  d^itored,  being  none  other 
than  OOP  diminutive  acquaintance,  Elfin  Puck&t ; 
and  diarp  and  shrill  was  the  repeated  cry  of  the 
poor  abortion,  ais  Baymond  plucked  the  cloak 
from  his  abriii^ed  body,  and  gave  its  stunted 
dieproportitms  to  the  moonbeam. 

**  Peace,  thou  viUanous  mandrake  !  peaee  !*' 
exchiimed  the  esq>tor,  *'and  tdl  me  ^o  hath 
planted  thy  shapeless  carcass  here,  like  an  imp 
of  Satan  upon  the  wat^!  Nay,  thou  shalt  find 
a  tongue  to  speak  as  weU  as  to  scream,  I  war- 
rant thee  !*' 
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The  Dwarf  pointed  with  his  long  shrivdled 
fingers  over  Raymond'^s  shoulder,  and  the  latter, 
on  turning,  beheld  the  Minstrel  at  his  side. 

'^  Seize  no  waif,  fair  Sir,"  said  the  Melodist, 
"  upon  a  manor  that  does  not  call  thee  lord/' 

''By  our  Lady  of  Nunna  Mynstre,^  replied 
the  youth,  ''  I  will  seize  to-night  all  waife  that 
stray  within  my  clutch,  were  they  from  the 
manor  of  Beelzebub !" 

Then,  with  a  single  hand  and  little  eflbrt, 
lifting  the  ''wee  man,"  like  a  monkey  or  a  puppet, 
to  the  {projecting  ledge  of  a  buttress-moulding, 
and  holding  him  upon  its  narrow  seat  with  a 
grasp  by  the  tunic  collar,  he  added — 

"  Now,  gentle  Minstrel,  I  hold  this  heavenly- 
visaged  vassal  of  thine  to  a  light  ransom — ten 
words  of  truth." 

"  Oh  !  Jew  that  thou  art !"  replied  the  Min- 
strel, "  where  should  one  of  my  craft  come  by 
such  a  treasure  ?  make  it  a  hundred  liety  and 
we  will  bargain  without  a  h^le.*^ 

"  No !  truih^  exclaimed  the  Squire,  "  I  will 
not  bate  thee  a  fraction  of  simple  truth  !'' 

"  I  pray  you.  Sir  Squire,  set  down  my  hea- 
venly-visaged  vassal,  as  ye  have  termed  him. 
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upon  his  mother  earth. — He  is  yet  but  a  tiabe 
and  sackfing,  and  thou,  I  take  it,  art  fitting 
neither  for  wet  nurse  nor  dry." 

'^  I  will  make  his  joints  crack  with  my  car 
resses,**  returned  Raymond,  *'  if  thou  dost  not 
answer  quickly  and  truly,  to  what  end,  deep  mid- 
night as  it  is,  thou  wert  even  now  harping  and 
vtr-i'lai'ing  beneath  these  walls  l*^ 

''Why,  thou  sharp-eared  and  long-tongued 
catechist,'*  replied  the  BEU*d,  ''  I  am  a  Welsh- 
man, and  the  Lady  Abbess  is  my  hundredth 
cousin, — will  that  content  thee  ?" 

"  No,  by  Cadwallader  and  his  goats  !'*  said 
the  youth,  ''  and  take  heed,  chapman  of  Sor 
tan^s  wares !  for  thy  false  coin  passes  not  with 
me!" 

*'  Marry,  then,"  returned  the  Minstrel,  "  the 
red-nosed  Porter  is  my  especial  gossip,  and  I 
twangled  mygittem  for  the  love  of  hia  pasty 
and  pottle-pot." 

"  Thou  art  gamesome,  O  man  of  melody,"  re- 
joined the  Squire,  "  but  it  helps  thee  not  in 
this  pinch.  Strike  other  chords!  or  by  St. 
Dunstan,  thy  mooncalf  here  is  but  a  cast-ar 
way!"  and   therewithal  a  closer  gripe  of  the 
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throttle  made  the  poor  Dwarf  groan  and  gri- 
mace with  ten-fold  hideoosneflB. 

''  Hold !"  exclaimed  the  sympathising  miflter 
of  Puckfist,  ''  Tnith  is  like  love  and  murder — 
t  win  out — ^mark  then — I  wot  of  a  fair  Dame 
within  these  holy  walls  .  . . ." 

'^  Ha !  '^  interrapted  Raymond — 

'' — That  must  to  horse  and  away,  ere  the 
first  lark  sing/'  continued  the  Minstrel,  '*  and  I 
had  a  secret  song  for  her  secret  ear." 

'^  The  fiend  thou  hadst !  then,  gentle  Songster, 
know  that  in  my  secret  soul  I  have  a  warrant  to 
drag  from  thee  the  burden  of  that  song,  though 
it  were  hidden  in  thy  very  heart's  core  1*^ 

^^  Spin  no  cordage  for  it,"  was  the  reply,  ^^  I 
did  but  crave  of  the  fair  traveller  to  let  me  ride 
hence  in  her  train  to-night.  But  thou,  gentle 
Squire,  that  hast  such  ample  warrant  in  her 
matters,  mayst  grant  me  the  boon  in  the  noble 
Damoiselle's  name,  and  there  an  end." 

'^  Aye  marry !  thou  art  modest !  but  it  may 
not  be,  friend  Twang-the-gittem/' 

"  SimjJy,  O  Squire  of  Dames»  wherefarer 

^  Simply,  O  Prince  of  Jig-makers, 
thou  art  a  coward." 
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''  Wky,  I  can  whip  and  spur  with  the  beet," 
aid  ihe  Mmstrel,  ^^  aad  the  better  for  being  s 
ooward.  If  thou  wouldst  make  sore  of  the  kdy 
(and  I  promiae  ye  there  are  evil  stars  twinkKng- 
tchoight!)  let  me  ride  at  her  bridle-rein — her 
paUrey  shall  speed  with  wings  raiher  than  hoo!&. 
I  grant  ye,  I  am  a  ooward !  thoa  hast  wdl  said 
it ;  and  therefore  it  behoyes  me  the  more  to  ke^ 
where  valour  is  stirring ;  and  as  I  dare  not  strike 
strdse  mysdf^  to  travel  (Noly  with  such  as  can 
strike  for  me,  when  need  is.  Upon  this,  there* 
fare,  bum  moon-li^t  no  loBg&t !  I  will  ride 
henee  with  thee,  will  ye,  niU  ye,  and  that  I 
swear  on  the  word  of  a*true  coward !  shine  out, 
&ir  moon!  my  oath  is  sworn,  my  steed  is  bitted, 
and  I  would  to  St.  Julian  we  were  forth  of 
Winchester!'' 

Amused,  and  not  without  ansiHeion  ci  some- 
thii^  more  than  lay  upon  the  surfiace,  Raymond 
eould  frame  no  answer  to  the  pertinacious  a|^U- 
cant  for  companionahip,  before  a  new  arrival 
broke  further  conference,  and  almost  instantly 
changed  both  subject  and  scene. 

The  new  oomer  was  a  mounted  cavalier,  mailed 
from  head  to  foot;  the  reins  of  a  powevful 
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charger  in  his  left  gns^  and  a  lanee  erect  ia 
the  right.  A  mace  and  battJe-Axe  balanced 
each  oiher  at  the  saddle  bow. 

'^  Noble  De  Aldery  !*'  said  Raymond,  in  under 
tones. — 

^^  Peace,  and  to  horse  !"  was  the  reply,  in  the 
de^  melancholy  accents  of  De  Waleric's  kins- 
man ;  and  he  whispered  in  the  ear  of  the  Squire 
that  which  sent  him  with  a  hurried  st^  to  strike 
the  signal  stroke  of  departure  upon  the  convent 
gate.  Loud  was  the  knock,  and  hasty  was  the 
summons,  and  hastily  was  it  obeyed ;  the  Lady 
Constance  appearing  like  a  spirit  of  the  moon- 
light, mantled  over  with  its  **  beauty-making- 
beautiful"  efiiilgence.  Her  protectors  bowed 
their  armed  heads  as  she  issued  from  the  portal 
and  gracefully  was  the  reverence  returned.  She 
bent  yet  lowlier  for  the  parting  benedicticm  of 
the  Abbess,  and  then  rose  to  the  saddle  of  a 
courser  supplied  by  the  treacherous  Abbot  of 
Newan  Mynstre,  for  a  flight  which  he  well 
trusted  would  never  be  accomplished.  Raymond 
assisted  the  lovely  rider  with  a  trembling  hand, 
for  he  felt  the  rapid  beating  of  a  heart  that 
pillowed  its   trust    in   him  and   Heaven. — ^It 
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seemed^  by  due,  as  if  enchantment  had  peopled 
the  appfoach  to  Nunna  Mynatre,  with  such  a 
amoltaneous  promptitude  did  the  various  agents 
collect  upon  it.  Torfin  Paganel,  mounted,  and 
lance  in  hand — ^the  little  troop  of  archers  headed 
by  the  fiefy-visaged  Hildebrand ;  and,  last  and 
least,  the  re-appearing  Elfin  Puckfist,  leading 
from  Heaven  knows  what  strange  stall,  but 
ready  trf4>ped  and  bitted,  a  charger  whose  blood 
and  bone  might  have  honoured  the  horseman- 
ship of  a  King.  His  master  vaulted  into  the 
war-saddle  with  little  of  the  awkwardness  of  a 
civilian  ;  and  suddenly,  in  a  style  savouring  even 
less  of  the  pacific,  brandished  a  goodly  lance 
over  his  head ;  saying,  at  the  same  time, 

*^  By  the  black  stave  and  the  bri^t  head  of 
Tintadgel,  I  should  have  made  a  proper  maiirat- 
arms,  if  it  had  not  pleased  Heaven  to  make  me 
a  coward !" 

^^  Silence,  thou  quavering  buffoon  !*^  said  Ray- 
mond, who,  however,  no  longer  disputed  the 
social  point  with  his  lyric  acquaintance.  The 
whole  party  then  set  off  at  a  round  pace,  passed 
unchallenged  through  the  north-gate,  and  soon 
left  considerably  in  their  rear  the  glimmering 
towers  of  the  "  White  City." 
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CHAPTEK  XI. 

'*  The  rofsl  LMpird 
Chues  thy  milk-white  dedicated  hind— 
Win  Cassimer  cross  the  hunt,  or  join  the  hontimen  ?" 

A  VAST  forest  received  the  travellers,  and 
'^  now  in  glimmer,  and  now  in  gloom/'  they  rode 
along  its  magnificent  glades.  The  light,  how- 
ever, bore  little  proportion  to  the  shadow,  so 
dense  was  the  canopy  of  foliage  above  —  so 
broken  and  infrequent  the  beam  that  struggled 
to  the  turfen  alleys  below.  It  is  unnecessary, 
we  presume,  to  caution  the  southern  reader  in 
the  words  of  the  Northern  Minstrel — 

"  Seek  not  the  soen^— the  axe— the  phragh — 
The  boor's  doll  fence  have  marr*d  it  now.'' 

It  seemed  strange  to  Baymond  that,  in  so 
brief  a  period^  he  should  find  himaelf  sodaUy 
accompanied  by  the  nearest  kinfgnan  of  De  Wa- 
leric;  in  whose  presence  he  had  himself  so  re- 
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eeQtIy  been  stigmiized  as  the  aooMDin  of  that 
mfoiiiiiiate.  We  do  not  hold  it  essential  to 
exfdain  tediously  hy  what  caprice  of  choice  or 
chance  William  de  Aldery,  of  all  men^  had 
become  his  fellow-champion ;  bat  ao  it  was,  and 
not  even  the  presence  of  Ckmstanoe,  in  all  her 
beauty  and  confiding  helplessness,  could  wboiDy 
r^reas  a  feeling  of  pain  in  such  companiondiip. 
On  either  part  this  feeling  at  length  struggled 
into  utterance,  and  the  melancholy  to|»c  was 
adverted  to,  darkly  and  brokaody. 

''It  shall  be  blood  for  blood!"  said  Baymond, 
''  upon  my  spirit  thiU  is  already  branded.  But, 
ahs !  Earth  that  drank  the  gore,  and  Heaven 
that  saw  it  shed,  are  alike  silent !" 

^^  Be  the  silent  Heavens,  in  their  ovm  terrible 
day,  their  own  avengers  l**  said  the  Knight,  ^'  I 
will  be  mine  on  earth,  if  man,  or  fiend,  or  angel, 
win  shew  me  upon  whom.  I  tell  Ihee,  youth, 
could  I  have  deemed  thee  guilty,  in  yonder  Ty- 
lant^s  castle,  I  would  have  stabbed  thee  at  his 
very  foot." 

"^  A  deed  for  the  fauighter  of  hell  I "  aaid  Ray- 
mond ;  *'  Upon  that  counter-trail  of  vengeance, 
De  Aldery,  thou  hadst  hunted  thine  own  soul 
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to  death,  and  pierced  a  heaart  that  ioved  De 
Waleric  as  dearly  as  ever,  did  tiiine  own.    A 

day  comes  when  I  will  prove  to  thee but 

hark!*' 

And  he  drew  bridle,  as  his  quickened  ear 
caught  the  beating  of  hoofs  from  an  adjacent 
glade. 

'^  They  come,*'  he  muttered — ^then  giving  his 
steed  the  rowel,  added,  aloud^  ^^  Set  on !  and  be 
it  at  their  peril  that  seek  to  stay  or  turn  us !  *' 

They  spurred  accordingly ;  and,  by  the  join- 
ing of  the  two  glades  in  a  slip  of  mooilli|^t, 
were  placed  speedily  abreast  of  the  new  comers ; 
that  is  to  say,  of  Sir  Alberic  dn  Ck>ci,  and  the 
facetious  Nicholas  De  UEp^e.  The  former 
merely  uttered  a  brief  exclamation  of  greeting, 
and,  with  a  wave  of  his  gauntleted  hand,  rode 
briskly  ahead. 

"  Whither  away,.  Sir  Knight,  so  hir  and 
fast ! "  said  Raymond. 

'^  To  supper  I,"  answered  Du  Coci,  **  with  our 
Lady's  blessing  and  St.  Julian's ! " 

'*  And  the  green  earth  for  a  trencher,"  added 
Nidiolas,  ^'and  the  bat  and  the  o^- for  feast- 
mates  !  Heaven  mend  the  banquet ! " 
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"Aman!"  oontinaed  Du  Coci;  ^^but  there 
»  a  feast  towajrd  in  this  forest,  to  which,  if 
gnMse  had  not  melted  from  the  earth,  like  the 
last  year's  snow,  /  had  been  the  first  bidden 
guest.  It  recks  not!  there  are  those  in  the 
next  glade,  haughty  and  high-stomached,  that 
win  take  some  carving  for,  I  promise  ye  !  cater 
weD  for  them,  gentle  Squire ! " 

"  We  will  ^ideavour,^  returned  Cksur  d'Acier, 
''  meanwhile,  tsir  thanks  for  thy  warning !  and 
moreover,  gentle  Knight,  I  swear  to  thee,  that 
in  this  matter  of  forest-feasting,  I  am  no  lord  of 
the  banquet." 

Sir  Alberic  made  no  reply,  except  the  single 
word,  "  farewell!"  whidi  was  echoed  by  Ni- 
cholas, as  they  spurred  their  coursers,  and 
vanished  in  the  woodland  shadows. 

"  Is  this  a  jest,  a  warning,  or  a  threat !"  said 
Constance.     ^'  What  means  it,  Raymond  J" 

"  It  means,  noble  Lady,"  replied  her  cham- 
pion, ^^that  beyond  this  glade  we  travel  not 
without  resistance.  Our  pathway  is  beset. 
Hark!  and  behold!" 

A  bugle-note,  at  a  little  distance,  rang 
sharply  through  the  woods ;  and,  in  the  broad 
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qpen  glade  terminating  the  shadowy^  viala  they 
now  traversed,  they  saw  the  ffitting  ahapeft  of 
mounted  champions,  their  bninished  anns  and 
equipment  glittering  in  the  moonbeam. 

'^  Here  be  those/*  resumed  Cceus  d^Acier, 
'*•  who  will  neither  pass,  nor  let  pass,  witboiit 
blow  and  thrust ;  now,  if  it  be  their  heat  that 
we  vail  pennon  and  draw  sein^  aad  ride  baek 
like  beaten  slaves  to  WindMster,  what  answ^ 
make  we  V* 

^'  Upon  them  with  levelled  lance,  say  I,  were 
they  &  hundred ! '*  exdaimed  De  AMeiy. 

^'  And  I,"  said  Raymond,  ''  were  thqr  a  thou- 
sand!'' 

"  Three  were  a  better  number,"  said  TcwfiB, 
coldly,  ^  for  I  see  not  yet  that  our  own  batde 
makes  heavier  muster;  unless  thisjolfy  Mkistrd 
can  couch  a  laoce  as  well  as  jtngle  a  haap.*' 

''  Nay,  by  St  Fraaeis,"  cried  the  Bard, 
eheddng  hm  steed,  '^  not  I !  commend  me  to  the 
care  of  the  bdy,  and  the  hidy  to  her  saant.  I 
cairy  steel,  as  a  hedge-priest  caniea  a  nuflsal, 
all  for  show,  and  nothing  for  use.  A  man  ot 
peace  am  I*  But  give  me  the  DanuNadle^s  rtin, 
and  while  ye  that  are  skeddeiB  of  blood,  tear  at 
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eseh  other's  entnub,  I  wiQ  engage  ia  snatdi 
her  from  this  pit-fall  without  stroke  of  sword." 

He  canght  her  bridle  as  he  spoke,  bent  over 
ber  palfirey's  neck,  and  whispered  a  few  words  in 
her  ear. 

^'Btemal  Heavens!"  she  exdaimed,  with  a 
vehemence  that  might  have  excited  astomsh- 
ment,  had  there  been  leisinre  for  the  feeling ;  add- 
ing, with  like  eneigj,  as  she  spurred  towards  her 
ehirf  protector,  ^abandon  me  not,  Raymond! 
in  thee— in  thee  alone  is  my  trust !  To  thy 
hand — ^to  thy  spirit  and  fiuth,  did  my  Father  con- 
sign a  charge  which,  by  thy  every  hope  here  and 
hereafter !  I  conjure  thee  delegate  not  toanother, 
although  a  prmeely  coronet  sat  upon  his  helm  !^ 

Little  guessing  her  cause  for  i^iprehension, 
Raymond  cookl  almost  have  smiled  at  its  appa- 
rent wildness  and  sinqJicity ;  the  Minstrel  being, 
perh^)6,  the  last  man  to  wh€«n,  in  sudi  a  junc- 
tire,  he  would  have  abandoned  his  charge.  He 
strove  however,  in  vain,  to  re-^asure  her. 

'^  This  prevention,'''  she  said,  '^  thou  hast  fore- 
seen. Tell  me,  then,  who  bars  our  course !  If 
it  be  He,  whose  name,  even  in  these  wilds  I  fear 
t0  breathe  to  the  winds  of  Heaven,  lest  the  very 
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sounds  call  up  a  fiend — ^if  it  be  Hb,  I  tdl  thee 
Raymond,  the  band  that  strikes  him  dead,  ere 
but  a  finger  of  his  be  stretched  towards  this 
loathing  frame,  that  hand  shall  be  blood-guiltless 
in  the  sight  of  Heaven !  Upon  him,  Raymond ! 
in  the  holiest  name  I  the  burden  of  a  thousand 
crimes  shall  crush  his  chai:ger,and  fling  the  tyrant 
headlong  to  thy  foot,  a  vanquished  recreant  !'* 

The  object  of  her  alarm,  one  of  the  opposers, 
who  had  advanced  a  little  upon  their  path,  as  if 
to  be  assured  of  their  approach,  fell  back  almost 
instantly  upon  his  station.  But  a  glance  had 
convinced  Goeur  d^Acier  that  it  was  not  De  Lacy. 
It  was  obvious  to  him,  indeed,  that  the  mind  of 
Constance  had  acquired  a  diseased  susceptibility 
of  terror  and  aversion  for  the  Baron  of  Newark. 
His  very  name  knocked  at  her  heart.  His  mere 
image  had  become  a  spectral  thing,  '^  to  haunt, 
to  startle,  and  way-lay.'^ 

Her  young  protector,  however,  knew  that,  in 
the  present  instance,  other  adversaries  awaited 
them. 

''  This,"'  he  said,  ^^  is  no  shaft  firom  De  Lacy's 
quiver.  He  knows  not  that  the  foot  of  Goo- 
stance  de  Mowbray  treads  British  earth ;  and 
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why  should  the  flushed  reveller  desert  the  ban- 
quet and  the  galliard  in  festal  Winchester  to 
seek  adventure  by  wood  and  wold  t  Now,  by  my 
Ufe,  not  he  f 

'^  Thou  art  deceived,"  replied  the  Lady,  '^  even 
but  now  a  fearful  voice  knelled  it  in  my  ear.*^ 

^'  A  voice  !"  repeated  Raymond  with  surprise, 
"what  voice?" 

"  No  matter,"  she  answered  wildly,  "  my 
every  vein  and  nerve  yet  thrill  with  the  warn- 
ing— ^I  tell  thee,  Raymond,  he  hath  ridden  upon 
our  track,  and  is  at  hand." 

By  this  time  they  were  within  lance-length  of 
the  open  glade. 

^'  Halt,  gentle  friends,"  cried  the  Squire  aloud, 
"  take  we  breath  and  counsel ;  and  let  us  array 
our  battle.  Who,  for  the  honour  of  ladye-love 
and  knightly  fame,  wiU  run  a  course  with  me 
in  the  bright  moonbeam  against  three  cham- 
pions T 

"  That  will  I ! ''  responded  De  Aldery. 

"  And  I,"  said  Torfin  Paganel,  "  albeit  they 
are  thrice  ihree^  good  Raymond,  if  I  have  eyes 
to  see  and  count.**^ 

^^Then — "^  exclaimed  Constance,  like  one 
starting  from  a  trance,  '^upon  your  lives,  ha- 
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zarditnot;  the  charge  against  such  odds  were 
madness  and  not  courage. — ^Plunge  into  the 
forest  depths — ^the  paths  we  have  journeyed  are 
at  least  yet  open  for  our  return,  and,  if  it  most 
be  so,  back  once  again  to  Winchester ! — " 

''  Back  then,  gentle  Bride  of  De  Lacy !"  said 
a  low  and  disguised  voice — 

^'Prophet  of  evil!  No!^<  she  resumed,  ^^  I 
defy  thee  and  thine  augury  I  at  the  Kiiig'e  foot 
will  I  take  sanctuary,  and  at  kU  hand  sue  for 
protection  from  his  ru£Baii-liQges.  Back  then, 
I  say,  to  Winchester !" 

''On,  then,  say  I,  to  York!"  vociferated 
Raymond,  "heed  not  the  Lady,  gallant  hearts! 
save  to  mi^e  good  her  onward  path i*^ 

''  Raymond !  madman !  hear  me,  I  entreat ! 
I  conunand ! " 

"Deaf  as  a  tenq»est  I !""  replied  the  youth, 
"  to  all  but  one  vford—fanoard  P' 

He  loosened  his  sword  in  the  scabbard — woke 
the  mettle  of  his  courser  with  hand  and  heel — 
grasped  his  lance,  and  then  cried  aloud — 

"I  go  !  follow  or  fly  who  will — ^now,  by  our 
Lady  and  St.  Oeotge,  the  curse  of  the  withered 
hand  and  the  palsied  heart  be  upon  him  that 
shuns  or  shrinks  !^ 
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^' MeasnrelesB  phren^!"  said  Ganstanoe, 
grasping  his  arm,  "upon  whoae  head  diall  be 
die  blood  that  flows?" 

"Mink,  in  the  name  ^f  Him  who  ayenges! 
set  on,  brave  knees !  away  Lady !  why,  where 
is  the  apirit  ihat  e^n  now  cried  'sweep  him 
from  my  path!'" 

*'6one,"  ^e  replied,  *'gone  with  the  selfish 
terror  that  awoke  it.  I  have  rooted  the  trem- 
Uer  from  my  soul — I  have  called  up  the  De 
Mowlnsy  within  me,  and,  by  the  honour  of  my 
&ther^s  house,  his  vassals  shall  hear  and  shall 
obey  me  V^ 

**  Hereafter  J  noble  and  lovely  one !  to  the 
hstof  their  blood  and  breath!  butnotto-nigfat; 
— at  least  not  now  nor  thus — Set  on !  and  look, 
gentle  friends,  if  it  be  my  lot  to  go  down,  heed 
not — reck  not — ^tarry  not  for  that !  stunned  to 
the  brain,  or  stricken  to  the  heart,  I  shall  be 
cared  for  ;  or  at  the  worst,  sleep  well  upon  the 
woodland  turf. — ^There  let  me  lie,  and  be  the 
winds  of  heaven  my  requiem  !  but  ye  that  keep 
saddle  and  stirrup,  away  with  the  Lady  through 
the  gap  in  your  broken  foes !  Spare  not  man  or 
courser  in  the  race ;  draw  not  breath  or  bridle 
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for  thirst  or  faintness,  until  the  battlements  of 
York  be  around  ye  ! — Gallant  De  Aldery,  this 
do  I  implore  of  thee  I  Torfin  Paganel !  Stout 
Hildebrand !  Men  of  De  Mowbray's  banner  and 
household  !  have  heed  to  it  upon  your  lives  I  By 
my  eternal  soul !  there  is  no  grave  so  deep  that 
it  shall  keep  me  from  the  midnight  couch  of 
him  who  plays  the  traitor  or  the  coward  in  this 
pinch  !^' 

''To  the  foul  fiend  with  thy  threats!"  ex- 
claimed  Torfin,  "  whose  lance  will  be  stronger 
or  sharper  for  terror  of  thy  ghost,  think'st 
thou?" 

^' Oh^  Mary-mother!*'  cried  the  Minstrel, 
'^  What  tedious  fools  are  these  brave  men  to  a 
true  coward !  why,  for  all  this  flourish  and  Gmh 
faranade,  never  a  man  of  ye  yet  knows  whether 
the  hindrance  of  a  pin  point  be  intended  to- 
wards him." 

"  Prove  we  that,  Sir  Crowder ! "  replied  the 
Squire,  bursting  out  of  the  narrow  glade,  with 
a  cry  of  ''  a  mot,  mes  hommes  darmes  /" 

"  And  to  the  tnj  he  rode  tBnin, 
Followed  by  aU  the  archer  trun  \ " 


ROFCS.  241 


CHAPTER  XII. 

^  Now,  gaiUnts  1  for  yonr  ladj'a  sake, 
Upon  them  with  the  lance  1" 

The  Lady  of  the  Lake, 

Once  in  the  open  clearing  (to  use  a  trans- 
atlantic phrase,)  and  under  the  broad  eye  of  the 
moon,  their  situation  was  palpable.  Retiring 
some  hundred  paces  on  every  hand,  as  if  the 
charming  rod  of  a  magician  had  swept  the  circle, 
the  vast  woods  reared  a  magnificent  wall  of  ver- 
dure, Uke  a  natural  rampart,  entirely  around  the 
arena  of  contest,  which,  both  in  its  extent  and 
smooth  level  surface,  seemed  fitting  theatre  for 
knightly  achievement. 

Two  outlets  were  visible  in  the  ^^  bosky 
bournes,"  dark,  narrow  glades,  devaricating, 
one  right,  one  left ;  but  before  the  mouth  of  each 
there  was  a  mounted  warrior,  cased  in  steel  to 
the  teeth,  and  armed  with  lance,  mace,  and 
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battle-axe.  Betwixt  these,  a  third  occupied  the 
half-way  station,  with  the  like  fulness  of  equip- 
ment, offensive  and  defensive :  while,  on  either 
side,  other,  but  less  chivalrous  looking  person- 
ages, reined  in  their  impatient  coursers ;  tnore, 
however,  with  the  air  of  spectators  than  of  actors 
in  the  approaching  drama. 

The  champion  of  the  left-hand  outlet  sat  like 
a  tower  of  steel  upon  his  mountainous  black 
charger;  grim  and  ponderous  as  heart  of  man 
could  desire.  He  upon  the  right  had  less  of  the 
son  of  Anak  in  his  proportions,  but  was  ob- 
viously no  petty  antagonist:  while  the  middle 
rider  iq>peared  tall,  more  elegantly  spare  and 
trim,  and  glittering  in  ^^  fancifully  conceited 
maU,^'  as  Master  Osric  would  express  it. 

Raymond  spurred  in  advance. 

'^  Stand,  ho  !  who  comes  V*  exclaimed  a  voice 
of  thunder. 

"  Travellers  m  haste,*'  was  the  reply,  "  who 
be  ye  that  give  the  challenge  T 

"  Give  up  thy  charge,  Sir  Varlet,  and  we  will 
certify  thee  touching  the  whom  and  the  why, 
at  leisure." 

''  Not  to  thy  lord  and  master,  good  clerk  of 
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St.  Ntoh(diis,  although  he  come  hither  aad  roar 
for  it !  Ride  on,  therefore,  if  it  so  please  you, 
or  ride  apart,  one  or  t'other ;  and  give  passing 
q»aee  for  the  ELing's  lieges.'^ 

^^  Beardless  braggart !"  growled  the  Opposer, 
'^  Ride  thou  to  the  gates  of  Hell,  an'  ye  list,  but 
the  gentle  Damoiselle  yonder  tarries  with  us.*' 

'^  Doth  she  so  T  said  Raymond,  lowering  his 
lance, — **'  make  way  !  or  by  St.  Mary,  he  that 
refuses  shall  bide  a  buffet!  What!  are  not 
these  the  free  wilds  of  merry  England !  where- 
fore keep  ye  watch  and  ward  in  the  woodlands 
as  at  the  barriers  of  a  fenced  city  V 

**'  Because,"  answered  the  bulky  warrior, 
grimly  relaxing  to  a  sort  of  pleasantry,  ''  we  be 
woodland  kni^ts  of  King  Oberon,  and  these 
glades  be  the  barriers  of  his  leaguer.  Give  up 
the  Dame  therefore,  thou  prating  fool,  for  we 
will  have  toU  of  thee  ere  thou  hast  leave  to  pass !  ** 

^'  Take  it,  in  the  Devil's  name  f"  said  Ray- 
mond, and,  wheeling  his  charger  round,  he  rode 
to  the  opposite  extremity  of  the  esplanade,  to 
take  ground  for  the  career ;  a  sufficient  hint  to 
his  colleagues,  who  were  instantly  abreast  of 
th^  young  leader,  with  brazed   shields  and 
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levelled  lances;  the  Minstrel  and  his  Dwarf 
remaining  by  the  side  of  Constance ;  and  Hilde- 
brand  and  his  troop  surrounding  them. 

"  The  bulky  warrior,"  cried  Raymond,  "  for 
me  !" 

"  Not  for  thy  life  !"  said  De  Aldery,  "  It  is 
the  black  giant,  Montgomery, — ^horse  and 
man  would  be  as  a  mountain  flung  upon  thee. 
Think  not  of  it^mine  is  the  stronger  lance — 
the  heavier  steed.  He  in  the  centre — De  Tun- 
bridge  as  I  think — he  is  your  fairer  mark  !" 

"  We  will  run  our  course  even  as  we  are 
ranged,"  said  the  Squire  ;  "  to  waver  now  were 
to  be  laughed  to  scorn  !  Who  knows  the  right 
hand  champion  ?*' 

"Not  I,"  replied  the  Knight,  "but  even  he  is 
heavier  metal  than  De  Tunbridge ;  and,  look,  his 
lance  is  in  the  rest  I" 

"  Upon  him  then  !"  said  Baymond,  *'  and  St. 
George  to  speed  !  /  am  for  Montgomery ;  now, 
Marshal  of  England,  look  to  thy  grim  self  1" 

"  Hobson's  choice,  methinks,  for  me  !"  cried 
Torfin,  "  how  if  I  be  dainty,  and  will  none  on't  ?** 

"  Stir  not,"  said  Coeur  d'Acier,  "  if  the 
middle  rider  keep  his  station.     If  he  too  charge 
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us,  forward !  and  hurl  him  to  the  turf,  if  thou 
hast  grace  to  do  it.  Yet,  gentle  friends,  bethink 
ye ;  we  seek  but  to  bear  hence  our  charge;  slay 
not  outright  if  it  may  be  helped.  For  thee, 
Hildebrand,  and  thy  merry-men,  upon  your  lives, 
shoot  not  a  shaft !  Grasp  thou  the  Lady*s  rein ; 
and  if  the  champion  of  either  glade  go  down, 
away,  like  stags  to  covert !  We  that  live  and 
thrive  will  follow  as  we  may." 

At  this  instant  loud  and  shrill  rang  the  bugle 
of  the  Opposers.     Raymond  gave  the  word — 

''  God  and  De  Mowbray  !" 

And  almost  before  the  sounds  had  died  upon 
his  lip,  the  four  champions  (Paganel  and  De 
Tunbridge  stirring  not  from  their  ground)  came 
together  in  midmost  of  the  space  with  a  shock 
that  went  like  the  reverberation  of  a  thunder 
peal  through  the  woods.  How  fared  it  with  the 
parties? 

Down  went  William  de  Aldery,  horse  and 
man,  before  the  stunning  dint  of  his  opponent ; 
and  down,  too,  for  all  his  bulk  and  brawn,  and 
bones  of  adamant,  and  thews  of  iron,  down  went 
Hugo  de  Montgomery,  his  vast  body  coming  to 
the  earth  like  the  arm^d  giant,  Galaspes,  who, 
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^hen  thruBt  throu^  by  King  Arthur^  crushed 
BIX  Saracens  to  powder  in  his  fall. 

On  either  side  a  loud  shout  hailed  the  divided 
triumph.  Every  hince  had  been  shivered  in  the 
charge,  and  the  victors,  with  frayed  mail,  and 
dinted  shields,  but  keeping  their  saddles  as  if 
they  grew  in  them,  recovered  their  plunging 
chargers,  so  as  almost  at  the  same  instant  to 
enable  each  to  point  his  heavy  sword  at  the 
gorget  of  the  vanquished.  The  latter,  although^, 
as  it  chanced,  with  limbs  neither  bleeding  nor 
broken,  lay  stunned  and  stupified  upon  the  turf. 
Acknowledgment  of  defeat  was  therefore  de- 
manded in  vain,  on  either  part ;  De  Aldery's 
shaken  lungs  not  yet  having  gasped  into  play, 
and  Montgomery  lying  absolutely  speeddess  witii 
rage  and  mortification  to  be  thus  foiled  by  a 
stripling. 

''  What  ho !"  cried  the  successful  champion 
of  the  opposers.  ^'  Hither,  Sir  Leech  !  and  look 
well  to  the  fallen — ^to  both,  I  say — and  do  thov. 
Sir  Squire  of  Dames,  look  to  thyself !  We  shall 
see  anon,  if  thy  luck  holds." 

Thus  saying,  he  wheeled  his  charger  round — 
rode  to  his  former  station,  received  a  fresh  lance, 
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and  made  Bignftl  to  De  TunlHidge  to  be  ready, 
this  time,  for  his  share  in  the  rough  game. 

Coeur  d^Acier,  with  Uood  and  spirits  now  fully 
up,  and  seeing  that  De  Aldery  was  already  in 
helping  hands,  *  promptly  followed  the  example. 
He  did  but  wave  his  hand  in  token  of  assurance 
to  Constance,  and  then,  with  a  second  spear  in 
the  rest,  cried  aloud  upon  Paganel  to  second  him 
in  the  career ;  the  station  of  that  worthy  beii^ 
over  against  De  Tunbridge,  and  that  of  Ray- 
mond against  the  conqueror  of  De  Aldery. 

Again  the  signal-bugle  of  the  adversaries  rung 
out,  and  again .  the  forest  arches  thrilled  with 
the  shock  of  mailed  champion,  and  barbed 
charger !  not,  however,  with  any  contribution 
thereto  on  the  part  of  Torfin  Paganel,  who,  with 
great  dexterity,  and  a  loving  care  of  his  own 
person,  swerved  in  mid-flight,  as  Sir  Ilbert  came 


*  That  oar  chivalrova  young  friend  in  tiie  text  may  not  ap- 
pear deficient  in  one  of  the  first  attributes  of  knightly  excel- 
lence— courtesy,  we  beg  to  cite  in  his  justification,  an  authority 
ihat  every  one  wiU  be  delighted  to  revert  to.  '*  He  appeared  to 
be  much  hurt  with  his  fall,  but  that  was  a  thing  of  such  com- 
mon occurrence  in  those  days  that  no  further  notice  was  ever 
taken  than  by  giving  the  injured  person  aU  the  assistance  that 
conld  be  administered  at  the  time.*' — Damley. 
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thundering  on — gave  his  courtly  «4vQi8aTy  the 
slip,  without  touch  of  steel,  and  daehmg  thiomgh 
the  leftrhand  opening  in  the  greenwood,  (thus 
momentarily  left  defenceieesy)  vanifihed  inetantly 
in  the  gloom. 

Far  other  were  the  lot  and  bearing  of  his  gal- 
lant comrade,  who  bore  him  like  a  pillar  of  ada- 
mant against  the  thunder-burst  of  his  opponent  s 
charge.  Both  lances  flew,  as  before,  to  splinters, 
the  one  crashing  upon  Raymond*s  shidd — ^the 
other  upon  the  high  conical  helm  of  his  adver- 
sary, and  bearing  him  backwards  upon  the  saddle, 
until  every  eye  expected  to  see  him  hurled  pow- 
erless upon  the  turf;  both  steeds,  at  the  same 
time,  flung  upon  their  sinewy  haunches,  threat- 
ened to  topple  over  and  bury  their  struggling 
riders.  Horse  and  man,  however^  had  been  better 
tutored ;  in  a  few  seconds  reins  were  shortened, 
and  swords  were  out,  and  such  tremendous  blows 
given  and  taken  as  would  have  cheered  the  lion 
heart  of  the  first  Richard,  or  done  honour  to  the 
gallant  King  himself,  if  then  alive.  The  Lady's 
champion,  indeed,  was  but  as  a  boy  compared  to 
his  stalwart  enemy;  but  little  of  boy's  play  was 
there  in  the  whirl  and  sweep  of  his  heavy  brand « 


which;  ^e  ili^  CaKbwm  of  Arthur,  seemed  fitted 
to  dei^Te  an  adversary  fairly  in  two.  He,  how- 
ever, upon  whom  the  jeopardy  lowered,  was  not 
to  be  thus  tiekled  with  impunity,  and  the  result 
was  in  even  balance,  when  the  glance  of  a  mo- 
ment showed  De  Mowbray's  Squire  that  Sir  II- 
bert  de  Tunbridge  was  like  to  be  upon  him  with 
levelled  spear,  which  would,  no  doubt,  put  a  deadly 
stop  to  his  broadsword  playing.  Collecting 
strength  and  energies,  therefore,  for  one  mighty 
eflbrt,  he  discharged  a  blow  so  tremendously 
cogent,  that,'a]though  the  Knight  partially  broke 
its  fury,  blood  was  not  only  drawn  through  the 
cleft  mail  of  the  rider,  but  even  the  horse's  head 
tasted  its  energy  in  spite  of  the  thick  chanfron 
that  protected  it.  Back  reared  Bucephalus  with 
the  sadden  smart,  and,  wheeHng  in  momentary 
panic,  afforded  Raymond  no  ungraceful  oppor- 
tunity to  retire  also,  and  take  station  once  more 
at  the  extremity  of  the  ground  for  renewed  career 
with  lance.  Unhappily,  however,  that  formidable 
q>ecie8  of  weapon  seemed  by  this  time  to  have 
become  extinct.  The  splintering  of  more  than 
two  had  not  been  calculated  upon,  and  both  were 
now  in  fragments.     It  remained  only  as  a  pis^ 
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aller,  therefore,  to  appropriate  that  which  the 
Minstrel  had  so  absurdly  burdened  himself  with ; 
but  even  that  resource  was  denied. 

"  He  that  can  find  may  have^"  said  the  nuui 
of  song ;  *^  I  dropt  me  the  useless  lumber  in  the 
coppice.'*^  Cceur  d'Acier  struck  with  clenched 
hand  upon  his  forehead,  then,  with  extended  amt, 
a^  if  in  token  of  truce,  dashed  in  front  of  the 
oppoeers,  and,  in  a  voice  hoarse  with  excitement, 
demanded  '^  who  amongst  them,  for  the  love  of 
God  and  his  Lady,  would  purvey  him  a  fresh 
lance  I" 

Extravagant  as  this  appears,  it  was  actually 
BUCcessAil.  There  was  a  laugh — a  shout — ^then 
a  voice  of  command  from  him  who  seemed  to  be 
the  leader,  and,  finally,  the  required  weapon 
came  whirling,  javelin  wise,  through  the  air. 
The  youth  caught  it,  as  a  shepherd  catches  a 
haxel-twig,  and  in  less  time  than  we  take  to  nar- 
rate it,  sat  once  more  prepared  for  ^^Jouie  a 
Vouirancef  as  the  combat  with  sharp  steel  was 
then  termed.** 

But  the  odds  were  now  desperate.     Not  only 

*  In  contra  distinction  to  '*  joute  k  plaisance,  the  tilt  for 
INwtime,  or  exercise,  with  bhint  Uncee. 
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De  Tunbridge  rode  stouliy  abreast  of  the  leader, 
bat  the  vast  bulk  of  the  Marshal  appeared  rear- 
ing its  heavy  panoply  again^  and  laying  a  spear 
like  a  weav^^s  beam  in  the  resty  to  avenge  his 
former  miechanoe;  while,  on  the  other  hand, 
De  Aldery  was  yet  hors  de  combat  with  his  fail, 
and  his  eharger  gasping  upon  the  earth  with  both 
fore-knees  broken. 

^^  Deal  Knightly  with  me !"  exclaimed  the 
abandoned  Champion,  ^'  I  am  alone  against  ye 
three!" 

*^  \Vliy,  get  thee  hence,  in  the  name  of  Satan !" 
cried  the  Leader,  "  and  go  scatheless,  for,  by  St. 
Luke'^s  face,  thou  hast  this  night  borne  thee 
ri^t  gallantly !  Nevertheless,  Fortune  and  thou 
are  at  odds,  good  youth,  and  the  fair  Dame 
is  ours." 

''  Credit  me,  Sir  Knight,  it  is  not  yet  so !" 
returned  the  Squire ;  '^  not  while  I  have  blooil 
and  bone  to  grasp  steel  in  her  defence.  But,  in 
knightly  honour,  and  for  very  shame,,  crush  me 
not  beneath  three  chargers  at  once !" 

''One  shall  suffice,"  growled  the  revengeful 
Marshal;  adding,  to  his  coUeagues,  ''  Rein  back, 
I  pray  you,  and  be  this  course  mine.     I  will  teach 
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I>on  Beardless  and  Braiiilees  a  blaek  leeson  in 
lance-craft  I'* 

''Give  up  the  Damsel!"  cried  the  fomm' 
speaker,  ^'  or  commend  thee  to  the  Lord  !  ibr, 
by  the  rood  of  Tosti,  if  this  coarse  be  run,  thou 
art  like  to  sup  with  St.  Peter,  if  not  St. Nicholas! 
thou  wilt  not!  ha!  why — so.  If  thou  canst 
again  unhorse  this  delicate  Champion,  I  swear  to 
thee,  good  boy,  thou  and  thine,  man,  woman  and 
steed,  shall  away  without  further  hindrance.  If 
not,  and  thou  art  still  malapert,  by  Mary-mo- 
ther we  will  set  upon  thee  with  what  odds  we 
may,  and  make  an  end  of  thy  bull-headed  resist- 
ance." 

^^  I  thank  thee,  mighty  Sir,"  said  Raymond, 
turning  his  charger — and  the  seemingly  ill-paired 
Champions  were  set  once  more  in  deadly  oppo- 
sition. There  was  a  moment  s  breathless  si- 
lence and  suspense.  The  eyes  of  both  flashed 
visibly  through  the  openings  in  the  mailed  hood, 
and  their  levelled  spears  glittered  bright  but 
motionless  in  the  moon-beam.  Then  pealed  the 
signal,  and  dashed  the  rowels,  and  thunder^ 
the  noble  steeds ;  and  the  combatants  met  in 
midmost  of  the  arena  with  a  concussicm  that 
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shook  both  ewrth  and  air.  Every  eye  watched 
for  the  empty  saddle  and  lifeless  frame  of  the 
youth — but  no !  tremendous  as  was  the  career  of 
Montgomery,  and  though  his  lance  made  way 
through  plate  and  mail — ^through  shield  and 
hauberk,  and  blood  spurted  from  the  rents,  the 
hardy  and  indomitable  Raymond  kept  saddle 
and  stirrup,  and  actually  carried  away  upon  his 
unbroken  lance  the  loosened  casque  of  his 
enemy. 

It  seemed  little  short  of  miraculous  when, 
after  such  a  career,  man  and  horse  an  both 
sides  were  alike  enabled  to  resume  their  op- 
posing stations ;  the  former,  erect,  fiery,  and 
tamelesB  as  ever — ^the  latter,  rearing,  tossing, 
and  snorting  with  excitement.  s 

Hitherto,  or  at  least  during  the  two  first 
courses,  the  Lady  Constance  had  been  no  spec^ 
tatress  of  the  struggle.  The  whole  band,  eager 
to  look  upon  the  combatants,  crowded  in  front 
of  the  narrow  glade.  And  even  Hildebrand, 
whose  grasp,  according  to  orders,  was  upon  the 
rein  of  her  palfrey,  scrupled  not  to  keep  his  loiig 
body  betwixt  his  Lady  and  the  field.  Gradually, 
however,  as  their  interest  deepened,  one,  and 
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then  another,  and  another,  emerged  into  the 
arena ;  and  at  last  she  beheld  without  obstruc- 
tion the  gallantry  of  her  defender,  and  the  fear- 
ful odds  against  which  he  dared  to  resist.    Her 
cheek  and  lip  were  now  crimson  and  now  snow. 
Her  eye  now  flashed  and  dilated^  now  dosed 
against  the  terrors  of  the  scene,  and  throbbed 
hotly  under  the  imprisoning  lids.  But,  in  the  last 
^  emergency,  when  the  three  adverse  champions 
closed  abreast,  with  spears  levelled  against  one 
bosom,  and  that  bosom  the  only  one  that  beat 
in  kindliness  and   fidelity  towards  her;  ^4ove 
mastered  fear,"-a  generous  indignation  burned 
through  her  whole  frame  and  spirit.     She  cried 
aloud  upon  Hildebrand  to  release  her  rein ;  and 
had  the  worthy  equerry  been  either  a  jot  less 
stubborn,  or  more  susceptible,  the  prize  of  that 
night's  ''  gentle  and  free  passage-at-arms  "  would 
have  been  instantly  self-adjudged  to  the  stronger 
party,  without  the  shivering  of  another  lance. 
But  cold  was  the  heart,  and  deaf  the  ear,  and 
stnxig  the  gripe  of  Hildebrand ;  and  only  such 
cold  comfort  issued  from  his  leathern  lips  as — 
'  ^  Rest  ye  content.  Lady ;  Lord's  bests  must  be 
obeyed,  if  even  a  Jack-an-ape  give  them  ;*'  and 
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be  kept  Ybb  hold  with  the  tenacity  of  a  smith's 
vice. 

'^  God  of  Heaven  and  Earth ! ""  exclaimed 
Constance,  '^are  these  thy  creatures,  or  very 
stones  and  blocks? — White-livered  dastards! 
will  ye  behold  him  perish,  and  neither  shoot 
shaft  nor  strike  blow  ?'* 

*^  Gog's  bones !  Lady/'  grumbled  the  stolid 
Hildebrand,  '^  ye  speak  well  and  angrily,  but, 
nevertheless,  Lord^s  bests — " 

^^ Cowardly  slave!"  interrupted  the  Damoi- 
selle,  wert  thou  vassal  of  mine,  the  kites  of  hea- 
ven should  tear  thy  gibbeted  limbs!  Oh  I  had  I 
but  the  tithe  of  a  man's  strength !  had  I  even 
the  poor  vigour  of  yonder  Dwarf !  why  I  that 
shrivelled  abortion,  give  him  but  one  spark  of 
human  apprehension,  would  fight  in  such  a  cause, 
bare-bosomed  and  naked-handed!  aye,  were  it 
but  with  nails  and  teeth  !  *^ 

The  Minstrel,  who  had  hitherto  sat  quietly 
upon  an  oak  root,  by  the  side  of  his  courser,  now 
started  to  his  feet. 

^*  Constance  de  Mowbray  !'^  he  exclaimed, 
'^  what  wouldst  thouT' 

*'  Oh,  man !  man !"  replied  the  Lady,  with  a 
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withering  look,  and  pointing  to  the  scene  of  un- 
equal contest,  ''hast  thou  a  human  lip  to  ask, 
and  canst  thou  ask  V 

At  this  moment  the  bugle  of  the  Opposers  rang 
out  another  and  a  final  peal ;  and  Constance,  no- 
thing doubting  that  it  sounded  for  the  onset, 
uttered  as  terrible  a  shriek  as  ever  sounded  upon 
a  human  ear !  it  sent  the  Dwarf,  bounding  like  a 
squirrel,  into  the  greenwood — started  the  Min- 
strel to  his  saddle,  and  Hildebrand  from  his 
grasp— shook  even  the  iron  hand  of  Montgomery; 
and  upon  the  heart  of  Raymond  knelled  like  the 
voice  of  approaching  doom ! 

He  threw  his  spear  erect,  and,  with  three 
bounds  of  his  charger,  was  at  her  side. 
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CHAPTER  XIII. 

"  /  call  tliee  Coward  ?    I'll'see  thee  d d  ere  I  call  thee 

a  Coward !" 

SeeoHd  Pari  of  Henry  the  F^rth, 

*^0h,  Raymond  f  exclaimed  the  agonized 
Constance,  '^wilt  thou  tear  my  very  heart  in 
sunder  r 

"  There  is  hope — still  hope,""  was  the  reply  ; 
but  the  hoUowness  of  the  tones  belied  its  import. 
"  Yet,"  he  added,  "  should  the  worst  chance — 
&rewell,  dear  Constance !  a  thousand  and  a 
thousand  times  farewell !  Commend  me  to  my 
noble  Lord — ^bid  him  remember  alike  who  fell — 
who  fled.'' 

"  What,  ho !  Puckfist !"  shouted  the  Minstrel, 
with  the  lungs  of  a  Boanerges,  at  the  same  time 
making  a  demi-volte  out  of  the  press,  *'  hither,  I 
«ay,  for  thy  life  ^ 
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The  Dwarf  bounded  into  the  coppice,  and 
again,  almost  with  the  speed  of  a  greyhound,  to 
the  stirrup  of  his  master.  It  seemed  as  if  the 
hand  of  a  demon  gave  to  that  of  the  latter  the 
lance  he  had  just  before  asserted  to  be  lost  in 
the  forest.  He  next  dislodged,  from  beneath 
the  housings  of  the  steed,  a  battle-axe  and  a 
mace,  and  slung  them  on  either  side  of  the 
saddle-bow. 

"  Now,  Raymond  of  the  Heart  of  Steel !''  he 
cried^  '^  and  well  dost  thou  deserve  the  name,  I 
am  with  thee  for  life  or  death !"" 

"  Thou  !! "  said  the  astonished  Raymond. 

"/,**'  responded  the  new  Champion.  "  But, 
first,  gentle  Squire,  let  me  teach  thee  a  trick  of 
riddance,  and  how  to  make  odds  even  i*^ 

He  dropped  his  charger's  reins,  placed  his 
lance  in  the  rest^  and  hung  sidelong  so  as  to 
balance  it  with  the  left  hand,  then  seized  the 
heavy  mace  with  his  right ;  and,  as  the  three 
opposing  riders  came  towards  them,  ^^  devouring 
the  earth  with  rage  and  fury,*"  he  buried  the 
ponderous  missile  full  upon  the  mailed  front  of 
De  Tunbridge,  with  such  precision  and  force, 
that  the  luckless  knight  dropped  from  his  saddle 
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as  if  a  thunder-bolt  had  stricken  him  out  of  it ! 
His  startled  courser  first  bounded  in  advance  of 
its  fellows,  then  swerved  and  reared  against 
Montgomery^  so  as,  for  an  instant,  to  break 
effectually  the  Marshal's  career ;  during  which 
timely  moment  of  prevention,  the  Minstrel 
rabidly  gave  aim  to  his  couched  lance,  and  spur 
and  rein  to  his  charger ;  and  all  this  was  the 
work  of  so  few  seconds,  that  the  shock  of  meet- 
ing was  nearly  simultaneous  with  the  four  re- 
maining champions. 

Of  both  encounters,  the  result  showed  that 
fortune  no  longer  cared  to  divide  her  favours. 
Our  young  heroes  lance  struck  full  upon  his 
adversary's  (the  leader's)  gorget,  and  bore  him 
at  once  headlong  to  the  earth ;  while  he,  whom 
we  must  yet  call  ^Hhe  Minstrel,^  hurled  his 
oppcment  from  the  saddle  with  a  force  and  fiiry 
which  literally  drew  cries  of  wonder  from  both 
parties,  and  threatened  to  make  a  long  interval 
betwixt  this  and  the  Marshal's  next  display  of 
horsemanship.  He  lay  senseless  and  motionless, 
with  the  blood  gushing  from  ears,  lips,  and 
nostrils. 
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*'  Now,  by  the  club  of  St.  Edmund !"  ♦  crted 
his  lighter  and  less  injured  companion,  gathering 
himself  partially  up,  ^'  thou  hast  done  enongh 
and  to  spare,  for  one  night,  Goodman  Boy!  give 
me  thine  hand.  Sir  Varlet,  and  help  the  Lord's 
Anointed  to  the  saddle  of  King  Fool !  for  that 
methinks  were  his  fitting  title  henceforward.'" 

"  My  gracious  Liege!"  said  Raymond 

'^Gracious!  by  St.  George!"  exclaimed  the 
Monarch,  in  perfect  possession  of  his  temper, 
^'they  that  be  soundly  beaten  get  grace,  if 
nothing  else,  by  their  swinging ! — so,  so,  so ! " 
he  added,  looking  around  him  ;  '^  here  be  goodly 
sights  I   Heaven's  lambs  have  rough  play !" 

And,  certes,  it  was  no  light  or  common  spec- 
tacle which  met  the  royal  eyes  at  that  moment ; 
Montgomery  passive  upon  the  sod,  grim,  ^uistly, 
and  helpless  as  a  corp^,  in  the  hands  of  those 
who  strove  to  recover  him.  De  Aldeiy,  in  little 
better  condition,  still  prostrate  by  his  lamed 
charger;  and  the  King  himself,  vdth  blood 
streaming  down  his  royal  visage,  and  no  very 

*  Meaning,  we  presume,  the  dub  with  which  the  warixke 
spirit  of  that  sainted  Monarch  is  said  to  have  killed  the  Danish 
King,  Sweyn. 
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firm  assnrance  of  whole  bones.  Three  of  the 
best  lABoes  in  Britain  flung  half-way  to  Purga- 
tory for  a  mere  whim,  and  two  of  them  by  a 
Stripling  and  a  Harper ! 

At  length,  however,  by  dint  of  chafing,  bath- 
ing, and  unclasping,  essences,  elixirs,  and  so 
forth,  the  physical  powers  of  the  fallen  were 
sufficiently  restored  to  enable  them  to  sit  on 
their  horses;  De  Aldery,  for  the  honour  of 
knighthood,  being  acconunodated  with  a  steed 
from  the  King^s  party. 

Vanquished  and  victors  now  alike  awaited  the 
royal  award. 

*'  Bring  hither  the  Dame — the  prize  of  the 
nigfat'^s  toumay — ^let  us  behold  of  .what  stuff  God 
and  De  Mowbray  have  fashioned  her.  Dost  thou 
not  hear,  Sir  Squire  of  the  heavy  hand  ?  thou 
that  hast  not  spared  to  shed  the  blood  of  a  King 
for  her  baby-beauty — dispatch,  I  say! — And 
now,  too,  by  St.  Luke's  face !  we  will  see  who 
play  the  champion  for  De  Mowbray  against  their 
sovereign  liege.  Thee^  De  Aldery,  I  know, 
and  will,  in  brief  time,  give  thanks  befitting; 
but  present  vengeance  is  as  a  cup  twice  sweet- 
ened !  and  here*"  (grasping  the  minstrel's  bridle) 
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^'is  that  wliich  shall  give  victory  to  the  van* 
quifihed !  What,  ho  !  Hugo  de  Montgotnerj ! 
thou  art  Lord  High  Marshal  of  England,  aitadi 
me  tliis  Rider,  of  high  treason^  by  the  name  of 
Stephen,  Earl  of  Albemarle !  Earl  and  Minstrel, 
God  wot !  errant  Knight,  and  emuit  Traitor !" 

*'*'  I  thank  you.  Cousin  King,''*  said  De  Albe- 
marle, '^  but  the  good  Marshal  may  spare  boot- 
less labour.  These  glades  are  not  the  halls  of 
Winchester  or  Oloucester;  and,  quick-eyed  as 
ye  be,  I  have  the  vantage  in  speed  of  horse-hoof. 
There  is  no  king  but  Grod  in  the  greenwood,  and 
at  his  hand  have  I  taken  grant  of  free-forestiy, 
—Away!" 

He  swung  his  battle-axe  abft,  and,  danhtng 
the  rowels  in  his  steed,  broke  at  one  bound  from 
the  royal  grasp.  Almost  before  an  eye  had  time 
to  wink,  the  dark  glade  upon  the  left  swallowed 
him  in  its  gloom ;  and  not  a  hand  was  lifted  for 
arrest,  nor  a  rein  slackened  for  pursuit. 

^^Grammercy,  my  Father's  siBter's  son!'*' 
muttered  Rufus^  half-audibly,  **  ye  ride  well,  be 
it  in  field  or  forest — ^but  I  will  have  tky  crown  of 
flesh  and  bone,  ere  thou  canst  lay  finger  on 
mine  of  gold  and  velvet !  *' — then,  aloud — ^'  Heard 
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ye  never  a  prophecy,  fieur  Sirs,  that  Stephen 
i)f  Albemarle  shall  lay  low  one  of  the  highest 
heads  in  Britain!  Perchance,  Montgomery,  it 
was  even  now  fulfilled  when  thine  rolled  upon 
the  tuif— ha  V 

*^  It  was  THB  HiGUEflrr  head,  Sir  King,"  an- 
swered the  Marshal,  with  a  strong  emphasis 
upon  the  superlative,  ^*at  least  if  Robert  de 
Mowbray  give  a  true  version  of  the  prophet's 
weird.  For  Stephen  de  Albemarle,  king's  kin 
although  he  be,  I  look  yet  to  lay  his  head  full 
low  on  a  gory  pillow  ! " 

""  Tush  r  said  the  King,  ''  all  a  mart,  Sir 
Earl,  for  a  cracked  rib  or  twain  i  Why,  good 
Sir  Ilbert,  methinks  Montgomery  w^re  better 
upon  the  Marches,  flaying  the  wild  Welsh  ! '' 

''  The  jest  had  been  fairer,  my  Liege,'*  re- 
torted Earl  Hugo,  ''  if  the  wild  Welsh  had  not 
gone  nigh  to  flay  Montgomery — aye,  by  St. 
John,  and  your  royal  Grace  to  boot." 

^^  I  will  make  this  gallant  of  De  Mowbray's 
King  of  the  West  Marches,"  said  Rufus,  ^^  and 
by  St.  Luke'^s  face,  he  will  keep  ye  all  in  whole 
skins,  c(Hne  Welshman,  or  come  Devil !"" 

"  Make  De  Albemarle  King  of  the  East,'' 
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replied  the  MarsluJ,  ^^and  ye  shall  be  right  roy- 
ally brothered  on  every  hand ;  for  De  Mowbray 
is  already  King  of  the  North,  whether  ye  list 
or  not.'" 

"God  save  her  Grace  that  shaU  be,  then  !^ 
cried  Rufus,  lightly,  as  he  saw  a  female  form 
approaching;  "  Who  amongst  ye  will  win  a  Queen 
for  his  bride,  with  steel  or  gold !  Ilbert  de  Tun- 
bridge,  thou  art  a  gay  man,  par  amours ;  have  a 
quick  eye  to  judge  of  this  Damsel  of  the  moon- 
light toumay."* 

"  Afore  God,"  said  Sir  Ilbert,  "  I  know  not 
if  your  Grace's  cousin,  with  his  villanous  mace- 
flinging,  hath  left  me  an  eye  to  know  maid  from 
man  withal !  It  is  one  thing  to  be  thrust  through, 
fair  and  knightly,  and  another  to  be  brained  like 
a  swineherd,  with  a  hundred  weight  of  rusty 
iron  flung  as  if  from  a  catapult  !'* 

"  Right  \'  said  the  King,  "  as  it  is  one  thmg 
to  be  set  upon  fair  and  knightly  for  number, 
and  another  to  be  charged  home  with  three 
spears  levelled  against  one.^ 

Meanwhile,  Constance  de  Mowbray,  in  all  her 
native  majesty  and  loveliness,  drew  near  to  the 
Monarch,  her  hand  trembling  in  that  of  Ray- 
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mettdw    Even  Urn  ungentle  William  Rnfiis  could 
not  mikhdd  some  tribute  of , admiration — 

*'  Now,  by  the  rood  of  Lucca !  here  is  matter 
for  a  minstrel)  were  he  from  Heaven !  Beauty 
led  <»  by  Valour !" 

The  next  instant  she  was  at  his  foot* 

^'Up,  Maiden!*^  he  cried,  '^and  away!  De 
Mowbray  as  thou  art,  I  will  keep  faith  with 
thee— or  rather,  with  thy  protector — ^for  his 
sake,  and  for  mine  ewn.  And  tell  thy  rebellious 
Father,  that  but  for  such  championship  as  I 
looked  not  all  Britain  could  have  given  thee, 
thou  hadst  been  hostage  with  me  for  his  fealty, 
until  he  had  bowed  him  to  the  dust  of  my  palace- 
floor  for  thy  release.  Get  hence !  but  beware 
that  I  recal  thee  not  with  a  strong  hand,  even 
from  the  towers  of  Bamborough !  What  f  know- 
est  thou  not,  pretty  one,  that  I  could  choose  for 
thee,  and  give  thee  no  voice  for  aye  or  no, 
betwixt  a  convent  and  a  bridal  oath  ?*' 

'^  Yes,  mighty  Sovereign,'^  replied  Constance, 
slowly  rising,  and  meeting  his  keen  gaze  with  a 
look  of  disarming  sweetness,  *^  I  know  it — but  I 
do  not  fear  it.^ 

'« Ha  !  by  St.  Luke's  face !  dost  thou  not  ?" 

TOL.   n.  N 
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"  No,  great  King,''  she  replied,  *^  because  thou 
art  too  great  to  play  the  tyrant  for  revenge. 
Thou  wouldstnot  stab  De  Mowbray  through  the 
bosom  of  his  child !" 

'^  Dost  trust  to  that?'*  said  Rufus,  "a brok^i 
reed byr  Lady!  away,  smooth-face!  little know- 
est  thou  of  a  King's  revenge ! " 

^^  Something,'^  replied  Ck>n8tance,  with  mingled 
dignity  and  gentleness,  *^  something  do  I  know 
of  the  revenge  of  that  King,  who,  when  a  fet- 
tered rebel*  dared  once,  in  his  very  teeth,  vent 
threats  of  what  he  wotdd  do  were  life  and  liberty 
yet  his — ^bade  him  begone  without  a  fetter,  take 
life  and  liberty,  and  do  his  rebellious  worst! 
The  revenge  of  that  King,  at  least,  will  not 
stbop  to  cruelty  or  meanness — ^it  will  not,  to 
reach  the  guilty,  trample  with  mailed  foot  npoa 
the  innocent." 

When  was  there  ever  a  king  insensible  to 
praise  thus  uttered,  and  thus  timed  I 

^*  Now,  by  St.  Luke's  face  !*'  cried  the  gratified 
Monarch,  *^  if  I  were  not  William  of  England,  I 
would  right  fain  be  Robert  of  Northumberiand ! 

•  HeU,  Lord  of  la  Heche.— Historical  fact. 
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were  it  for  nought  else,  or  better,  than  to  be  the 
father  of  such  a  daughter  !'* 

"  Ere  nowy  my  sovereign  Liege,"  said  Con- 
stance, ^^  kings  have  been  named  the  fathers  of 
their  peophy  and,  of  all  tides,  deemed  that  the 
proudest.  Be  such  to  me,  great  King!  bury 
not  my  young  heart  in  a  cloister !  break  it  not 
with  forced  nuptials !  Pledge  me  thy  royal  word 
of  surety  agadnst  these  ills,  and,  if  De  Mowbray 
be  indeed  cold  in  obedience,  by  such  nobleness 
thou  shalt  better  conquer  him  than  with  the 
lances  of  a  hundred  hosts  !'^ 

^'  Knowest  thou,"  said  the  King,  ^'  who  parted 
hence  but  now,  through  yonder  glade  ?" 

The  lady  glanced  anxiously  round,  and  then 
firmly  replied, "  I  do." 

^'  Ha  \  dost  thou  so  2  and  for  what  end  he  is 
thus  fooling  it  with  harp  and  dwarf  f 

*•  There,    mighty    Sovereign,"   she    replied, 
*'  the  fetterlock  is  upon  my  lip.     Guess,  and 
beware." 

*'  Guess  ihou^*  exclaimed  the  King,  ^^  and 
beware  the  bolt  that  shall  rend  De  Mowbray's 
oak,  branch,  stem,  and  root,  if  yonder  rider 

n2 
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prosper  in  one  purpose  I  wot  of !     Look  well  to 
to  thatf  gentle  and  cleiUjr  one  !'* 

''  Aye,  good  my  Liege,^  said  Constance, 
"  well — ^fearfully  well !  Ere  that  purpose  pros- 
pers, I  know  whose  heart  shall  be  torn  from  its 
weary  bosom  !*' 

^^  Even  so  T  replied  the  King ;  then  with  a 
glance,  or  rather  stare,  at  Raymond,  ^'many, 
and  I  marvel  not.  Oet  hence,  Sir  Squire !  thou 
hast  earned  thy  prize  a  thousand  fold,  for,  afore 
Ood  and  our  Lady,  he  does  well  and  knightly 
that,  in  four  courses,  keeps  saddle  and  stirrup 
against  the  flower  of  English  chivalry — ^they  that 
have  withstood  champions  from  the  four  winds 
of  Heaven.  Begone !  with  thy  Sovereign's  blood 
upon  thy  sword,  and,  if  thou  hast  grace,  profime 
it  not  henceforward  with  a  stain  of  meaner  gore. 
Go  to— by  St.  Luke^'s  face  !  I  forgive  thee,  and 
I  love  thee,  boy !  But  look — ^if  within  five  days 
De  Mowbray  give  me  not  his  knee,  yet  other 
five,  and  I  will  have  his  head  !  Say  this,  and 
swear  it — ^my  kingdom  to  a  knight's  fee  thou  art 
not  forsworn !  Thaty  too,  shall  be  the  last  of 
thine  own  day  of  grace,  wert  thou  as  true  in 
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fiuth  as  the  Mother  of  Heayen,  and  as  brave  in 
act  as  the  Father  of  HeU !" 

Thus  saying,  the  Monarch  rode  off,  followed 
by  his  party,  including  De  Aldery,  whose  condi- 
tion,  indeed,  seemed  little  better  than  that  of  a 
prisoner.  His  parting  words  to  Raymond  con- 
veyed a  wish  that  he  might  yet  live  to  do  him 
fiiirer  service. 

^^And  I,*^  exclaimed  Montgomery,  scowling 
like  a  black  cloud  when  a  storm  gathers,  and 
pointing  with  his  huge  finger  to  the  dying 
cfaaiger  he  was  compelled  to  abandon,  '^  I  will 
repay !" 

Meanwhile,  steeds  had  been  led,  and  mounted 
on  either  aide,  by  all  except  Constance  and  Ray- 
mond ;  the  former,  perhaps,  awaiting  the  gentle 
oiBces  of  the  latter ;  but  he  preserved  a  leaning 
postnre  against  the  noble  animal  which  had  borne 
him  so  gallantly  in  the  toumay ;  one  hand  press- 
ing the  gathered  folds  of  his  cloak  against  his 
breast,  the  other  grasping  the  arcon^  or  steel- 
bow  of  the  saddle.  The  Monarch's  praises — the 
Marshal's  threats — De  Aldery's  farewell — ^nay, 
even  the  silvery-whispered  gratitude  of  Con- 
stance, had  but  one  and  the  same  answer  from 
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Raymood — ^namely,  a  silent  inclination  of  the 
head,  each  one  lowlier  than  the  last,  and  foOowed 
by  a  feebler,  slower  resumption  of  the  erect 
position. 

But  when  the  field  was  altogether  abandoned 
to  them,  and  her  champion  still  remained  silent 
and  motionless,  a  pang  of  alarm  shot  throngfa 
the  breast  of  Constance ;  she  uttered  his  name 
twice  in  quick  loud  accents ;  then  slowly  with- 
drew the  bosomed  hand,  and  found  that  her  own 
was  dabbled  with  blood  from  the  saturated  folds 
of  the  riding  cloak — ^in  short,  that  he  was  n^idly 
becoming  insensible.  Her  strength  availed  only 
to  break  and  not  to  prevent  his  fall.  Hildebrand 
and  others  sprang  from  their  saddles, — he  was 
partially  raised — ^the  lady  neither  shrieked  nor 
fainted,  but  stanched  and  bound  the  wound  with 
a  part  of  her  own  attire.  Then  the  fingers  of  a 
thin  and  shrivelled  hand,  thrust  under  the  youth's 
nostril  a  phial  of  powerful  essence — ^it  was  the 
hand  of  Puckfist,  who  wriggling  his  strange  body 
through  the  press,  looked  with  a  glassy  eye  upon 
the  patient's  bloodless  face. 

With  the  first  symptom  of  effect  from  his 
restorative,  the  Dwarf  blew  a  shrill  and  prolonged 
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note  upon  a  tmy  bugle  of  silver,  hung  from  his 
neck.  Its  last  echo  had  scarcely  died  away, 
when  a  sound  of  approaching  hoofe  gave  answer 
— ^then  a  mounted  Cavalier  issued,  at  a  hand- 
gaUop,  from  the  glade  upon  the  left,  and  when 
Raymond  unclosed  his  eyes,  their  first  glance 
was  upon  the  fkce  of  Constance — ^their  next  upon 
that  of  Stephen  de  Albemarle. 

*'  Tkou  here  T  exclaimed  the  Lady. 

"  I/'  replied  the  Earl ;  "  to  horse,  Constance 
de  Mowbmy,  and  away!  the  fortune  of  the  night 
is  mine ;  but  with  my  heart's  blood  will  I  buy 
life  and  safety  for  this  gallant  boy.  Set  on,  my 
masters !  there  is  a  stream  nigh-hand,  and  be- 
yond, a  hermit's  chapelry ;  there  will  we  play 
the  leech." 

Gently,  but  peremptorily,  he  committed  Con- 
stance to  th^  saddle.  As  gently  was  Raymond 
lifted  into  his,  and  supported  there,  partly  by  a 
scari^  passed  round  both  aroons,  partly  by  De 
Albemarie,  on  the  one  side,  and  Hildebrand  on 
the  other,  while  a  third  assistant  led  the  steed 
by  the  rein. 

They  entered  the  right  hand  glade,  rode  for  a 
few  minutes  in  almost  total  darkness,  and  then 
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emerged  upon  the  bank  of  the  promised  streantf 
and  saw  its  rapid  waters  dance  and  qMurkle  in 
the  setting  moon-ray.  Its  breadth  mi^t  be 
from  six  to  eight  yards,  and,  where  at  the  nar* 
rowesty  was  spanned  by  a  bridge  of  rude  wood- 
work^  inartificially  propped  from  beneath  by 
diagonal  si^porte  resting  in  crevices  of  the  roeks, 
which,  on  either  side,  presented  thraoselves  as 
natural  abutments ;  the  bed  of  the  stream  Ijring, 
for  some  distance,  at  a  considerable  depth  bek>w. 

Beyond,  and  apparently  on  the  verge  of  ano- 
ther tract  of  woodland,  q)peared  the  hermitage^ 
or  chapdry,  spoken  of  by  De  Albemarle.  On 
the  nearer  side,  some  alders  and  magnifioent 
pollard  ashes  shadowed  both  stream  and  bridge* 
As  the  party  approached,  they  heard  the  bell  of 
the  solitary,  ^^  taking  no  note  of  time,  but  by  ita 
loss,^'  that  is  to  say,  tolling  with  such  c^>riciou» 
irregularity  that  even  the  fat-eared  Hildebrand 
swore,  by  Qog's  bones,  the  priest  had  been  say- 
ing mass  to  a  blither  saint  than  the  Y irgin,  and 
had  palsied  his  rope-hand  with  Ufting  the  black* 
jack. 

''  Ho !  who  art  thou  f '  cried  De  Albemarle  as 
a  dark  figure  rose,  spectre-like,  upon  the  bridge. 
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*'  One  of  twain  that  serve  Qod  and  Saint 
fiabert  in  thia  wilderness,''  replied  a  deep  voice 
from  under  cowl ;  **  Who  be  ye  that  ask  f 

"  Wayflurers,  with  a  sick  youth,  and  a  wearied 
maid,''  answered  Stephen,  "  Arise,  therefore, 
in  haste,  Sir  Priest,  and  gird  up  thy  loins,  to 
shew  path  and  spread  couch ;  to  pour  wine  and 
oil,  and  cover  thy  multitude  of  sins.*^ 

^^  Benedicite,  my  son !"  replied  the  Recluse, 
'^  thou,  and  thy  sick  and  weary,  shall  have  rest." 

"  AyCj  and  far  ever  P*  said  another  voice, 
which  seemed  to  issue  from  the  alder  bushes. 

''  Follow  him  not  !*'  said  Raymond,  with  a 
momentary  renewal  of  consciousness,  but  the 
words  were  too  feebly  uttered  to  be  regarded. 

*^  Hither,  my  children;"  said  the  Hermit,  "ye 
shall  eat  of  our  loaf,  and  drink  of  our  cup,  and 
we  wiU  cherish  ye  for  God's  love  in  the  wilder- 


ness." 


The  voice  from  the  alders  was  again  heard, — 
'' '  Lean  upon  me,'  quoth  the  broken  staff  to  the 
sick  man !'' 

"It  is  an  evil  spirit!"  cried  the  Solitary, 
"  Avoid  thee  Satan !  and  follow  in  God's  name 
mesjilzy  but  not  on  your  barbed  chargers  !  the 
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bridge  is  frail,  and,  peradventure  will  perish 
ander  the  prancing  hoof." 

^^  Now  a  curse  upon  rotten  planks !"  ex- 
claimed the  Earl,  '^  is  it  thus  that  ye  lurdane 
priests  pay  brtg-hote  ?  ♦  How  fares  it  with  thee, 
gentle  Raymond!  Canst  thou  pad  the  hoof,  for 
a  bow-shot  space,  to  yonder  chapel  f 

"  For  thy  life.  Sir  Squire,"  said  the  hidden 
monitor,  ^*  pass  neither  on  foot  or  horse  over 
this  bridge !  Dost  thou  not  know  who  warns 
thee!" 

But  Raymond,  once  more,  neither  knew,  nor 
heard,  nor  saw,  nor  felt.  De  Albemarle  per- 
ceived it,  *^  Bring  water  from  the  stream  !"  he 
cried,  '^  what,  Puckiist !  ho !  thy  phial !"  then, 
bending  over  the  pallid  brow  of  his  charge,  he 
added,  "  deaf  ear — ^mute  tongue  !" 

"Mary-mother!"  exclaimed  the  voice,  ^^dead !" 

*^  Fast  travelling  the  blind  path,***  said  the 
Earl ,  *Mf  good  help  come  not  the  speedier  !" 

^'  Water  !  water  from  the  stream !  *  shrieked 
Constance,  in  a  voice  of  terror,  "  I  will  fill  the 

*  Brig^ioti. — Contributiont  levied  for  the  repeir  of  bridgee* 
Brig^boU,  Btirg-bote,  and  BxpedUio,  weie  the  "  Trmoda  ne* 
ceuitaa/'  to  which  the  clergy  as  weU  as  laity  were  liable. 
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hand  that  bringB  it  with  coins  of  gold  !  Merci- 
ful heaven  !  he  perishes  within  foot's  breadth  of 
aid !  Trust  the  good  father,  noble  Earl,  and 
heed  not  this  shrouded  wrangler  i*^ 

**  Every  inch  a  woman !"  said  the  counselor 
thus  diqiaraged,  "  her  own  way,  if  it  lead  to 
ruin  and  death !  Shudder  at  a  snail,  and  take 
an  adder  by  the  fangs  r 

"  Have  done,  screech-owl !"  cried  De  Albe- 
marle, '^  and  let  the  weary  and  the  wounded  find 
rest  and  leech-craft  where  God  hath  stored 
them.'* 

''  I  swear  to  thee,  Sir  Earl,  if  Earl  thou  art," 
replied  the  concealed  one,  ^*  that  in  crossing  this 
bridge,  ye  are  jumping  from  safe  paths  into  pits 
and  calthrops !  hold  the  stream's  course,  if  ye 
will ;  but,  for  your  lives,  upon  this  bank  !  Anon 
it  slopes  gentiy  down  to  the  water's  edge — ^no 
leech  like  that,  with  its  cool  and  healing  crystal. 
Thereafter,  I  promise  ye,  a  guide  shall  not  be 
lacking  to  show  safe  ford  and  path." 

Regardless  of  this  advice,  De  Albemarle 
strode  upon  the  bridge.  He  felt  and  acknow- 
ledged its  insecurity,  but  saw  that  for  some  con- 
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siderable  distance,  at  least,  the  stream  was  not 
likely  to  be  fordable. 

^'  Bind  every  man  his  steed  to  branch  and 
root,"  he  exclaimed,  ^'  and,  do  thou,  good  Fa- 
ther, lead  on  to  thy  sanctum.  I"  (lifting  the 
powerless  Baymond  from  the  8addle,,aad  pois- 
ing him  upon  his'sinewy  shoulder),  '^  I  will  play 
the  nurse  with  this  stricken  babe — ^pray  Heaven, 
Sir  Priest,  thy  crazy  foot-planks  break  not 
under  their  twin-burden  !^ 

'^  Oh,  fear  it  not  l^  said  Constance,  her  whole 
soul  absorbed  in  the  fate  of  Rajrmond,  and 
throwing  herself  upon  the  bridge,  as  if  to  cross 
the  Rubicon. 

''  Thy  hand.  Daughter !"  cried  the  Solitary, 
seizing  it  with  more  of  energy  than  became  his 
age  and  office,  and  dragging,  rather  than  con- 
ducting, her  along  the  planks. — Once  across — 

'^  Away ! "  he  cried,  exultingly,  and  instantly 
the  plunging  hoofs  of  a  steed,  and  the  thrilling 
shriek  of  a  victim,  told  the  whole  truth  to  the 
duped  and  vainly-wamed  De  Albemarle.  Still 
grasping  his  burden,  and  raving  upon  the  archers 
to  followi  he  rushed  upon  the  bridge,  at  Uie 
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very  instant,  unhappily,  that  another  voice  thun- 
dered out  the  single  ominous  word,  "  strike !  ** 

Prompt  and  deadly  was  the  hatchet-stroke 
that  fell  upon  the  groaning  props  below ;  and, 
in  an  instant,  the  whole  structure,  bridge  and 
passengers,  crashed  heavily  into  the  stream. 
The  disturbed  waters  foamed  for  a  moment  over 
the  bodies  of  both  warriors ;  but  a  willow-branch 
met  the  clutch  of  De  Albemarle;  and,  while 
dinging  to  that  with  one  hand,  he  managed  with 
the  other  to  save  his  luckless  companion,  holding 
his  powerless  head  above  the  surface  of  the  tide. 

"  Gog's  bones !"  shouted  the  astounded  Hilde- 
brand,  to  Nicholas  de  L'Ep^e,  as  the  latter 
sprang  from  his  nest  to  help  the  fallen ;  ^^  what 
means  all  this ! " 

*^  It  means,"  replied  the  son  of  Jodesac,  ^'  that 
Wisdom  is  an  ass  to  warn  Folly  from  the  trap 
of  a  knave !  it  means,  thou  rubicond  roysterer  ! 
that  ye  have  flung  the  DamoiseDe  into  the  devil's 
claws !  but,  come,"  he  added,  *^  let  us  fish  for 
fools  !^ 

And  they  assisted  the  drenched  Earl  and  his 
burden  out  of  their  unexpected  bath. 
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Dripping  and  daggled  as  he  was,  and  loaded 
with  mud  and  clay,  De  Albemarle  yet  sprang 
into  his  saddle. 

**'  Play  thou  the  leech ! "  he  cried  aloud  to 
Puckfist;  '^and  ye  that  be  men,  to  horae  and 
follow !  oh,  fool !  fool !  fool ! "  with  which  self- 
philippic,  he  rode  headlong  to  where  the  bank 
shelved  down  to  the  water,  plunged  into  the 
ford,  and  was  soon  lost  in  the  further  wood- 
land. 

Obeying  mechanically,  and  pursuing  they 
knew  not  what,  Hildebrand  and  his  little  troop 
started  also  every  man  to  the  chase,  leaving 
only  De  L'Ep6e  and  the  Dwarf  with  the  still 
powerless  Baymond.  But  when  Du  Coci,  whom 
the  shriek  of  Constance  had  sununoned  at  a 
rapid  gallop,  arrived  upon  the  spot,  he  found  no 
living  thing  except  his  own  good  squire ;  and  ke^ 
for  once,  chap-£Edlen  and  silent  enough,  being 
stretched  at  full  length,  senseless,  upon  the 
turf.  The  good  spirits  of  Nicholas,  it  after- 
wards appeared,  had  suffered  this  ^^sjmeope" 
by  virtue  of  a  tremendous  buffet  from  some 
liand  alike  ungentle  and  unseen ;  a  buffet  oograt 
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enough  to  have  shivered  like  a  nut-shell  some 
thinner  and  less  hardy  eraniums. 

The  wounded  Baymond,  and  the  chirurgeonly 
Dwarf,  were  gone;  where^  or  Aoir,  no  human 
being  remained  to  say. 


END  OF  VOLUME  II. 
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CHAPTER  I. 

'* A  yiolent  altercation  ensued,  and  the  King,  in  the 

height  of  his  panion,  addressing  himself  to  the  Conitable,  ex- 
claimed, *  Sir  Earl,  by  God,  you  shall  either  go  or  hang  /' — 
'  By  God,  Sir  King,*  replied  Hereford,  *  I  will  neither  go  nor 
hang!'  and  he  immediately  departed  with  above  thirty  other 

considerable  Barons." 

Hume*s  Hiitory  qf  England. 


"  '  Who  made  thee  Count  ?'  demanded  Hugh  Capet  of  a 

refiractory  Noble,  *  The  same  right  that  made  thee  King,'  waa 

the  bold  reply/' 

Crowe^i  Hiitory  qfFranet, 


"  Having  formed  a  scheme  for  checking  the  growing  power 
of  the  nobles,  Robert  Bruce  summoned  them  to  appear,  and 
shew  by  what  rights  they  held  their  lands.  Being  assembled, 
and  the  question  put,  they  started  up  at  once  and  drew  their 
swords — *  By  /Aete,'  said  they,  '  we  acquired  our  lands,  and 
with  these  we  will  defend  them  !*  This,  notwithstanding  Ro- 
bert's popular  and  splendid  virtues,  occasioned  a  dangerous 
conspiracy  against  his  life." 

Roberiion't  BUtorg  qf  Scotland, 

VOL.  UI.  B 
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FivB  days  after  the  events  narrated  in  our 
last,  Robert  de  Mowbray  was  proclaimed  a 
traitor  at  the  cross  of  Winchester,  his  title  and 
government  annulled,  and  all  his  possessions  con- 
fiscated to  the  crown.  This  blow,  however,  even 
from  the  hand  of  a  powerful  monarch,  was  not 
always  of  instant  avail  against  the  spirit  indi- 
cated in  our  mottos,  the  stubborn  genius  of 
feudal  aristocracy. 

Upon  the  sixth  morning,  Alberic  du  Coci  burst 
suddenly,  and  with  streaming  brow  and  flashing 
eyes,  into  the  presence  of  the  King  and  Flambard, 

"  News,  mighty  Sovereign !"  he  exclaimed, 
hurrying  to  the  royal  foot,  and  flinging  himself 
upon  one  knee,  almost  breathless  with  haste 
and  excitement. 

''*•  News  i  thou  son  of  a  Flemish  harlot !  "^  said 
the  King.  '*  TTAaf  news,  Brazen-brow?  they 
should  be  passing  good,  in  amends  of  thy  saucy 
bluntness ! " 

''  Pardon,  my  gracious  Li^e/'  returned  the 
vassal,  '^  hot  love  forgets  cold  form.  My  neim 
are  passing  evil^  if  your  Grace  stir  not  with  ibe 
fairer  speed  for  their  telling.  The  arch-rebel, 
De  Mowbray,  is  up  and  doing  with  a  mighty 
power  in  the  North !  He  hath  spread  banner  at 
Yock»  at  Durham,  at  Alnwick,  and  at  Bambo- 
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rough;  and,  at  the  four  gates  of  each,  with 
voice  of  herald  and  blast  of  trumpet,  proclaimed 
Stephen  de  Albemarle,  Ring  of  England.*" 

Rufus  bounded  from  his  seat. 

"Oh,  spacious  vilhiin!*^  he  cried,  "Oh,  mighty 
traitor !  hath  he  but  one  head  ?  one  life  ?  King, 
saidst  thou !  Oh,  monstrous  Rebel !  hast  thou 
a  dog,  Du  Ck>ci,  that  would  lap  EarFs  blood,  ha  f 

"  Better,  my  Liege,"  said  the  Knight,  "  a 
sword  to  shed  it  for  your  Grace,  if  it  be  God  s 
pleasure ;  but,  by  my  faith,  there  will  lack  ten 
thousand  besides,  and  sharp  and  true  ones. 
Stephen  himself " 

"  Ho !  what  of  kirn  ?  *^  shouted  the  Monarch — 
"  what  of  our  traitor-cousin,  in  Hell'^s  name  ? — 
what  of  the  doubly-damned  De  Albemarle  \ "" 

"Sped  to  De  Mowbray,"  answered  Sir  Alberic ; 
"  some  say  at  York — some  further  south ;  but, 
all  agree,  with  a  vast  strength,  levied  in  the  mid- 
land shires  as  he  trooped  north.  Their  numbers, 
or  equipment,  or  what  traitor-names  have  joined 
them,  as  leaders  or  as  allies,  God  knows,  my 
Sovereign  Liege,  not  I." 

*'  Why !  we  will  march  and  see !  What  recks 
it  ?  ho !  summon  De  Miles !  where  sleeps  Mont- 
gomery in  this  pinch  i  Get  thee  to  bed,  good 
Ranolph ;  no  market  now  for  thy  politic  wares." 
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"  Tush — tush,  my  Liege — birer  than  ever," 
said  Flambard ;  '^  wit  is  sharper  than  steel,  and 
shall  yet  be  at  higher  price.  Hark,  Du  Coci, 
where  didst  thou,  of  all  men,  basket  up  these 
tidings?" 

*'  Further  north,''  replied  Sir  Alberic,  'Hhan 
I  liave  knowledge  of  tower  and  town  to  tell  ye. 
I  have  been  scouring  in  bootless  quest  of  one 
that  fiends,  surely,  have  snatched  from  earth, 
and  met,  by  the  way,  with  those  who  had  fast 
knowledge  that  this  is  sooth ;  the  rather,  that 
they  themselves  were  hot  upon  the  spur  to  join 
King  Stephen — I  pray  Heaven  and  your  Grace 
to  pardon  me  the  word." 

"Oh,  gracious  fool!"  cried  RuAis,  "to  let 
hence  his  prating  daughter  and  her  champion ! 
Thou  wert  right,  Ranulph — it  is  they  that  have 
carried  the  lit  torch  to  this  pile  of  treason  ! 
He  waited  but  for  them — ha !' 

*'  He  had  waited  long,  then,  my  Liege,"  said 
DuCoci,  •'  for  well  do  I  believe  that  thev  have 
never  yet  crossed  Ouse  or  Trent.  Sleepers  in 
strange  beds  they,  I  warrant  them,  since  the 
night  of  the  forest-tourney.  If  <m^,  indeed,  be 
not  pillowed  in  Abraham's  bosom,  as  priests  say." 
"  Daily  not  with  riddling  words,  for  thy 
sotd  !""  exclaimed  the  King.  "  What  knowest 
thou  of  De  Mowbray's  squire  and  daughter  V^ 
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Nought  of  the  firBt,*"  replied  the  Knight, 

save  that  he  bled  and  swooned,  and,  anon, 
vanished,  as  though  the  earth  that  drank  his 
blood,  had  devoured  his  body  also.  But,  for  the 
maiden,  I  beseech  your  Grace,  bid  Reginald  de 
Lacy  say,  what  panting  thing  of  cries  and  shrieks 
and  struggles  cumbered  his  saddle  four  nights 
agone,  in  the  forest  northward  hence/* 

'^  Ha  V  exclaimed  the  King. 

"  As  the  devil  willed  it,"  continued  Du  Coci, 
"  there  were  deep  waters  running  betwixt  us, 
or,  child  as  she  is  of  my  worst  foe,  I  had  marred 
his  racing  with  the  lovely  burden." 

"Black-bearded  villain!*"  said  Rufus.  "Hih 
head  shall  smswer  it.  What !  nothing  but  tricks 
of  treason !  Whither  away,  my  Lord  Justi- 
ciary f" 

"  To  summon  aid  and  council,  T,"  said  Flam- 
bard,  "and  that  with  such  speed  as  horse,  and 
herald,  and  trumpet-call  can  do  it.  By  God, 
my  Liege,  we  must  have  gold !  if  it  be  dug  for 
,  in  menu's  hearts,  where,  as  I  live  and  breathe,  I 
think  the  greedy  villains  hide  it  from  us  in  these 
pinches.  For  what  with  these  accursed  Welsh 
wars ;  and  your  Grace's  over-sea  doings ;  and 
building  huge  halls  and  castles,  and  fair  dwel- 
lings, forsooth,  for  lurdane  priests  and  joult- 
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headed  friars ;  and  granting  boons  to  all  askers ; 
and  giving  largesses  as  though  your  exchequer 
were  a  heaped  mountain;  I  can  tell  ye.  Sir 
King,  monies  have  grown  rarer  with  us  here  in 
Winchester  than  unicorn's  horns.'*" 

And,  thus  saying,  the  Procurator  Fiscal 
vanished  from  the  chamber. 

'*  Gonmiand  me,  mighty  Sovereign/'  said  Da 
Coci,  '^  whither  must  /  the  whilst  this  storm  is 
brewing  ?" 

*^  Nortbward,"  said  Rufiis,  "  as  though  a 
legion  of  fiends  drove  thee  !  or,  by  my  Father's 
soul !  lacking  De  Waleric  for  their  fence,  our 
towers  of  Monkchester-on-Tyne  will  fall  into  the 
Rebel's  hands." 

'*  Past  prayer,  my  Liege,"  replied  the  Knight, 
''  for,  if  the  black  truth  must  out,  they  are 
already  stormed  and  taken." 

The  Monarch  stamped  with  a  fiiry  that  shocdc 
the  oaken  chamber,  and  filled  it  with  the  dust 
of  the  strewed  rushes.  Fortunately,  however, 
the  sudden  entrance  of  Montgomery  and  De 
Miles,  whom  the  Justiciary  had  opportunely  met 
in  the  castle-hall,  broke  upon  his  idle  paroxysms. 
Inunediately  aU  were  in  their  element.  There 
was  sparkling  of  fierce  eyes ;  grasping  of  hands ; 
swearing  of  bitter  oaths ;  and  rapid  suggestion 
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of  metsures  better  fitted  lor  wreaking  the  royal 
i^ger  than  frantic  words  and  geBtures. 

''  For  thy  life,  Du  Coci/'  said  Flambard, 
''  ride  thou  with  the  Lord  Marshal's  hosts,  whi* 
ther  he  bids,  and  see  that  twenty  purauivants-at- 
arms  (leas  may  not  serve),  be  here  in  tabard  and 
in  saddle  within  an  hour.  Our  writs  to  every 
Sheriff  in  the  reafan  must  fly  with  their  best 
wings ;  or  towns  and  towers  beyond  the  Trent 
will  faU  to  the  rebels  by  the  round  score,  ere  we 
have  power  a-foot  to  strike  a  stroke  !" 

^^  Write  then,  good  Ranulph/'  said  the 
King,  ^'  Dispatch— dispatch  !  Bid  the  stout 
Sherifls  ride  day  and  night,  and  sununon  all 
'twixt  sixty  and  sixteen.  If  they  slumber  or 
tarry, —  fire-brand  and  battle-axe  for  that! 
God^s  curse  upon  the  sleepy  villains  that  lost  our 
Castle-upon-Tyne !  aye,  and  on  ihee^  Du  Coci, 
if  thou  amend  not  the  evil  chance  with  speed. 
Away !  we  will  take  thought  to  give  thee  needful 
force." 

Snr  Alberic  hurried  from  the  chamber.  De 
Tunbridge  and  a  few  other  of  the  higher  crown- 
vassals,  joined  the  royal  military  conclave ;  and, 
on  the  other  hand,  the  Chamberlain,  the  Chan- 
ceUor,  and  the  Treasurer  were  summoned  in  aid 
of  the  toiling  Flambard,  whose  active  mind  had 
already  determined  upon  a  hundred  measures. 


We  pass  to  the  Chreat  Council  which,  by  the 
hour  of  noon,  was  assembled  with  a  fuhiess  that 
crowded  even  that  vast  hall  to  excess.  Every 
Baron  that  the  festival  had  drawn  to  Winchea- 
ter,  lay  and  spiritual,  was  there.  No  man 
caring  or  daring  to  be  absent  after  a  summons 
so  peremptory.  Instantly  as  the  Monarch 
assumed  his  throne,  a  herald,  upon  the  Mar- 
shal's right  hand,  blew  three  times  a  warning 
trumpet-note  of  proclamation ;  and  then,  ano- 
ther, upon  the  left,  stepping  a  little  in  advance, 
announced  in  a  loud  voice  the  rebellion  of  De 
Mowbray  and  De  Albemarle.  A  mixed  sound 
of  surprise  and  execration  rose  and  swelled  on 
every  side ;  but^  when  the  King,  starting  to  his 
feet,  demanded  "  What  comfort  and  what  coun- 
sel his  loyal  lieges  gave  him  in  such  straits  T 
every  lay-baron  present,  except  two^  followed 
the  example  of  Montgomery  and  De  Miles,  who, 
suddenly,  drawing  their  heavy  swords,  and 
waving  them  aloft,  swore  a  deep  oath,  that 
<*  with  those  and  their  good  lances  alone  they 
would  give  comfort  and  counsel  to  their  Sove- 
reign \^ 

^^  I  go,  my  Liege,'^  said  the  Marshal,  '^  to 
fling  abroad  the  first  of  a  thousand  banners;  but, 
were  ten  lances  the  full  muster  of  your  battle 
against  the  high  traitor,  De  Mowbray,  one  of  the 
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ten  were  I !     So  help  me  God  and  his  Hege- 
Baint,  St.  OeoTge !" 

"  exclaimed  the  Constable, 
echoed  De  Tunbridge. 
broke  in  fuU  concert  from  the  as- 
semblage ;  followed  by  a  shout  of  acclamation 
which  seemed  to  ring  and  vibrate  along  the 
bannered  walls,  and  the  carved  roof-work  of  the 
hall. 

"  Now,  by  St.  Luke's  face !  these  are  sounds 
for  a  King^s  ear  and  a  King's  heart ;  aye,  and  a 
King's  thanks,  were  he  the  best  and  strongest 
that  ever  yet  was  bearded  by  rebellion !  Thanks, 
therefore,  my  loyal  and  right-trusty  lieges !  But, 
look  i — "  he  added,  pointing  to  the  two  whom 
we  have  already  alluded  to  as  exceptions — 
"  Even  in  this  goodly  quiver  there  are  broken 
shafts.  Marshal  of  England,  ask  yonder  Knights, 
if  such  they  be,  why  they,  and  they  alone,  fling 
scorn  upon  our  presence  with  shut  lips,  sheathed 
brands,  and  scowling  brows  I  scorn  upon  us,  we 
say,  and  every  token  of  others  fealty.  Bid  them 
make  answer,  on  their  lives." 

There  was  a  dead  silence,  as  Rufus — his  eye 
kindling,  though  he  retained  his  seat,  continued 
to  point  alternately  to  the  objects  of  his  resent- 
ment; whom  the  general  enthusiasm,  indeed^ 
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now  fhced  in  strong  and  ungracious  contrast 
with  all  around. 

Montgomery  strode  midway  betweoi  the 
parties  maleoontent ;  but  they  did  not  wait  to  be 
formally  challenged. 

^*'  Marshal  of  England,"  said  Hug^4e-Loup, 
his  voice  hoarse  and  tremulous  with  passion, 
**"  ask  yonder  King  and  his  Justiciary,  if  it  be 
sooth,  that,  at  the  banquet  of  yester-even,  whither 
nor  I  nor  mine  were  bidden  guests,  the  hand 
and  dowry  of  Maud  de  Aquila,  my  kinswoman 
and  ward,  were  gaged,  by  a  royal  oath,  as  price 
and  guerdon  for  De  Mowbray's  head,  struck  {jff 
by  whatsoever  hand!     Ask  this  and  give  me 


answer.'* 


The  words  were  scarcely  uttered  before 
nald  de  Lacy,  upon  his  part  also,  confronted 
the  Earl  of  Shrewsbury,  and  began  with  a  like 
haughty  formula. 

*'*•  Marshal  of  England,  ask  yonder  King  and 
his  Justiciary,  if  it  be  sooth,  that,  in  the  list  of 
towns  in  Normandy,  marked  out  for  grindii^ 
levies  of  men  and  arms — or,  fiuling  these,  of 
such  scutage-tax  as  would  drain  every  oofler 
within  their  walls — my  town  of  Mans  be  abo 
written  down !  mine  by  the  self-same  ri^t  that 
seats  his  father's  son  upon  yon  throne  of  EInglaod. 
Ask  this,  and  give  me  answer." 
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The  audacity  of  these  questions  seemed  lite- 
rally to  suspend  the  breath  of  all  who  heard. 
But  the  spirit  of  the  Conqueror  bad  boiled  up  in 
William  RuAis. 

''  Now  by  the  Mother  of  Heaven !"  he  ex- 
claimed,  starting  to  his  feet,  ^^  I  am  answered ! 
and  will  make  answer^  were  it  the  first  and 
the  last  time  that  ever  a  true  King  answered  a 
ialse  traitor ! — '* 

'^  Traitor  !"  cried  Hugb-le-Loup,  turning 
fiercely  upon  the  Sovereign,  "  Thy  father.  Sir 
Kmg,  thy  mightier  and  more  kingly  father,  had 
other  speech  and  other  bearing  for  one  who  was 
of  the  first  and  strongest  to  buckle  mail,  and 
scatter  treasure,  that  a  poor  feudatory  Duke 
might  be  transmewted  into  a  free  Monarch.  But 
let  pass.  Sword  nor  treasure  of  mine  shall  out 
till  I  be  answered  touching  this  banquet  boast. 
Is't  sooth  or  not  ?' 

The  King,  who,  it  is  said,  for  the  first  time 
in  his  life,  looked  white  with  passion  instead  of 
redy  strode  up  to  the  offended  and  ofiending  Earl, 
and,  with  a  glare  which  Lupus  hardly  sustained, 
replied  from  between  his  grinding  teeth : — 

"  Sooth,  thou  audacious  villain !  sooth  as 
Heaven  !  Art  answered  1  ha  ?  Why,  we  have 
pampered  thee  with  gifts  and  favour  till  pride 
and  swollen  surquedry  gorge  thee  to  cracking ! 
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Buty  know,  thou  full-fed  banqueter  upon  the 
fruits  of  mine  and  my  dead  father's  largesse, 
that  T  will  yet  work  my  pleasure  with  thee  for 
good  or  evil ;  aye,  as  the  potter  with  his  clay, 
mould  thee  to  what  I  list;  and  where^  and 
when  ;  thee,  and  thine  earldom  ;  treasure,  and 
sword  and  life ;  thy  gross  body — "  he  added^ 
scornfully,  ^'  and  thy  fair  hinswoman  !  gnash 
fangs  at  that^  Sir  Wolf !  For,  as  I  live  and 
breathe,  the  daughter  of  De  Aquila  is  no  more 
ward  of  thine  than  she  is  Queen  of  Heaven." 

Rage  and  insulted  pride  seemed  to  dilate  even 
the  fiill  portly  dimensions  of  Hugh  Vras. 

"  Now,  afore  God  and  his  holy  saints !"  he 
exclaimed,  '^  from  the  crown  of  thy  head  down- 
ward, and  from  the  sole  of  thy  foot  upward, 
William  of  England!  thou  art,  past  thought 
and  speech,  a  matchless  tyrant !  if  it  stand  thtut 
with  Maud  de  Aquila *' 

"If!"  vociferated  the  King,  stamping  fu- 
riously—" sound  trumpets  yet  again !" 

And,  as  the  heralds  obeyed,  he  strode  heavily 
upon  the  steps  of  the  throne,  but  without- seat- 
ing himself — ^then — as  the  peal  of  the  horn  died 

away — 

''''Here"  he  continued,  "though  tampering 

with  rebellion  hath  barred  thee  firom  our  ban- 
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quets,  here^  at  least,  thou  art  a  guest,  bidden  or 
unbidden  ;  and  here  let  thy  own  ears  warn  thee. 
Mark !  He  that  shall  bring  the  traitor  De  Mow- 
bray's head, — Shacked  off,  or  still  upon  the  rebel 
trunk,  it  recks  not ; — now,  by  my  sceptre  and 
my  soul !  on  Him  (be  he  the  meanest  horse-boy 
of  our  camp !)  on  him  will  I  bestow  this  vaunted 
beauty,  this  Maud  de  Aquila ;  for  wife,  for 
slave,  for  strumpet,  or  what  not,  even  as  his 
pleasure  is!  she,  and  her  every  knightVfee, 
manor  and  tower,  forest  and  field.  Our  Lord 
Justiciary,  and  thou.  Earl  Marshal,  look  that  a 
herald-at-arms  make  proclamation  thus,  at  every 
market  cross  and  city  gate." 

The  Earl  of  Chester  struck  with  both  hands 
clenched  upon  a  brow  literally  black  with  con* 
tending  passions ;  and  it  seemed  to  all  present 
as  if  the  violence  of  his  emotions  must  find 
speedy  vent,  either  in  execrations  or  tears.  A 
struggle,  fearful  while  it  lasted,  gave  him  mas- 
tery over  both.  Pacing  slowly,  but  with  lit- 
tle firmness,  through  the  hall,  he  passed  the 
King,  the  Marshal,  and  the  Justiciary,  and, 
taking  from  his  baldric  the  sword  which  we  have 
elsewhere  said  was  given  to  him  by  the  Con- 
queror, delivered  it,  without  a  word,  into  the 
hand  of  De  Miles.     As  the  constable  received 
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it  with  rdaciant  awkv«rdiieaB»  Lnpus  poinied 
to  the  iiiscription  upon  the  Uade,  ^^  Hugo  cwwgf 
Cestria^*'  and  then^  with  shaken  finger,  to  the 
chafed  Rnfus,  whose  burning  eje  followed  the 
gesture,  well  understanding  it  as  a  tacit  renun- 
ciation of  allegiance  upon  the  Earl's  part. 

The  latter,  with  recovered  firmness  of  step, 
but  looking  deadly  pale,  then  made  for  the  hail 
door,  saying  to  the  Barons  who  thronged  be- 
tween,— 

^'  I  pray  you  let  me  pass ; — ^tlus  hall  gnows 
hot/' 

'^  Wouldst  cool  thee  tit  the  North ;"  said 
Ruftis,  "  ha,  Cousin  Earl  ?" 

''My  Lord  of  Chester,"  said  Fkmfaard, 
speaking  now  for  the  first  time,  ''  is  cousin  abo 
to  De  Albemarle ;  look  well,  my  Liege,  to  that. 
If  choice  between  be  question  of  near  bloody  a 
sparrow  8  feather  will  turn  the  scale/' 

''  Hell-bom  and  bred ! "  exclaimed  the  Earl, 
''  mine  is  indeed  the  blood  of  kings,  and  dost 
thau^  mean,  undescended  caitiff!  dare  to  lift 
finger  or  wag  tongue  against  me !" 

''  Not, — "  replied  the  sneering  Favourite,  as 
he  held  before  him  the  intercepted  letter  from 
De  Mowbray,  and  pointed,  insultingly,  to  the  bit- 
ter passage — '' '  if  thou  canst  leave  turning  and 
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dat^ingy  and  blomnp  hot  and  cold  with  the 
mme  breath,  and  looking  now  backward,  now 
farward—' hski  mighty  Earl !—" 

The  hand  of  Lupus  was  upon  his  dagger ;  but 
80  abo  was  the  hand  of  another  upon  him,  and 
a  voice  murmured,  '^Not  yet,  nor  here — ^be  cahn/' 

He  ^*  looked  daggers,  but  used  none,"  and 
again  moved  for  the  door. 

^'  Tarry,"  said  the  King,  '^  and  take  again  thy 
sword.  Aye,  and  an  oath  upon  its  cross-hilt, 
under  the  beards  of  these  holy  bishops  and  ab- 
bots, that  thou  wilt  meet  us,  in  five  days,  with 
all  thy  power,  levied  both  west  and  east  of  Oflh  s 
Dyke.—" 

The  Elarl  indeed  took  back  the  sword,  but  it 
was  only  to  throw  it  upon  the  lowest  step  of  the 
throne ;  "  I  will  meet  thee.  Cousin  King,"  he 
said  equivocally,  '*  toith  all  my  power*' 

'*  Attach  him  of  high  treason ;"  said  the 
Justiciary,  and  the  Marshal  passed  between  Lu- 
pus and  the  door,  but  did  not  lay  hand  upon 
him,  nor  repeat  the  words  of  arrest ;  for  ther^ 
was  that  in  the  eyes  of  every  Baron  near,  which 
admonished  forbearance.  The  Earl  of  Chester, 
indeed,  could  draw  no  assurance  or  countenance 
from  his  own  baronage  of  the  Palatinate ;  the 
Obbat  CouNaL  being  formed  exclusively  of  Crown- 
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I  look  for  rebuke  at  your  Grace's  hand,  nor  that 
the  voice  of  all  your  lieges  should  thus  be  surety 
for  Hugh  Lupus'  faith;  I  pray  God,  their  pledges 
be  redeemed !  and  touching  the  hot  words  of 
arrest  your  Grace  reproves  me  for,  I  say  but  as 
it  is  written,  (if  these  holy  bishops  be  well 
remembered,)  ^  The  zeal  of  thy  house  hath 
eaten  me  up.*" 

He  stretched  his  aim  towards  the  Marshal^ 
who,  in  his  turn,  waved  for  free  passage  to  the 
Eiarl  of  Chester.  All  fell  back  with  alacrity, 
to  mark  their  triumph  over  the  Minister ;  and, 
with  a  measured  step,  without  a  single  word  of 
parting  reverence,  Hugh-le-Loup  quitted  the 
royal  hall. 
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CHAPTER  II. 

Up  Willy  t  wanr  them  a'  man  I" 

Oid  Seotek  Stm^. 


Db  Lact*8  single  head  was  now  bare  to  the 
royal  fury;  but  he  took  assurance  from  the 
impunity  of  Lupus.  The  Monarch  too,  politic 
even  in  extreme  passion,  and  conscious  of  the 
wedmoB  of  his  prerogative  against  the  indomi- 
table  spirit  of  his  nobles,  thus  leagued  in  defence 
of  their  common  rights,  shunned  the  mortifica- 
tion of  apparent  defeat,  by  assuming  a  new 
character.  He  exchanged  his  hig^  tone  of 
kingly  resentment  for  the  bold  indifference  and 
sarcastic  levity  which  distinguished  him  in  ordi- 
nary moments. 

^'  Tush  !^  he  exclaimed,  with  a  half-laugh ;  ^^  it 
is  the  breathing  time  of  day  with  our  plump 
cousin  of  Chester ;  and,  if  the  testy  gentleman 
break  custom,  choler  and  fat  may  choke  him. 
Let  pass,  my  lords,  and  think  we  of  these  north- 
em  villains.     What  muster  make  we  of  true 
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men  to  beard  them?  What  foes  are  certain f 
and  what  friends  are  hollow?  Lord  Marshal, 
thy  heart  is  in  the  war-saddle  ?  Milo  de  Miles ! 
rough-tongued  as  thou  art,  do  I  not  know  thee 
trusty  as  forged  steel  ?  Reginald  de  Lacy,"  he 
added,  as  the  dark  Baron  stood  forward,  with 
the  air  of  one  who  was  determined  to  be  an- 
swered ;  "  thy  power  lies  northward ;  I  look 
to  hear  that  thou  art  foremost  to  cripple  the 
rebeFs  strength.  Look  well  to  thy  towers  of 
Newark." 

^'  I  will,  my  Liege,^'  replied  the  Baron,  '^  and  to 
my  towers  of  Mans^  moreover,  if  grace  be  giren 
me.  What  answer  makes  your  Grace,  as  touchr 
ing  them  ?*' 

"  That  they  are  thine,  good  Reginald,  as  here- 
tofore," answered  the  King,  "  while  thou  canst 
yet  so  dream,  and  awake  not." 

"  Dreamed,  have  I  ?"  said  De  Lacy.  **  Your 
Grace  is  gamesome  with  me.  Dreamed  ?  How, 
if  I  answer  in  like  mood,  that  I  sleep  fast,  and 
will  dream  on  till  I  have  dreamed  away  this 
dream  of  life  ?" 

*'  Put  me  not  to  make  trial  of  thee,"  rejoined 
Rufiis.  "  Mans  is  my  city,  and  there  an  eod. 
Who  knows  not  that  my  royal  Father  won  it 
with  bow  and  spear  V* 
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••  Who  knows  not,"  replied  the  Baron,  ''that 
he  released  it  to  my  sire  by  composition,  when 
men  and  arms  were  lacking  to  make  Duke 
William  King  of  this  realm  of  England !  '* 

'*  Where  be  the  vouchers  ? "  said  Rufus  with 
a  bitter  smile;  '*shew  me  them^  good  Reginald ; 
for  we  remember  not  these  matters  of  chap- 
manship  and  brokerage.'^ 

"  Deal  not  with  me  as  with  a  babe,  my 
Liege,"  said  De  Lacy.  **  Look,"  and  he 
pointed  to  a  cross,  figured  in  red,  upon  his 
uiantle,  ''I  am  bound  to  the  Holy  Land;  and  in 
the  name  of  Him  for  whose  tomb  t  am  to  do 
battle,  and  before  these,  his  holy  servants,  I  do 
demand  a  pledge  from  thee,  Sir  Kii^,  that 
Mans  be  left  in  peace  while  1  am  absent." 

"  In  peace,  1  pledge  ye,"  answered  the 
Monarch  ;  '^  God's  peace  and  mine,  when  I  have 
spread  my  banner  upon  its  walls ;  but  not  his 
or  theirs  that  shall  lift  finger  to  gainsay  me. 
Go  where  ye  list  in  this  holy  humour.  Sir  Baron  ; 
but  first,  if  thou  be  vassal  of  mine,  levy  me  fit 
strength,  under  fit  leading,  to  fight  these  rebels 
at  home ;  this,  or  pay  scutage  to  the  full ;  we 
give  thee  choice." 

•*  My  oath,"  persisted  De  Lacy,  "  was  taken 
for  the  Holy  War  before  I  knew  of  this  rebellion; 
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and,  for  my  city  of  Mans,  I  hold  it  by  here- 
ditary right,  as  thou,  Sir  King,  thy  throne.  If 
ye  dispute  my  just  succession,  appeal  we  to 
King  Philip,  and  I  wiU  plead  my  cause  before 
the  proper  court.*" 

^'  I  will  plead  with  ye,^'  rejoined  the  King ; 
''  but  my  lawyers  shall  be  right  keen  ones ; 
lances  and  swords  and  arrows ;  be  sure  of  that, 
great  Baron.*^ 

*'  Then  by  the  blessed  cross  which  I  have 
taken/*  exclaimed  De  Lacy,  "  I  will  mark  that 
holy  sign  upon  banner  and  shield,  helm  and 
mantle,  surcoat  and  saddle,  horse  and  tent; 
and  so  departing,  as  Christ's  servant,  leave  my 
just  cause  to  his  holy  keeping ! " 

''Do  as  ye  list,"  repeated  the  Monarch, 
unmoved  by  a  threat  then  considered  so  awful. 
''  I  seek  not  to  make  war  upon  Crusaders ;  but 
I  will  have  the  lands  my  Father  had;  aye, 
every  hide  and  oxgang!  Therefore,  bestir  thee, 
holy  champion,  and  bar  weU  thy  gates,  and  look 
with  good  heed  to  thy  bounding  walls ;  for  by 
God  and  our  Lady,  I  will  visit  ye  anon  with  a 
hundred  thousand  lances  at  my  back  !" 

"  And  by  God  and  our  Lady  !  "  iterated  the 
provoked  vassal,  with  like  impious  energy,  and 
while  his  black  brow  grew  yet  Uacker,  '*  long 
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shall  ye  knock,  and  loud,  ere  one  of  a  thousand 
gain  entnuDce ! — But  I  am  answered,  mighty 
King;  and,  under  favour,  will  forthwith  depart, 
to  give  mine  household  hint  of  preparation  for 
such  honour. 

'  When  bale  is  at  hig^heit 
Boot  ia  nighest '  " 

and,  with  this  doggrel  proverb  of  consolation, 
he  turned  to  quit  the  haU. 

'*  Tarry,"  cried  Rufiis.  *'  Thou  hast  done  me 
good  service,  Reginald  de  Lacy,  and  I  would 
thank  thee  for  it.**' 

'*  Now  grace  forbid  your  Grace  should  be  so 
gracious!"  said  the  Baron  scornfully.  ^^God 
keep  me  from  the  gratitude  of  Kings !  ^ 

"The  devil  will  not  have  it  so,"  rejoined 
Rufus.  "  For,  in  the  ears  of  all  this  presence, 
I  thank  thee  that  thou  hcut  made  prisoner 
Constance  de  Mowbray.  Nay,  wince  not,  pious 
Reginald  !  It  was  as  hostage^  doubtless,  for 
her  rebel  father,  and,  by  St.  Luke'^s  face!  better 
worth  than  a  thousand  others  !  But  thoUy 
Champion  of  holy  men  and  sepidchres !  art  no 
meet  keeper  for  a  buxom  damsel ;  give  up,  if  ye 
be  wise ;  have  her  within  these  walls  with  thy 
best  qpeed;   and  look — '^  added  the  sarcastic 
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Monarch,  suddenly  lowering  his  deep  htfsb 
tones,  ''  look  that  the  casket  be  unbroken,  and 
the  gem  safe.  Dost  thou  understand  me,  ckaUe 
joumeyer  to  Jerusalem ! " 

^'  I  hear,"  replied  the  Baron.  *'  But  it  boots 
not.  Lay  charge  upon  others,  Sir  King,  and 
chief  upon  Stephen  de  Albemarle,  who  snatched 
the  banquet  from  my  lips,  and  is  like,  ere  this, 
to  have  fed  full  upon^t  himself.  By  St.  An- 
thony, I  play  not  the  hypocrite ;  I  had  worked 
my  pleasure  with  the  fair  fool,  and  denied  it  not 
when  done;  but  the  good  Earl,  your  cousin, 
took  me  at  disadvantage,  rent  the  spoil  from 
the  spoiler,  and  left  me  upon  the  forest-turf 
with  the  blood  running  from  my  breast  like 
a  conduit.  Why!  who  sees  not  that  I  am 
haggard  as  a  sick  priest,  and  flesh-shrunken  to 
the  very  ribs !" 

And,  in  fact,  the  appearance  of  the  speaker 
corroborated  his  assertion  ;  form  and  face  alike 
bearing  token  of  recent  pain  and  sickness. 

^'  But,  here,"  he  continued,  as  the  venerable 
Archbishop  Anselra  entered  the  hall,  '^  here 
cometh  one  through  whom,  as  I  live  and 
breathe,  I  will  appeal  to  Rome  touching  my 
city  of  Mans — I,  a  soldier  of  the  cross,  against 
your  grasping  Orace  that  will  not  stir  finger  for 
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sunt  or  sii&piilchre,  although  the  great  Devil 
hraisdf  were  up  and  doing,  listing  rather  to 
tany  here  at  home  to  pill  and  plunder  the 
absent  chivalry  of  Christendom.'* 

*'  Blasphemous  hypocrite  !  '^  said  the  King, 
**  ihau  a  soldier  of  the  cross !  that  believest  not 
either  in  Heaven  or  Hell !  get  hence,  and  levy 
force,  thou'dst  best.  Once  levied,  if  thou 
depart  my  realm  ere  we  have  fought  De  Mow- 
bray, set  not  foot  in  it  again,  or  I  will  hang 
thee,  traitor  !  and  so  look  to  it." 

"  Hear  him,  holy  Father ! "  said  De  Lacy, 
*'hear  the  Christian  King  threaten  Christ's 
champion  with  a  dog's  death,  for  doing  the  work 
of  Mother  Church  in  the  far  East !" 

^*  Both  thou  and  he,"  resumed  the  King, 
'^^all  first  do  my  work  in  the  West.  Look 
thou,  Archbishop  of  Canterbury,  that  thy  levies 
of  men  and  arms,  in  this  rebellious  day,  be  far 
other  than  those  for  our  Welsh  wars  of  late. 
Send  me  not  again  such  fleshless  scarecrows  upon 
skeleton  steeds ;  milk-livered  caitii&  upon  spa- 
vined jades ;  the  very  scum  of  Saxon  filth  and 
wretchedness  in  all  thy  manors ;  the  very  jest 
and  hissing  of  our  camp.  By  St.  Luke's  face, 
Prelate,  I  tell  thee,  if  thou  again  dost  me  such 
scorn,  I  will  send  thee  to  joll  horns  with  the 
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Bishop  of  Ostia,  whom,  without  my  leave,  thou 
hast  saucily  made  Pope  in  my  dominions.*^ 

It  is  not  our  province  here  to  do  justice  to  the 
calm  courage  with  which  Anselm  refused  plainly 
to  furnish  a  single  man-at-arms  for  the  approach- 
ing  struggle.  Once  had  he  compromised  the 
solemn  dignity  of  his  office ;  but  not  again  would 
he  do  so  to  be  Primate  of  the  whole  earth. 
The  King  should  have  his  benediction  and  his 
prayers;  but  he  would  fight  with  no  other 
weapon. 

"  As  the  Lord  liveth,**  concluded  the  old  man, 
*'  I  wiU  not  again  bid  vassal  of  mine  strike  with 
the  arm  of  flesh,  till  He  that  is  King  of  kings, 
with  his  own  dread  voice,  and  in  his  own  dread 
time,  bids  me  be  zealous  even  to  slaying  !^* 

It  was  in  vain  that  Rufus  heaped  invectives 
upon  him  for  his  doggedness,  and  swore  that 
he  "  hated  him  yesterday — ^hated  him  to-day — 
and  would  hate  him  still  worse  to-morrow.*' — 
Anselm  replied  only  by  gently  shaking  his  head, 
as  he  appealed  to  some  of  those  present  who  had 
urged  his  acceptance  of  the  Primacy, "  Siud  I  not 
that  ye  were  joining,  in  the  same  plough,  an  un- 
tamed bull  with  an  old  and  feeble  sheep  !  Said 
I  not,  that  the  sheep  would  be  dragged  by  her 
fierce  yoke-mate  through  thorns,  and  biakes, 
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and  briars,  till  slie  had  lost  wool,  and  milk,  and 
lambs,  and  was  useless!" 

"  Aye,  by  St.  Luke's  face,  holy  Sheep  !"  said 
the  King,  "  and  thou  shah  be  dragged,  whither 
we  list  to  plough !  and  if  thy  wool,  and  milk, 
and  lambs,  be  typical  of  men,  and  arms,  and 
treasures,  w^  will  have  tythe  of  thee,  of  each 
and  all, — ^be  sure  of  that  V 

'*  Tr€€isur€8  wouldst  thou  V*  said  Anselm,  ''  in 
this  temple"  (pressing  his  bosom)  '^mammon 
and  lucre  are  as  accursed  things — they  have  no 
worship.  But  shall  I  give  of  our  holy  patrimony 
to  be  the  price  of  blood  i  Shall  I  pour  it  out 
upon  him  who  grasps  the  revenues  of  vacant 
sees  and  abbeys,  and  had  rather  the  bereaved 
flocks  perished  than  bid  fresh  shepherds  feed 
and  nourish  them  T 

''  Why,  what  is  that  to  thee  l^  said  Rufus. 
'^  Are  not  the  abbeys  mine  I  Do  ye  as  ye  list 
with  yottr  farms,  and  I  will  do  as  I  list  with  my 
abbeys.  By  St.  Luke's  face !  ye  that  be  the 
Lord's  servants  shall  do  somewhat  for  the  Lord's 
anointed !  and  with  a  liberal  hand  in  this  crying 
pinch.  Ten  thousand  merks  have  I  disbursed 
to  my  brother  Robert,  that  he,  too,  like  the 
pious  Reginald  de  Lacy  there,  may  dolour  work 
and  fight  your  battles  in  Palestine — and  shall 
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your  holy  shotdders  alone  be  quit  of  the  general 
burden !" 

"Pardon,  great  King,"  said  the  Prelate; 
^^  but  if  thou  hast  given  treasure  to  thy  brother, 
hast  thou  not  thy  brother  s  Dukedom  in  gi^  i 
Is  it  not  thine  to  bend  or  break  ?  We,  of  the 
groaning  clergy,  can  bear  no  added  burden,  un- 
less we  grind  to  the  very  earth  the  wretched 
farmers  upon  our  lands.^ 

"  What!"  exclaimed  William,  "have  ye  no 
caskets  of  silver  and  of  gold,  full  of  dead  men*s 
bones!  haf 

There  was  a  general  movement  of  uneasiness 
at  this  bold  impiety,  as  weU  amongst  laics  as 
clergy ;  but  none  of  the  latter  had  courage  or 
principle  to  back  the  Primate  in  his  opposition. 

"  I  go,"  said  the  latter,  "to  take  counsel  of 
our  Holy  Father  in  Rome.  Brethren  of  the 
Church  —  fellow-labourers  in  this  vineyard  of 
tares,  tell  me  if  herein  your  hearts  are  as  my 
heart ;  and  if  your  words  shall  be  as  my  words — 
pronounce  unto  me  ere  I  go  hence.^' 

"  Verily,  Father  Anselm,"  said  one  of  the 
mitred  Dignitaries  appealed  to,  "  herein  we  have 
taken  counsel,  and  herein  we  cannot  so(xr  up  io 
thy  sublimity.** 

"  Goyotf,  then,"  said  the  Archbishop  solemnly. 
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"  to  your  Lord ;  but,  as  for  me  and  my  house, 
we  will  serve  the  Lord  our  God !  '* 

He  then  took,  firom  the  hands  of  one  who 
waited,  a  pilgrim's  staff  and  scrip ;  lifted  up  his 
eyes  to  Heaven ;  bestowed  a  benediction  upon 
the  King,  and  departed. 

The  Council,  soon  after,  broke  up. 

"  Shaven  hypocrite !"  said  Rufus,  when  he 
and  Flambard  were  alone,  '^  if  he  go  hence,  I 
will  strip  me  his  farms  and  manors  bare  as  the 
fallow  glebe." 

*•*•  Something  must  we  do,  my  Liege,^  said  the 
Justiciary,  "  if  it  be  nothing  better  than  strip- 
ping abbey  roofs  of  their  lead ;  and  the  fair 
aisles  beneath  of  those  foolish  pixies  and  chalices, 
and  jewelled  crosses,  and  embroidered  nothings 
that  the  peeled  gluttons  are  so  fain  to  doat  on. 
Come !  take  we  thought,  my  Liege,  which  holy 
sheep  must  first  to  the  shearing  f — ^ 

While  these  and  like  resolutions  were  pass- 
ing  in  the  royal  privacy,  other  passions  found 
vent  in  the  several  chambers  of  Hugh  Lupus  and 
Reginald  de  Lacy ;  where  the  former  poured  out 
his  whole  boiling  heart  into  the  ear  of  Matilda  ; 
and  the  latter,  with  a  fierce  eloquence,  shook 
down  the  already  tottering  allegiance  of  De 
Tunbridge.  .  Reginald  had  indeed  no  heavy  task ; 
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proToked  and  disgusted  as  was  now  the  haughty, 
vain,  and  selfish  Sir  Ilbert,  with  the  Kings's 
threatened  disposal  of  his  promised  bride,  Ma- 
tilda. We  say,  promised^  Rufus  having  allowed 
him  to  retire  from  a  previous  audience,  fully 
trusting  that  his  splendid  offers  for  the  lady 
would  ultimately  be  accepted. 

*'*'  Walk  by  my  counsel,'"  said  De  Lacy,  to 
whom,  in  the  fury  of  disappointment,  he  had 
unbosomed  himself,  ^'  walk  by  my  counsd,  and 
she  is  thine,  aye,  without  payment  of  one  zecchin 
to  this  red  tyrant,  that  thinks  to  make  every 
man's  neck  his  footstool ! — Sup  with  me,  good 
Sir  Ilbert,  and  I  wiU  shew  thee  a  bridge  of 
safety  over  this  gulf  of  storms. — '^ 

Once  confident  of  his  knightly  prey,  the  Baron 
hurried  to  strike,  while  the  iron  glowed,  in  ano- 
ther quarter. 

He  sought  the  tower  allotted  to  Hugh  Lupus, 
and  presented  himself  suddenly  before  Matilda, 

— "  Staring,  full  ghastly,  like  a  '  nrardered'  man.*' 

The  Lady's  first  words  implied  such  an  impres- 
sion.— 

"*'  De  Lacy!*'  she  exclaimed,  "  or  a  spirit  !^' 
^*  Himself,'^  he  answered,  "  that  poor  half  of 
him«  at  least,  left  by  the  Devil  and  the  Leech." 
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'^  Hast  thou  done  a  murder,  Reg^ld !"  said 
Matilda. 

"  No—"  he  replied,  "  but  murder  hath  well 
nigh  been  done  upon  me.*^ 

**  Aye/'  she  resumed,  "  stabbed  with  bright 
eyes." 

"  They  dig  deep  then,*^  answered  the  Baroil; 
"  to  draw  blood  by  the  goblet-full.  Look !"  and, 
throwing  wide  his  cloak,  he  displayed  more  fully 
the  ravages  of  sickness  upon  his  else  stalwart 
firame. 

**  It  was  brights^ee/.  Lady;  and  stricken  home, 
too ; — ^laugh  if  thou  wilt,  but  I  have  been  stabbed 
acantly  less  than  heart-deep  by  a  woman's  hand.'^ 

''  Mother  of  Heaven !"  cried  Matilda,  ''  but 
not  by  Constance  de  Mowbray  ! — ^ha  T 

'VBy  Heaven'^s  Mother  and  my  own,  yes! 
Even  by  her !  that  pale-faced  trembler  !  timid 
and  shrinking  as  ye  deem  her.  I  had  snatched 
the  prize,  by  a  shallow  trick,  from  the  yet  shal- 
lower things  who  jousted  for  her  upon  the  forest- 
lea—" 

"  Jousted  r  interrupted  Matilda. 

"  Why,-  heard  ye  not  of  that  ?  Jousted,  I 
say.  Let  pass.  The  prize  was  mine.  They 
chased  me  hotly,  and  in  vain,  until  that  accursed 
Stephen  de  Albemarle,  riding  as  though  a  fiend 
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bore  hiniy  halloed  a  voice  of  rescuei  scarce  five 
lance-lengths  behind.  Another  minute  and  I 
had  rid  my  saddle  of  the  Dame,  and,  while  they 
that  aided  me  fled  onward  with  her^  I  promiae 
ye  this  hand  had  taught  Stephen  de  Albemarle 
to  thrust  his  busy  fingers  again  betwixt  me  and 
mine  I  But,  with  the  first  breath  of  his  lip,  by 
St.  Mary !  my  delicate  one  struggled  like  a 
sleuth-hound  in  a  leash !  shrielrnor  cry  did  she 
utter,  but  reared  and  writhed  in  my  clutch, 
until,  by  evil  chance,  her  own  closed  upon  my 
dagger-hilt,  and  then *' 

'*  She  stabbed  thee !"  exclaimed  Matilda,  her 
eye  flashing  admiration,  *'  why !  there  wrou^t 
the  spirit  of  her  race  !  there  woke  the  De  Mow- 
bray !     But  on — what  next  ?" 

"  Blood,"  said  De  Lacy,  "  blood — darkness 
—earth  swimming,  and  sky  reeling.  I  remember 
but  the  idle  heaving  up  of  my  Inrand,  as  the  hot 
Earl  came  thundering  towards  me ;  then  aU  was 
black  trance  and  dizzy  stupor.  When  the  doud 
broke,  I  saw  cavern  walls,  and  a  man,  a  Saxon, 
ghastly  with  vigils,  seated  near  me,  playing  the 
leech.  Three  accursed  days  and  nights  of 
tossings,  writhings,  and  drug-drinking  crawled 
over  me  like  twenty  ages !  and  then  my  good 
saint  took  heart  of  ruth,  and,  as  the  godly 
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phrase  it,  I  arose,  and  girded  up  my  loins,  and 
walked." 

"  As  spirits  walk,"  said  Matilda,  "  to  judge 
by  thy  white  cheek.  Why,  thou  art  bloodless ; 
and  reft  too,  for  ever,  of  the  bright  toy  that 
tempted  thee !" 

"Not  so,  fair  Damsel  of  the  West,"  he 
replied.  '*  Enough  of  blood  yet  boils  at  my 
heart,  though  it  be  driven  awhile  from  cheek 
and  brow;  and  that^  ere  long,  Constance  of 
the  gory  hand  shall  confess.  Look  !  for  a  space 
she  hath  changed  her  keeper,  but  not  fate^  nor 
Reginald  de  Lacy.  Mine  she  is,  and  mine  she 
shall  be.  A  Saxon  wizard,  my  good  leech  and 
friend,  hath  looked  heedfully  to  that.  By  his 
spells  Constance  de  Mowbray  vanished  from  the 
greedy  eye  of  De  Albemarle  as  quickly  and 
as  fairly  as  from  mine  !  ha,  ha,  ha !  I  laugh  to 
think  that  he  is  cozened !  I  laugh  to  know 
that  she  is  nestled  whither  he  cannot  climb, 
were  he  a  King  to-night — ^whither  I,  and  1 
alone,  have  the  clue  to  follow. '^ 

*•  Get  thee  hence,  then,"  said  the  Lady,  *'  all 
blooming  as  thou  art,  and  woo  and  win.  But 
thou  art  cooled,  De  Lacy ;  sickness  hath  frozen 
love ;  or  not  thus  hadst  thou  given  the  sweet 
bird  time  and  chance  to  gather  plume  for 
flight." 

c  3 
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**0h,  content  ye,"  said  the  Baron,  with  a 
grisly  chuckle,  "content  ye.  She  will  tarry  till 
I  come.  High  and  strong  is  the  cage  ;  and  if 
she  fly  to  De  Albemarle,  or  De  Albemarle  climb 
to  Aer,  the  curse  of  the  lightly-cheated  fool  be 
upon  me ! " 

"  There  are,^'  said  Matilda,  *^  those  who  shall 
indeed  curse  thee  if  ever  Stephen  make  Con- 
stance Queen  of  England.  But  now,  Baron  of 
Newark,  what  course  boldest  thou  in  this  new 
and  troubled  world  ?  Art  thou  for  King  Wil- 
liam or  King  Stephen?  ha!^* 

De  Lacy  smiled  grimly  as  before,  while  he 
replied,  pointing  to  the  cross  upon  his  shoulder, 
^'  Dost  thou  speak  of  carnal  vanities  to  the 
bearer  of  this  symbol  ? " 

"  Dost  thou  speak  to  a  fool  ? "  returned  the 
Lady,  and  then  added,  suddenly  drawing  back  as 
the  voice  of  Hugh  Lupus  sounded  without, 

*'  Make  answer  to  mine  uncle,  for  hither 
mcthinks  he  comes,  yet  shaking  with  the  fever- 
fit  of  his  wrath.  Farewell,  De  Lacy,  and 
remember,  my  heart,  and  will,  and  voice  are  as 
my  kinsman's ;  and  thou  and  the  Red  Tyrant 
have  broken  bonds  for  ever.  What  ?  shall  not 
Newark  follow  Mans  if ^ 

She  .  ceased  as  the  Earl  of  Chester  strode 
heavily  across  the  chamber,  and  then,  adding 
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only  the   single    word    '*  Remember !  '*   disap- 
peared. 

Hitherto  De  Lacy  and  Hugh  Lupus  had  been 
of  bitterly  opposed  factions;  but  the  coimcil- 
scene  of  that  day  had  changed  their  position ; 
made  them  brethren  in  persecution,  and  given 
them  one  common  bond  of  new  and  exasperated 
feeling.  Messengers  were  instantly  dispatched 
for  De  Tunbridge  and  De  Aldery ;  and  the 
haughty  discontented  four  met  at  supper  with 
the  promptitude  of  deep  personal  and  political 
hatred.  We  confine  ourselves,  however,  to 
results ;  merely  stating  that  they  departed  that 
veiy  night,  suddenly,  and  secretly,  from  Win- 
chester; each  pledging  himself  that,  after  a 
sweeping  levy  of  his  powers,  he  would  march 
northward,  and  join  the  banner  of  De  Mowbray. 
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CHAPTER  in. 


<i 


Shift  we  the  scene :  The  camp  doth  move." 


-Meanwhile,  as  they  talked,  behold,  and  lo !  there 


It 


came  a  dwarf  from  the  city  of  Camelot.' 


Mtnie  i^  Arthur. 


Hitherto  the  unities  of  time  and  place  have 
been  almost  classically  unbroken  in  our  drama. 
We  must  now  take  license  with  both ;  and,  bid- 
ding a  long  adieu  to  the  White  City,  premise  the 
lapse  of  some  weeks  between  the  close  of  our 
last  chapter  and  the  opening  of  this. 

We  change  the  scene,  too,  from  the  sylvan 
slopes  and  woody  glades  of  Hanq)shire,  to  the 
savage  wilds  and  iron-bound  shores  of  Duriiam 
and  Northumberland. 

In  these  provinces  the  flame  of  rebellion  had 
now  every  where  broken  out,  and,  from  the 
banks  of  the  Tees  and  Tyne  to  those  of  Tweed 
and  Teviot,  not  a  fortress,  or  strong-hold  of 
note,  remained  to  Kmg  William,  except  Bar- 
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kiiu^  Castle  and  Morpeth,  which  were  stoutly 
defended  by  Guido  Baliol  and  Roger  de  Merley, 
both  powerful  Barons^  and  violently  opposed  to 
"the  haught  Northumberland.*"  We  have  al- 
readv  intimated  that  the  towers  of  Monkchester 
(Newcastle)  had  been  seized,  immediately  after 
De  Waleric's  murder,  by  a  detachment  of  the 
Rebels.  They  were  now  strongly  garrisoned 
for  De  Albemarle,  who,  in  fact,  throwing  away 
the  scabbard  with  his  assumed  minstrelship,  had 
proclaimed  himself  King  of  England,  and  estab- 
lished his  court  within  those  very  walls. 

About  nine  miles  to  the  eastward,  his  potent 
frigid  De  Mowbray  lifted  the  banner  of  ^^  King 
Stephen/'  upon  the  castellated  Priory  of  Tyne- 
mouth,  and  resided  there  with  little  less  of  state 
than  the  new  Monarch  himself;  while  the  re- 
mote stations  of  Alnwick,  Dunstanborough,  and 
Bamborough,  given  to  the  safe-keeping  of  tried 
friends,  with  stout  garrisons,  appeared  tolerably 
secure  from  any  attempt  King  William  could 
make  against  them.  The  whole  Northern 
power  of  the  insurgent  Earls  was,  indeed,  now 
afoot ;  and  such  of  their  numbers  as  were  not 
drawn  within  castle  walls,  or  quartered  in  neigh- 
bouring towns  and  villages,  encamped  along  the 
banks  of  the  rivers,  ready  at  an  instant^s  warn- 
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ing  to  ooaleace  and  nuuneh  upon  a  given  point. 
In  the  mean  time,  their  Southern  alUeSi  the  £ail 
of  Chester,  De  Tunbridge,  and  De  Lacy,  acting 
upon  lesB  organised  plans,  taken  by  surprise, 
and  having  levies  to  raise  in,  and  conduct 
throng  districts  where  the  power  and  authority 
of  William  were  yet  recognised,  had  a  more 
tedious  and  dilatory  game  to  play.  Assurances, 
however,  reached  De  Mowbray  that  they  were, 
at  length,  en  route^  and  in  such  numbers  as 
would  enable  the  combined  powers  to  fight  even 
a  pitched  battle  with  Rufiis. 

On  the  other  hand,  that  fiery  Monarch, 
nothing  doubting,  and  nothing  fearing,  threw 
himself  with  a  fierce  alacrity  from  his  throne 
into  the  war  saddle ;  and,  like  the  ^' 
Hyperion"  of  Keats,  threatened  speedily  to 


«i 


streteb  m  ierriUe  right  ann 


O^tT  the  troubled  confines  of  his  reelm.*' 

Flambard,  with  the  power  of  Regent  over  the 
south,  remained  at  Winchester.  All  the  great 
vassals  of  the  crown,  obeying  the  summons  to 
which  their  tenures  subjected  them,  joined  the 
royal  standard  in  full  force  at  Tam  worth ;  and, 
from  thence,  set  out  in  two  hosts  to  meet  or 
surprise  the  Rebels.  One  of  these  divisions, 
under  Rufiis  himself,  with  the  Ccmstable  De 
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Miles,  and  the  prime  chivalry  of  the  Royalists, 
marched  direct  upon  York ;  that  city,  with  its 
powerful  castle,  being  the  first  of  De  Mowbray's 
s^'engths  which  lay  in   the  route  northward. 
The  other  forces,  led  by  Montgomery,  glanced  to 
the  westward,  with  a  view,  not  only  of  assuring 
the  Northern  Welsh  Marches,  but  of  intercept- 
ing, if  possible,  the  yet  divided  legions  of  Earl 
Lupus  and  De  Tunbridge.     The  King  succeeded 
with  little  delay,  in  his  object,  York  being  sur- 
rendered upon  the  second  summons;  but  the 
speed  and  vigilance  of  the  Marshal  wore  eluded 
by  the  Earl  of  Chester  and  Sir  Ilbert,  who,  ef- 
fecting their  junction,  hurried  northward  to  the 
main  body,  and  at  the  moment  of  our  narrative 
being  resumed,  were  within  little  more  than  two 
days*  march  of  the  Tyne.     Let  us  not  forget  to 
add,  that  the  Damoiselle  Matilda  was  in  their 
company,  nothing  loth  ;    and  that  not  a  pretur 
chevalier  of  them  all  shewed  greater  enthusiasm 
in  the  cause,  or  more  indifference  to  fatigue  and 
danger. 

So  much  for  the  high  and  mighty  of  our  per- 
sonages. But  where  was  the  gentle  Raymond ! 
where  the  lovely  Constance  ?  where  the  unlovely 
Dwarf?  and  where  the  jolly  Knight  of  the 
Broken  Lance,  with  his  mad-cap  Squire !  As  to 
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the  three  first,  we  venture  to  reply  in  the  words 
of  the  Author  of."  Henry,  Earl  of  M(»*elan<l :" 

"  Author.  While  all  imaginable  care  is  tak* 
ing  for  the  recovery  of  these  poor  people,  we 
beg  leave  to  return 

"Friend.  Ah,  plague  upon  your  ^return!* 
here  you  have  raised  my  curiosity  to  the  highest, 
and  distressed  me  in  the  extreme,  as  to  these 
unhappy  persons,  and,  in  the  instant,  you  fly 
off  from  the  satisfaction  expected.  But  I  pre- 
sume you  are  upon  honour;  you  are  intrusted 
with  secrets,  and 

"Author.  Sir,  you  never  were  more  mis- 
taken. I  know  nothing  at  all  of  these  people's 
affisdrs,  but  as  soon -as  they  are  able  they  shall 
speak  for  themselves.*' 

For  the  present,  then,  this  is  all  that  we  un- 
dertake respe;cting  Raymond  and  Constance;  and 
as  for  the  poor  Dwarf,  who  cannot  speak  for 
himself,  we  will  endeavour  that  in  due  time, 
others  may  speak  for  him. 

The  good  knight,  Alteric  du  Coci,  however, 
we  will  immediately  set  before  all  eyes.  The  first 
mover  in  the  great  military  game  about  to  be 
played,  he  had  hurried  northward,  at  the  King's 
beck,  to  recover  by  a  coup-de-main  the  important 
fortress  of  Newcastle.      He  essayed  this  by 
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forced  marches  and  very  inefficient  numbers; 
expecting,  no  doubt,  according  to  his  ordinary 
saogoine  wont,  to  fall  like  a  thunderbolt  upon 
the  surprised  garrison.  He  was  very  greatly 
mistaken :  the  stout  Tynedale  and  Stanhope  men 
had  not  so  been  instructed  in  comage  and  cas- 
tle-guard'; to  say  nothing  of  the  presence  of  De 
Albemarle  himself,  who  knew  as  well  how  to  de- 
fend a  Gundulf  keep,*  ninety  feet  high,  as  any 
man  in  France  or  Britain.  Du  Coci  lost  nearly 
a  third  of  his  power  in  an  assault,  and  by  a  sub- 
sequent sally  of  the  garrison ;  and,  although 
reinforced  in  some  measure  by  scattered  royal- 
ists, at  feud  with  De  Mowbray,  he  was  fain  to 
change  the  siege  into  what  could  scarcely  be 
caUed  a  blockade — but  rather,  a  mere  mal-voisin 
matter  of  annoyance  and  occasion-watching. 
Retiring  some  two  or  three  miles  eastward,  the 
discomfited  Knight  took  up  a  strong  position 
upon  the  northern  bank  of  the  Tyne,  near  what 
is  now  called  Carville  House,  the  ancient  Roman 
Segedunean ;  the  first  of  the  stations,  if  anti- 
quarians say  true,  where,  per  lineam  valli,  the 
fourth  cohort  of  the  Largi  was  quartered. 
Here,  vrith  the  river  protecting  one  flank,  and  a 

*  So  called  from  Gundulf,  Bishop  of  Rochester,  an  eminent 
irchitect  of  the  reigns  of  William  I.  and  II. 
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tolerably  deep  ditch,  and  hastily  constructed  wall, 
fencing  the  other,  he  pitched  his  toits  and  huts 
for  the  present,  and  awaited,  with  stout  heart, 
whatever  fortune  might  have  in  store — ^the  aid 
of  friends  or  the  attacks  of  enemies. 

Here,  therefore,  we  rejoin  our  old  acquaint- 
ance, and  resume. 

It  was  night-Hlark,  with  vast  clouds  hurrying 
over  the  heavens,  and,  notwithstanding  the  sea- 
son, chill,  and  bleak,  and  showery.  A  cutting 
blast,  laden  with  the  mist  popularly  known  in 
that  blessed  climate  by  the  term  '^  seft-finet," 
whistled  keenly  through  the  encampment,  and 
found  ingress  by  a  thousand  crannies  and  loop- 
holes of  the  ill-constructed  hovels.  It  blew  thus 
keenly  from  that  bitter  quarter,  whose  very 
breezes,  upon  the  coast  we  speak  of,  are  the  pe> 
culiar  dread  of  all  things  breathing  the  breath 
of  life,  and  recall  to  every  shivering  invalid  the 
words  of  Job,  *^  why  should  a  man  fill  his  bdly 
with  the  east'-windf'' — a  text,  by  the  way,  prov- 
ing the  universality  of  the  infliction,  from  the 
shores  of  the  Oerman  Ocean  to  those  of  the  Sea 
of  Galilee,  or  whatever  waters  rcdled  nearest 
the  land  of  Uz. 

Alone  in  his  miserable  hut,  the  remnant  of  a 
tower  of  the  olden  days,  when  the  world  had  one 
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mistress,  sat  the  Knight  of  the  Broken  Lance. 
He  wore  his  armour  and  his  riding  cloak ;  his 
hands  alone  were  unmailed,  and,  with  a  chilly 
gesture,  he  spread  them  to  a  little  fire  casting  a 
stinted  cheerfulness  in  one  angle,  and  the  fuel 
of  which  mighty  for  ought  we  know,  be  the 
infant  produce  of  a  ^^  Walls-end  seam/*  Upon  a 
huge  chest,  at  once  the  armoury,  wardrobe,  and 
treasury  of  the  Knight,  and  the  lid  of  which  did 
further  duty  as  a  table,  there  appeared,  on  one 
side,  and  within  instant  grasp,  his  sword  and 
nudlet  of  arms ; — on  the  other,  a  small  flaggon, 
and  a  little  bread,  marvellously  coarse  and  black. 
He  had  finished  his  lenten  meal,  and,  after  a  few 
strides  across  the  narrow  den,  stretched  himself 
upon  a  horse-rug  by  the  glinunering  hearth — 
gazed  with  a  sleepy  eye  upon  the  red  phantasma 
of  its  embers,  armed  monsters,  and  grotesque 
nothings — Glistened  with  a  dull  ear  to  the  war- 
der's steps  without;  and,  slowly  dropping  his 
head  against  the  chest,  fell  into  a  light  sleep— 
the  light  sleep  of  the  soldier,  willing  and  anxious 
to  be  wakeful.  It  was  broken  by  a  touch  and 
a  voice ;  and,  starting  up,  he  beheld  Nicholas 
de  L'Ep6e,  who,  with  streaming  brow  and 
mudded  vestments,  propping  his  back  against 
the  wall,  and  seizing  the  bread  with  one  hand 
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and  the  flaggon  with  the  other,  looked  the  ex- 
press image  of  fatigue,  and  the  very  emblem 
of  thirst  and  hunger.  He  set  down  the  too 
quickly  emptied  vessel  with  a  long-drawn  sigh, 
partly  for  his  own  exhaustion,  and  partly  (or 
that  of  the  grateful  beverage ;  dropped  heavily 
upon  the  chest  beside  Sir  Alberic,  and  ex- 
claimed, 

^'  By  my  faith,  Sir  Knight,  I  am  well  nigh 
breathless  and  strengthless ;  and  ye  lie  there 
looking  like  King  Arthur  in  the  olden  tale, 
when  he  laid  him  down  by  a  fountain  side,  and 
there,  as  the  minstrel  saith,  ^  fell  into  great 
thoughte.''' 

'^  And  thou,'^  replied  his  master,  '^  art  like 
the  '  questing  beast^  that  he  saw  come  to  the 
fountain  and  drink,  and  the  sound  of  whose  guz- 
ding,  as  the  minstrel  saith^  *•  was  like  unto  the 
questing  on  of  thirty  couple  of  hounds/  Tell 
me,  O  thou  strange  beast !  what  hast  thou  been 
doing?'* 

'^  Pounding  the  Tyne  in  a  mortar,  and  catch- 
ing the  east-wind  in  a  net,"^  said  Nicholas ;  ^'  or 
doing  that  which  is  as  bootless,  scouring  these 
bleak  wilds,  far  and  near,  with  soaked  boots  and 
a  dry  gullet  for  my  pains/' 

*'  Hast  thou  been  east  and  west  ?  ^'  inquired 
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the  Knight,  *'  within  eye-gUnce  and  ear-shot 
of  both  castles  r " 

^^  Of  both,  with  a  murrain  to  them !  *^  replied 
De  L'Epee.  ^^  Ye  have  pitched  tent  here  with 
a  notably  discreet  eye  to  that  service.  We  lie, 
methinks,  betwixt  the  Devil's  horns  and  the 
jaws  of  the  deep  sea ;  midway,  that  is,  betwixt 
black  Tynemouth  and  grim  Newcastle.  But, 
thanks  to  the  rushing  stream  on  one  hand,  and 
the  roaring  ocean  on  the  other^  and,  ever  and 
anon,  black  clouds  over  both,  I  have  had  luck 
to  pass  and  repass  without  scathe  or  espial." 

'*  Why,  God  helps  the  brave  man  and  the 
fool,"  said  Du  Coci ;  '^  what  rawest  thou,  gentle 
Nicholas  r 

"  A  drove  of  fat  beeves,"  said  Nicholas,  "en- 
tering the  North  barbican  of  the  New  Castle ; 
some  eighteen  or  a  score,  it  may  be — ^think  of 
that^  Sir  Alberic.I  a  score,  and  fat  ones !  ah, 
pitiful  Virgin !  if  mine  eyes,  at  the  beholding 
thereof,  wept  not  tears  as  fast  and  as  hot  as  ever 
a  roasting  chine  its  heavenly  gravy  drops,  set  me 
to  yoke  foxes  and  milk  he-goats  for  a  thousand 
years !  Oh,  that  I  had  had  but  twenty  of  our 
lean-jawed  villains  yonder,  whose  ribs  are  like  to 
rub  holes  in  their  gambesons  ere  long !  we  would 
have  fought  for  the  brave  kine  as  never  starved 
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dogs  fought  for  a  bone  !  -  But,  let  pass,  and  take 
heart  of  grace,  good  Sir  Alberic ;  we  shall  either 
be  speedily  helped  in  this  world,  or  oat  of  it  into 
a  better ;  for  I  heard  the  gateward  of  Newcastle 
swear  lustily  to  one  of  the  drivers,  how  that 
word  had  come  suddenly  to  King  Stephen  of  a 
great  Host  marching  bst  hither ;  but  whether 
King  WiUiam  to  fight,  or  the  Eari  of  Chester 
to  friend,  the  Lord  knew  and  not  they — one  or 
t'other,  certes." 

^'  Or  both,"  replied  the  Knight,  ^'  as  may  well 
chance ;  what  more  didst  thou  espy  V 

*'  The  nakedness  of  the  land,  good  master 
mine  ;  seeing  no  more  of  the  swine's  flesh,  and 
ale,  and  other  purveyance  yon  Saxon  villain 
promised  ye,  than  I  see  of  St.  Anthony  and  his 
sow,  in  this  sty  of  the  empty  trough,  where  we 
are  all  like  to  die  for  lack  of  vivers,  if  yonder 
Earl-King,  indeed,  come  not  out  speedily  with 
his  full-fed  merry-men,  as  strong  as  their  own  fiit 
beeves,  and  charitably  cut  all  the  throats  that 
have  nothing  left  to  go  down  ikhem/' 

^^  A  curse  upon  that  treacherous  villain  of  a 
Saxon  1*^  cried  the  Knight, ''  talk  of  gaining  over 
his  lying  race !  why  they  will  swear  succour  to 
ye  to-night,  and  shoot  a  thousand  shafts  for  De 
Albemarle  to-morrow." 
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^'  Aye/'  replied  Nicholas,  *^  they  are  aU  hag- 
gards of  a  like  feather.  Bnt,  it  is  said,  the  pork- 
fed  rascals  will  shoot  shaft  and  draw  knife  for 
whomsoever  the  great  Wolfsio-se-Blaga  biddeth 
them." 

*'  The  great  Devil !  *^  exclaimed  the  disappoint- 
ed commander ;  '^  but  how  call  ye  your  great  sick 
wolf  of  a  Staon?" 

**  Wolfsic-se-Bhica,"  repeated  Nicholas ;  "  or, 
if  ye  be  deaf  of  your  Saxon  ear,  Wolfsic  the 
Pale — pale  he  is,  and  great  he  is,  after  a 
fashion — a  great  rebel — a  great  knave — a  great 
one-legged  king  of  cripples,  who  keeps  his  court 
hard  by  here,  in  some  odd  hole  of  the  wild  sea- 
rocks.  Men  say  that  he  can  do  whatsoever  he 
lists  with  man,  woman,  and  child  of  the  fallen 
race;  and  hath  tickled  more  Normans  with 
sharp  iron  feathers  than  ever  a  bush-fighter  of 
them  all.  Ever  at  morning  he  prays  for  a  quick- 
spreading  pestilence  in  aU  our  members ;  and, 
at  eve,  that  Heaven  may  send  us  perpetual 
dearth,  with  horrid  memory  of  fat  harvests. 
Marry,  now,  if  ye  would  but  swear  to  this  Gog- 
Magog  of  the  Saxons,  that  King  William  is 
minded  to  deal  graciously  with  them,  so  that 
they  be  forward  to  do  him  good  service  in  this 
dav  of  need " 
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"  Why,"  interrupted  his  lord,  "  it  is  well  said, 
and  thou  shalt  be  hostage  with  them  for  the  ten- 
der mercies  of  the  King.  But  what  sUleth  thee 
on  a  sudden,  Squire  Fool  ?  Seest  thou  already, 
with  those  staring  apprehensive  eyes,  the  Gog- 
Magog  of  the  Saxons  ready  to  scoop  them  out 
of  their  sockets,  ha  ?" 

''  No,"  replied  the  son  of  Jodesac,  looking 
strangely  towards  the  ruined  entrance,  over 
which  a  fold  of  canvass  was  loosely  drawn,  and 
edging  slowly  towards  the  opposite  comer,  '*  if 
I  were  now  to  be  afeard,  it  would  be  of  a  thing  of 
far  other  inches — ^by  Mary-mother,  I " 

He  stopped,  passed  his  hand  across  his  fore- 
head, and,  drawing  himself  wildly  up,  shut  his 
eyes  close,  as  one  who  strives  to  shake  off  a 
morbid  or  nervous  phantasy.  Sir  Alberic,  now 
also  rising,  saw  that  he  was  actuaUy  pale  with 
emotion,  and  said,  with  a  kindly  earnestness — 

"  Why,  gentle  Nicholas,  how  fares  it  with 
thee  V*  then,  drawing  him  on  to  the  chest,  "  sit — 
sit,  rest  and  be  of  cheer.  What,  man!  this 
comes  of  thine  over-zealous  watchings  and  wan- 
derings, thy  daily  toiling  at  ditch  and  rampart, 
and  nightly  vigils  and  espials — they  have  out- 
worn thee.  But,  look,  mine  hath  been  the  error, 
and  I  will  amend  it.  Rest  thee,  good  youth,  and 
take  food  and  wine,  and ""^ 
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*^For  God's  love/'  said  Nicholas,  ^^make  me 
not  too  much  ashamed  of  this  puling  greeu-girl- 
ishness ;  but,  as  I  live  and  breathe,  it  will  not 
yet  away  from  me  that  I  have  this  night  been 
elfin-chased  from  the  sea-rocks  hither,  over  the 
bents  and  the  wild  moor !" 

"  Elfin-chased  !  thou  marveUous  gander  !*' 
cried  Du  Ck)ci,  ^*  eat,  drink,  and  sleep,  I  say ; 
and  have  done  with  this  cackling  silliness !" 

"Nay — "  rejoined  the  Squire,  "but  me- 
thought,  even  now,  as  this  fool's  qualm  came 
over  me,  that  the  small,  fearful  visage  glared 
upon  me  from  the  entrance  curtain ! — " 

"  Hold  thy  peace,  good  goose !  hold  thy 
peace,^'  said  the  Knight,  laughing,  "  unless  thou 
hast  brain  enough  left  to  tell  me  what  manner 
of  eldritch  wild-fowl,  what  strange  spirit  in  the 
shape  of  a  swine-keeper's  ban-dog,  or  what 
frightfully-shaken  bull-rush,  hath  given  thy  five 
wits  such  a  bufiet  on  the  cracked  side  ?^ 

"  Ye  spake  of  trine — "  said  the  Squire,  stretch- 
ing himself  faintly  and  uneasily  by  the  hearth ; 
and,  aft«r  a  heavy  pull  at  the  replenished  flag- 
gon,  adding,  "  Dost  thou  remember,  Sir  Ai- 
beric,  that  monstrous  mushroom,  hight  Elfin 
Puckfist,  that  waited  heretofore  upon  De  Albe- 
marle, in  Hampshire-woods?    that  grim  babe 
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that  the  Devil  necklaced  with  knot-grasB*  in 
the  cradle!  the  same  wlio,  I  have  told  ye,  was  left, 
plying  leech-craft,  when  that  infernal  buffet  from 
an  unseen  fist  laid  me  helpless  by  the  side  of 
the  now-vanished  Baymond ! " 

^*  Grammercy,  sensible  one  !"  exclaimed  the 
Knight,  ''chased  by  that  beagle!  why,  thou 
shouldst  have  chased  the  chaser,  remembering 
that  the  poor  Dwarf  vanished  also  upon  that 
busy  night;  and,  if  De  Albemarle  speak  sooth, 
hath  never  been  seen  since.  There  is  hope  that 
the  poor  imp  hath  broken  cage,  and,  had  he  a 
tongue  betwixt  those  hideous  jaws  of  his,  m^ht 
tell  into  whose  clutches  our  gallant  Raymond 

hath  fallen.    Oh,  thou  shouldst tush  !  " 

he  added,  interrupting  himself, — '*  the  disease  of 
foUy  is  more  catching  than  the  drife.  I^  us 
to  rest,  with  this  dreary  lullaby  of  whistling 
wind ;  and  pray  well  that  thy  dreams  be  neither 
of  dwarf  nor  devil." 

Both  Elnigfat  and  Squire  then  stretched  them- 
selves sociably  under  their  riding  doaks,  and  the 
lattery  greatly  exhausted,  was  soon  buried  in  pro- 
foundslumber.  Again  the  night^wind  sang  dream- 
ily in  Dn  Coci's  ear;  again  the  dying  embers  came 

*  Knot-gruf  was  in  Uiat  day  suppoMd  to  prerent  tiie 
growth  of  children  or  animals. 
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in  tremulmis  and  prolonged  glimmerings  upon 
his  eye;  and  again  the  calm  bleeong  of  repoBe 
descended  upon  &e  rongh  pallet  of  the  soldier. 

But  it  was  not  destined  for  endurance. 

Awakening  once  mcnre  with  a  start,  it  seemed 
to  him  as  if  a  cold  finger  had  been  just  then 
pressed  upon  his  brow.  He  looked,  and  listened. 
All  was  silent,  and  there  lay  the  heavily-sleeping 
Nidiolas.  But,  upon  turning  round,  a  strange 
low  form  presented  itself,  standing  midway 
between  him  and  the  entrance. 

*"*  Mary-mother  !"  he  ejaculated,  rubbing  his 
eyes,  and  gasing  steadfastly  upon  the  apparition, 
'^  am  I,  too,  a  driveller  or  a  dreamer  t  Why, 
what  art  thouf ' 

The  object  drew  slowly  nearer;  and  the 
Kn^ht,  throwing  a  few  dried  leaves  and  twigs 
upon  the  embers,  saw,  by  the  short-lived  blaze, 
that  his  visitor  was  none  other  than  Elfin  Puck- 
fist.  There,  at  least,  stood  all  that  remained 
of  the  poor  Dwarf,  upon  whom,  always  suffi- 
ciently lean,  fSunine  seemed  to  have  been  doing 
a  superogatory  work  of  attenuation,  until  his 
appearanoe  suggested  that  of  a  man's  head, 
fixed,  l^  artifieial  mechanism,  upon  the  skeleton 
of  a  child. 

n  2 
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''  TkauT  said  Du  Coci,  ''  whence!  and  where- 
fore I" 

The  creature  raised  a  finger,  ae  if  to  bespeak 
attention ;  and  then,  pointing  to  the  entnincey 
motioned  to  beckon  him  forth. 

''  Thou  art  dumbr  said  the  Host. 

The  visiter  threw  his  head  backward,  and 
then  slowly  declined  it  forward  upon  his  breast; 
and  immediately  repeated  the  gesture  of  sum- 
mons. 

"  Softly — I  pray  you.  Where  is  thy  lord, 
the  sometime  Miostrel?  Nay,  gentle  Puckfist, 
thy  head-shakes  and  hand-wavings  serve  not 
the  present  turn.  Ye  are.  a  subtle  nation,  ye 
silent  small  men ;  and  have  that,  in  the  place  of 
bulk  and  wisdom,  which  ofttimes  gives  ye  the 
forehand  of  better  natures  and  statures  both. 
What  wouldst  thou,  I  say,  and  whither !" 

The  Dwarf  again  shook  his  disproportioned 
head,  and  impatiently  repeated  the  beckoning 
sign. 

''  Why,"  said  Du  Coci,  in  the  same  low  tones 
he  had  employed  throughout,  in  order  that  the 
sleeping  Nicholas  might  not  awake  to  fresh  ter- 
rors, ^'  thou  art  the  first  starved  wren  that  ever 
thou^t  to  play  the  decoy-duck  with  a  belted 


blight.  Get  hence,  mandrake !  thou  canst  not 
lead  Alberic  du  Coci  into  the  traps  or  springes 
of  De  Albemarle." 

At  these  words,  the  summoner  struck  vehe- 
mently upon  his  bosom,  and  raised  his  hands  to 
heaven,  with  the  air  of  one  who  makes  a  solemn 
adjuration.  He  then  stretched  his  shrivelled  fore- 
finger rapidly  to  eveiy  point  of  the  compass  in 
sucoessiony  to  the  roof  and  to  the  floor ;  shook 
his  matted  elf-locks,  folded  his  lean  arms,  and 
looked  sorrowfuUy  down. 

It  was  an  enigma ;  but  one,  however,  which 
Du  Coci  thought  he  could  solve ;  understanding 
the  Dwarf  to  swear  by  it  that  he  knew  nothing 
of  his  quondam  lord ;  not  even  whether  dead 
or  alive.  • 

"  Well,"  he  resumed,  "  and  Raymond  of  the 
Heart  of  Steel !  ha!  tellmeofhunr 

Puekfist  started  at  the  name ;  grasped  the 
arm  of  his  questioner ;  nodded  rapidly  several 
times ;  and  pointed  to  the  entrance  as  before. 

Sir  Alberic  lighted  a  small  lamp  that  stood 
near — and  drawing  his  guest  dose,  held  it  full 
in  hiB  wrinkled  front,  as  if  to  read  what  truth  or 
treachery  the  strange  volume  revealed.  But  the 
suspected  one  met  the  scrutiny  with  melancholy 
firmness;    and  resumed  the   pantomimic  Ian- 
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guage  of  his  infirmity.  He  pointed  to  the 
hand  with  which  Du  Goci  still  detained  him ; 
then  to  the  edge  of  the  Knight's  dagger;  and, 
lastly,  to  hk  own  throat ;  indicating,  by  a  trans- 
Terse  gesture  upon  it,  the  action  of  cutting  that 
vital  region  across. 

Relaxing  his  hold,  Sir  Alberie  answered  the 
Pigmy  in  his  own  way.  He  nodded  with  a  grim 
aignifioancy;  drew  out  the  poniard,  and  shook 
it  alternately  towards  heayen,  and  in  the  faee  of 
his  guest.  Then  replaced  it,  and  taking  up  his 
sword  and  mallet,  pointed,  in  his  turn,  to  the 
ruined  entrance. 

It  remained  only  to  be  understood  whether 
De  L'Ep6e,  or,  indeed,  any  human  beii^,  was 
to  accompany  them;  but  the  Dwarf  perenqh 
torily  intimated  **•  No."  Without  disrating  the 
point,  Du  dod  extinguished  the  lamp,  drew  his 
cloak  around  him,  and  followed  his  singular 
guide  out  of  the  ^icampment;  leaiing  the 
we«7  NicfaolBS  memfuHy  to  hk  dumben.  «nd 
to  his  own  puxzling  conjectures  upon  awaking 
from  them. 
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CHAPTER  IV. 

«  CbiUe  Rolud  to  the  daik  tower  ceme.'* 

Baliad  m  King  Lhot. 


It  was  a  miserable  night.  The  raw  and 
biting  east  wind  drifted  full  in  their  exposed 
fronts,  now  laden  with  the  drizzling  searfiiety  and 
now  with  heavier  showers  poured  from  the  still 
ascending  masses  of  black  cloud  that  came  roll- 
ing over  the  Grerman  Deep ;  and  through  which, 
at  dreary  intervals,  the  moon,  a  wan,  dull  ere* 
scent,  shed  a  spectral  and  infrequent  light. 

The  Dwarf  led  direct  to  tiie  river's  brink,  and 
a  boat  (one  of  the  few  Sir  Alberic  had  seized 
for  the  security  of  his  position)  bore  them  across 
the  stream.  They  passed  with  little  labour  of 
rowing,  for  the  tide  was  running  strongly  out, 
augmented  by  heavy  rains  through  the  previous 
days;  and  Puckfist,  pilot  upon  the  river,  as 
guide  upon  the  shore,  suffered  their  little  vessel 
to  drift  with  it  a  considerable  way  to  seaward. 
Their  landing-place  at  length  was  Jarrow  Point, 
so  called  from  its  vicinity  to  the  conventual 
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house  of  Jttrow,  the  anetent  Owyrvy,  that  jna^ 
rebmlty  after  a  destmetive  ahai;^  in  the  ufeuffag 
ravages  of  the  first  WiUiam. 

Leaving  the  river  at  their  hade,  and  phmging 
for  a  mOe  throi^  dismal  swamps,  oar  adren- 
turers  passed  the  dtak  and  siknt  towers  nf  die 
monastery  and  church,  whose  yet  visible  lus 
the  antiquarian  traveller  still  associates  with  the 
venerable  name  of  Bbdb. 

With  deeperate  strides  did  our  poor  Mannikin 
essay  to  keep  in  advance  of  the  stalwart  Du 
Cod,  as,  glancing  from  the  southern  direction 
they  had  assumed,  they,  once  more,  and  vrith 
better  footing,  trudged  eastward  towards  the 
aea,  the  roar  of  which  eame  eveiy  minate  kmder 
and  louder  upon  the  blast.  At  length  their  fur- 
ther course  appeared  stayed  by  the  wild  high 
beach  difi,  which,  with  little  intermptian, 
stretch  for  some  miles  southward  from  Tyne- 
mouth ;  and  the  vast  and  stormy  expanse  of  the 
German  ocean  lay  full  before  them. 

Almost  the  whole  of  that  bleak  north-eastem 
coast,  from  the  Tees  to  the  Alne  and  Coquet, 
may  be  considered  as  *'  the  abomination  of  dese- 
lation"  to  mariners;  but  nowhere  is  it  more 
wild,  and  dangerously  broken,  than  at  the  spot 
to  which  we  have  conducted  Sir  Alberic  and  the 
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n^der  The  shore  is  in  tlie  highest  degree 
ivnige  aad  terrible.  Its  rocks,  shattered  by  a 
thousand  storms,  ha^e  parted,  from  age  to  age, 
irith  Tast  fragments  that  stand  in  every  variety 
of  grotesque  ferm  and  combination ;  pillars,  and 
tombs,  and  towcars;  ramparts,  and  huge  bridges, 
aid  triomphal  arches,  through  the  black-green 
hollows  of  which  the  billows  roar  and  dash  as  if 
exulting  in  the  fresh  paths  they  have  worn  and 
woriced  out  for  themselves  in  their  playful  fiury. 
Here  is  one  enormous  craggy  mass,  riven  from 
the  parent  beach  by  that  almost  omnipotent 
ocean  which  it  once  seemed  to  defy,  and  now 
standing  detached  about  a  hundred  yards,  called 
fprwcipue  et  yrae  aUisJ  Marston  Rock.  It 
is  perforated  as  we  have  just  described,  and 
he  who,  during  a  stormy  sunset,  has  sate  within 
the  mighty  archway,  and  looked  upon  the  foam- 
tipt  billows,  coursing  faster,  louder,  and  nearer 
to  his  craggy  throne,  while  darker  and  darker 
clouds  gathered  over  the  heavens,  and  nothing 
of  life  Was  heard  but  the  petrel's  cry,  and  the 
sea-mew's  shriek,  and  the  clang  of  the  cwmo- 
rant  s  wing ;  nor  seen,  unless  the  flitting  forms 
of  these,  and  perhaps  a  solitary  boat,  half4iid  in 
mist,  while  toiling  to  make  the  port  ere  night ; 
he  who  has  thus  sat,  has  witnessed  a  sublime 
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speetede,  to  vdnoh  the  gaso^Kfc4teg  dweOan 
in  plaiiift  and  Yallics  can  4K»rt  napataHei,  aad^f 
which  thor  imagination  can  realiia  ao  image.* 

But,  to  resume  our  nanative, 

Sir  Alberic  and  hia  coloflsal  frioid,  whfle  the 
wind  that  roared  along  the  bmU$  flipped  their 
wet  garments  heavily  around  them,  lingered 
upon  the  dizzy  heights  only  for  the  help  and 
comfort  of  the  neict  sickly  moon-gleam;  and 
then,  by  a  moat  perilous  zigzag,  descended  alowly 
to  the  chaos  of  the  shattered  beach.  It  swept 
around  a  little  bay,  guarded,  and  savi^^ 
adorned,  by  the  fragments  we  have  described; 
and  terminateJ  upon  the  north  by  the  jMime 
Limestone  mass,  Marston  Rock;  not  then  toni 
from  the  parent  cliff,  and  with  an  opening  no 
larger  than  would  admit  the  upright  body  of  a 


*  Thn  scene  of  cnggj  magnificence  lies  abont  e  ndle  or 
twofrom  tlM  portof  Sbielidt,  end  five  or  nxfirom  the  rital  har- 
bour of  Sonderland.  Nature,  in  her  beauty  or  her  grandeur, 
is  not  generally  worshipped  with  extreme  bigotry  by  the  trad- 
ing in-dweUers  of  eea-poHs ;  but  #Mt  ia  one  of  the  few  and 
&TOured  ahrinea  to  which  repair  can  eaaily  be  made  by  ^kt 
more  idle  or  imaginatiTe  of  the  busy  and  flourishing  towns  just 
named.  **  A  holiday  sailing-boat,"  says  the  lamented  Suitees 
of  Maiaifilrth,  **  has  sometimes  passed  the  yawning  apertmaof 
Marston  with  mors  happy  success  than  the  adTcnturoua  Cock- 
neys  of  the  Anti-jacobin. 

Shoot  we  the  bridge  1 "  the  Ycntnrous  boatmen  cry ; 
Shoot  we  the  bridge  f "  the  exulting  fut  reply." 
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Aaa.  HffMag  Wb^  for  the  tide  m»  tur  eat, 
tk^  eaine  iqMVB  aaoliier  mod  »  Isrger  fasj,  with 
deanr^  boMider  maim,  swecprng^romid  to  the 
riTer-mouth,  whefe  a  tarn  paltry  sheaU,  marked 
the  site  i>£  ivfaat  imu  ^o  ie  the  fifth  Port  in  the 
fint  of  maritime  kingdoms.  A  heavy  sea  was 
Imaking  upon  Tyne  bar,  and  the  surf  ruBning 
fiffioiialy  over  long  black  reefr  that  stretch  be- 
3^ond ;  threatening,  and,  too  often,  dealing  de- 
straetion  to  the  embayed  mariner  who  hears 
the  lee-breakers  boil  and  thunder  along  their 
dreadful  ridges. 

Northward,  dim  loomii^  through  the  night- 
shades, the  vast  monastery  of  Tynemouth  ap- 
peared in  lonely  majesty;  fragments  of  rock, 
blacker  than  the  bhick  ocean,  heaped  and  scat- 
tered) like  the  debru  of  on  earthquake,  around 
the  storm-rent  base  of  the  huge  promontory 
upon  which  it  stood ;  and  along  which  its  few 
but  graceful  ruins  are  runo 

<*  Band  to  the  let-windf  iweep  " 

—Of.  the  opposing  horn  of  the  bay,  the  modem 
Morston,  the  whole  craggy  line  was  broken  by 
cavem-mouthS)  the  grotesque  inlets  to  those 


4( 


worn  and  wild  receptacles 

Worked  by  the  itormi ,  yet  worked  as  it  were  planned 
In  hollow  halla  with  sparry  roofs  and  cells ;" 
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and  throng^  whidi,  at  high  tide,  the  Blunges 
poured  and  broke  with  tremendooB  Any. 

Into  one  of  these,  and  one  with  the  least 
inviting  aspect,  Elfin  Puckfist  guided  the  Knight 
of  the  Kt>ken  Lance.  The  aperture  which 
readily  admitted  the  Dwarf,  required  his  com- 
paiiion  to  stoop  low  and  heedfuUy ;  and  it  was 
not  till  he  had  crawled  upon  hands  and  knees 
for  a  considerable  way,  now  up,  now  down ;  now 
right,  now  left ;  and  sometimes  submitting  even 
to  a  snake-like  movem^it,  prone  on  the  sandy 
granite,  that  the  dark  windings  expanded,  and 
gave  him  freer  access  to  the  secret  depths  or 
heights  he  was  to  explore.  Toiling  upward  by 
notches  and  projections  that  painfully  did  the 
office  of  stairs,  they  emerged  at  last  into  a 
cavern,  dimly  lighted  by  a  rift,  or  fissure,  on 
one  side,  that  admitted  a  few  broken  beams  of 
the  moon.  Elfin  then  pressed  the  hand  of  Du 
Coci  admonishingly,  and  preserved,  himself,  that 
almost  unbreathing  stillness  which  implies  the 
caution  of  a  fearful  listener.  Suddenly  his  gra^ 
relaxed;  a  grating  sound  was  heard;  a  dim 
red  light,  as  from  a  lamp  or  torch,  spread  akmg 
the  cavern;  and  the  Knight  perceived  that  a 
piece  of  the  living  rock,  grooved  and  hinged 
with  a  strange  skill,  had  yielded  to  the  push  of 


the  DwavTs  hand,  showing  the  entrsnce  to  some 
w9d  retreat,  ihvB  jealoUBly  secured  by  *^  cmmhig 
wcHrkmen,'*  from  almost  every  chance  of  htonan 
diaoovery. 

There  was  no  sound  or  sight  of  life,  and  they 
entered ;  the  Dwarf  betraying  (or  afiecting,  for 
the  Knight  knew  not  which)  as  much  surprise 
at  their  £BunIity  of  entrance,  as  the  latter  at  the 
strangeness  of  all  around  him. 

The  second  cavern,  for  it  was  merely  such, 
seemed,  however,  larger  than  the  first,  and  hol- 
lowed with  more  of  artifice  into  something  re- 
sembling  the  abode  of  man.  There  were  also 
some  habitable  tokens,  however  rude,  disposed, 
or  rather,  scattered  around.  *^  What  seemed  a 
table,  the  likeness  of  an  iron  lamp  had  on,^  toge- 
ther with  a  knife,  a  trencher,  and  a  drinking 
vessel.  A  few  dim  embers  showed  that  a  fire 
had  been  recently  burning,  and  near  it  was  a 
low  pallet,  sad  substitute,  perhaps,  both  for  bed 
and  chair.  At  the  extremity  of  this  drear 
apartment,  the  Dwarf  pushed  with  his  full 
strength,  as  before,  and  a  similar  inlet  appeared, 
winding  yet  deeper  into  the  rock.  Again  Puck- 
fist  motioned  caution  and  silence;  and  again 
Du  Coci  followed  him,  until  the  narrow  passage 
ended  in  a  sort  of  cavemed  hall,  or  chamber, 


fcr  it  was  impoMible  to  judg^*  wbidi,  m  iffa^ 
eious  did  it  appear  hy  the  dull  laaq^camad  by 
the  Dwarf,  and  which  aeaareely  threw  even  a 
gUmmer  upon  the  <^poeing  waUs.  They  pasMd 
through  without  stopping  to  examine;  bat  Du 
Coci^s  eye  rested  for  an  instant  upon  more  than 
one  ghastly  object^  and  he  knew  not»  in  his  be- 
wildermebt  and  awe,  Aether  they  were  the 
spirits  or  the  skeletons  of  the  dead  tiiat  stood 
in  hideous  niches  above,  or  lay  upon  massy  slabs 
below,  and  seemed  to  turn  their  fleshless  heads 
after  him  as  he  passed. 

Puckfist  now  set  down  the  lamp,  and  they 
traversed  in  darkness  another  and  a  Ioi^;er  pas- 
sage through  this  labyrinthine  chain  of  caverns. 
The  gloomy  corridor  wound  on  as  if  conducting 
to  the  ^^chambers  of  perpetual  night;^  bat 
ended  in  a  kind  of  gallery,  which,  like  the  upper 
clpisters  of  an  abbey  ohanoely  threaded  the  vast 
walls ;  and,  by  shitless  apertures,  looked  down, 
on  every  side,  into  a  de^  sad  vaolt  below. 
There,  a  voice  murmured,  and  a  light  gleamed ; 
but  the  sounds  were  not  of  life,  nor  the  beams  of 
comfort;  and  both  seemed  stranded  by  the 
misty  depth  and  murkiness  from  whence  they 
issued.  Du  Coci  looked  painfully  throu^  <Mie 
of  the  jagged  loop-holes  that  commanded  the 


Bvrvf* 

ttiamgd  aeene,  and  he  saw  that  it  was  one  of 
eatiBme  ousaj;  extreme,  for  there  were  ito 
wotet  el^aents;  aonrow  and  penury,  and  am, 
and  age,  and  wrelchedneas,  and  approaching 
death. 

The  only  inmates  of  that  fearful  chamber 
were  two  women ;  both  worn  by  age,  and — if 
ever  human  lineaments  told  truth — ^by  fierce 
and  long  enduring  passion.  But  one  was  at  that 
instant  dying,  as  her  sharpened  and  livid  fea- 
tures plainly  told ;  and  the  other  seemed  watch^ 
ing  gloomily  by  the  death-bed  which  every 
other  human  being  had  deserted.  S^Hnetimes 
she  pressed  her  skinny  hand  upon  the  bosom  of 
the  sufferer;  sometimes  listened  to  catch  the 
sosp^aded,  or  scarcely-drawn  breath ;  and  some- 
times bent  over  her  ghastly  face  to  survey  it  by 
the  dull  beam  of  a  lamp  hung  near  the  pallet 
head,  and  which,  as  the  oil  was  nearly  consumed, 
shed  lustre 

"  For  a  chamd-dniigeon  fitter." 

It  was  while  the  flame  leapt  up  with  one  of 
its  presaging  flashes,  and  drew  the  ghnce  of  her 
who  watched,  that  Sir  Alberic  marked  how 
fearful  was  the  expression  of  a  countenance  in 
which  time  and  sorrow  had  subdued  nothing 
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bat  gentleness  and  mercy ;  in  which  every  line 
Bpoke  of  ills  sullenly  endured,  or  wrongs  savagely 
avenged.  Twice  she  started  from  her  low  seati 
and  drawing  aside  the  coarse  black  arras,  which 
looked  the  very  mockery  of  hangings,  listened 
eagerly,  as  if  for  the  approach  of  one  who  came 
not ;  then  returned  to  her  charge,  to  watch  the 
convulsions  which,  in  delirious  slumber,  shot 
at  intervals  along  the  brow.  More  than  once, 
when  these  were  violent,  she  seemed  to  expect 
the  parting  struggle ;  but  the  reluctant  principle 
of  life  was  yet  stronger  than  she  deemed  it. 

"  Loath — ^loath — loath  !"**  she  muttered ;  "  the 
spirit  is  loath  to  part.  Thou  !  '*'  apostrophizing 
the  lamp  as  it  dimmed  and  flickered,  ^^  thou  wilt 
expire  first,  and  evil  things  will  gather  around 
me,  and  tear  the  limbs  of  the  dead ;— of  the 
dead  that  hath  died  in  darkness ! — I  must  re- 
plenish thee.*" 

And  as  she  busied  herself  with  the  cresset* 
that  soon  emitted  a  brighter  and  steadier  flame, 
her  dark  mutterings  went  on, — 

"  Aye !  blaze — ^blaze — a  few  drops  of  filthy 
oil,  and  thou  art  all  life  and  youth  again  ;  but" 
turning  to  the  death-couch,  ^^  no  oil  for  the  lamp 
of  life — ^no  oil  for  the  lamp  of  life !  What  say 
the  priests  to  that !  ha  !^ 
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She  tlien  turned  with  stretched  arms  to  the 
sufferer,  whose  stupor-fit  seemed  broken  by  a 
fiercer  convulsion ;  the  corpse-like  frame  half- 
raised  itself  from  the  bed,  and  the  glazed  eyes 
lit  up,  as  they  opened,  with  a  terrifying  bril- 
liance.  It  seemed  as  if  they  followed  a  Phan- 
tom through  the  thick  gloom  of  the  caverns ; 
and  her  voice,  as  she  suddenly  spoke,  had  the 
hoDowness  of  a  sepulchral  echo, 

^^  O  thou  dread  Form !"  she  exclaimed,  '*  thou 
that  wert  once  so  dear,  and  art  so  terrible !  why 
dost  thou  haunt  me  i  whither  dost  thou  beckon  f 
-  '^  Thy  soul  is  dark,  sister,'*  said  her  com- 
panion ;  ^^  it  is  dark  and  wandering ;  and  thine 
eyes  look  but  upon  the  things  of  the  loaded  heart 
and  the  weary  brain.     What  seest  thou ! " 

^^  Look!''  said  the  patient,  still  gazing  into 
the  vacant  gloom,  and  pointing  with  her  ske- 
leton hand,  ^'  seest  thou  nothing!^ 

''*'  I  see  nothing,^  replied^the  nurse,  wiping  the 
clammy  brow  of  her  charge,  ^'  nothing  but  thee 
in  thy  sick  anguish,  and  these  dim  caves,  and 
the  blackness  of  their  everlasting  shadows.^ 

^^  I  see  a  Spirit !  **  exclaimed  the  other, 
wildly,  '^  a  Spirit  beckoning  with  a  cloudy  hand ! 
It  is  my  Sigeric !  my  love !  my  lord !  my  war- 
rior!  and  my  husband!    oh  look,  Wynfreda! 
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kAik!  dim  as  the  monniig  mirt  axe  Iw  faed 
eyes — calm  aa  the  froaen  stream  is  his  broad 
brow!**' 

''Hush  thee,  afflicted  one!"  said  the  Atr 
tendant ;  '^  hush,  and  be  still.    We  are  aleae."^ 

''Alone  mth*  himl'*  raved  the  dying  womaii; 
^'and  he  comes  near!  nearer !  A,  sister  of  the 
dead!  thou  whom  he  loved  in  life,  look!  look 
how  his  pale  lips  smile !" 

"  A  fiend  abuses  thee ! "  cried  the  other 
crone,  straining  her  gaae  in  the  direction  pointed^ 
and  looking  more  than  half-expectant  of  the 
vision  she  denied ;  "  A  fiend  abuses  thee,  Ada- 
leve.  Were  it  my  brother  from  his  bloody 
grave,  were  it  Sigeric  with  his  festering  wounds, 
/  should  behold  him  fairly  as  thou!  he  would 
not  shun  the  eyes  of  his  sole  sister-^^^  her  to 
whom  revei^  for  his  slaughter  were  as  a  thou- 
sand years  of  joy  tod  triumpiL  It  is  a  demon, 
and  not  Sigeric !  if  it  were  A^,  no  mist  were  in 
the  eye,  no  calm  upon  the  brow,  no  smile  upon 
the  lip !  terror  would  be  around  him  as  a  robe, 
and  vengeance  as  a  girdle  of  fire!  his  frown 
would  be  as  the  Uaekness  of  the  storm,  and 
his  gaate  as  the  red  flashing  of  its  bolts,  wheo 
they  r^d  the  o$k  abore,  and  dliatter  the  rock 
beneath !  his  hand  would  grasp  a  brokai  and  a 


%VtVB.  fff 

gtiy  flFword ;  and,  if  he  ottered  forth  a  voioe, 
'tvraidd  be  fbr>  Vengeance,  Vengeance  on  Ub 
Nonnan  butchen ! " 

^^Twas  80  tin  BOW — ever  till  now,"  mut* 
tered  the  Siek;  '^so  have  I  eeen  him  when 
deep  came  not  act  midnight,  after  long  brooding 
o'er  the  past ;  or  when  it  fled  at  the  voiee  of  the 
mdung  storm,  and  my  awakening  eyes  beheld 
him  pacing,  dark  and  terrible,  by  my  conch !  so 
have  I  seen  him  in  my  noon-tide  path,  when  the 
shrill  east  Uew  fog  and  q>ray  along  the  beadi; 
Uie  hehn  upon  his  brow,  the  gory  mail  upon  his 
limbs,  the  dripping  and  shivered  steel  in  his 
fieahless  grasp !  Thus,  too,  hath  thy  dark  bro- 
ther, Wolfisdo^se-BIaca,  he,  ^the  Avenger^  seen 
him  by  wood  and  wold,  upon  the  midnight 
heath,  and  by  the  fall  of  torrents,  in  huts  and 
caves,  in  halls  and  chambers,  when  other  eyes 
were  blinded,  even  as  thine  are  now,  and  no  ear 
but  his  drank  in  the  cry  for  blood !  so  have  we 
seen  him  in  these  caves  of  vengeance,  ere  we 
have  done  the  deeds  that oh,  God !  " 

She  ceased,  and  with  a  gesture  of  horror,  and 
clasped  arms,  shrank  as  if>  her  whole  frame  suf-* 
fered  collapse  by  a  wrench  of  mortal  agony; 
then,  sinking  slow  and  sfaudderingly  upon  her 
pillow,  and  filing  a  dreadfiil  look  upon  Wyn- 
freda,  she  added,  distractedly, 
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^^  Speak  comfort  to  me,  O  aistier  of  Sigeric ! 
of  him  for  whom  we  haye  done  these  slani^ 
ters — ^tell  me  that  in  the  grave  there  is  peace ! 
that  there  is  no  ear  above  for  the  cry  of  blood ! 
tell  me  that  priests  He — ^that  th^re  is  no  Heaven 
or  Hell — oh,  tell  me  that  there  is  no  God  !  no 
God!  no  God!'' 

She,  to  whom  this  horrible  adjuration  was 
addressed,  shrank  not,  nor  shuddered ;  but  htf 
eye  dilated,  and  her  brow  grew  white  as  she 
made  answer, 

'*"  Question  thy  haunting  spirit,  if  sudi  be. 
Adjure  him  by  all  powers — ^by  Christ  and  Wo- 
den— ^by  Zemebock  and  by  Mary-mother !  *' 

^^I  see  him  not,"  said  the  wretched  being, 
gazing'  languidly  in  her  exhaustion ;  "  he  is 
gone  from  my  ack  couch ;  I  see  him  not.^ 

*^  Art  thou  awake ! "  said  the  listener,  some- 
what harshly. 

'*  Once  more,"  replied  Adaleve,  ^^  for  I  iave 
slept,  and  my  dreams  were  not  as  the  dreams  of 
other  hours.  I  saw  my  Sigeric,  as  I  have  seen 
him  oft;  even  as  thou  hast  painted  him,  in 
wrath  and  terror!  even  as  Se-Blaca  sees  him 
when  the  terrible  hour  is  upon  his  soul,  and 
when  avenging  deeds  are  to  be  done  in  the 
cavemed  dimgeons  beneath  us ! " 

She  paused  a  few  moments,  and  then  resumed. 
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*Mt  was  night,  methooght,  upon  a  blasted 
hesth,  and  the  storm-rack  swept  across  the 
stormjr  heavens.  My  Sigeric  stood  upon  the 
waste,  tossing  his  cloudy  arms  on  high.  Around 
him  were  the  blood-stained  altars  of  other  days ; 
and,  dim  above,  but  vast  and  terrible,  the  gods 
of  the  ancient  faith,  bending  over  the  grey 
stones  of  their  power.  Then  I  saw  shadowy 
things  (one  like  to  thee,  Wynfreda;  one  like 
thy  brother  Se-Blaca,)  dragging  two  victims,  a 
noaiden  and  a  youth,  up  to  the  loftiest  and  the 
bloodiest  shrine.  I  saw  them,  bound  and  bared 
to  the  keen  knife  grasped  in  the  red  hand  of 
Sigeric ;  but,  as  the  sacrificial  steel  rose  for  the 
blow,  away,  away  in  ^whirlwind  and  in  cloud 
rolled  shrines  and  Gods,  victims  and  shadows ! 
Then  there  was  silence,  and  I  heard  a  voice 
(mighty  as  the  mixed  roar  of  the  four  winds !) 
cry  *  Vengeance  is  mine ;  /  will  repay ! '  and 
when  I  looked  again,  how  changed  was  my  Si- 
geric !  how  changed  from  the  armed  Terror  of 
other  visions — ^the  frowning  and  the  terrible! 
f  tell  thee,  sister,  his  brow  was  calm ;  mercy 
and  gentleness  were  in  his  eye ;  the  wounds  of 
the  fierce  De  Mowbray's  lance  streamed  no 
more;  the  mail  of  the  haughty  warrior  was 
gone,  and  in  its  stead  were  garments  of  shining 
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white.  The  sword,  the  apeAr,  the  «xe,  ^cAined 
not  in  his  wan  haod ;  but  m  its  imUooded  graqy 
a  pahn-^braneh  wared.  He  spoke,  and  oh^  bow 
changed  was  his  dread  voice !  its  tbimder-tones 
of  wrath  were  hushed  as  a  spei^  storm ;  aokma 
and  -sweet  and  sad  were  its  3Biew  accents ;  and, 
for  the  once  fierce  cry  of  ^ vengeance!  ven* 
geance!'  I  heard  but  the  unwonted  worda— 
^  Furgioe^  and  spare!  * " 

^*  Sick  dreamer !"  exdaimed  the  stem  Wyn- 
freda,  rising  impatiently,  '4t  is  the  feeUenesa 
of  thy  parting  spirit  that  palters  with  thee  thus. 
The  words  of  lying  priests,  long  scofied  at  and 
defied,  come  back  upon  thee  in  thy  he^eesness, 
as  carrion  things  prey  upon  the  hunter,  when 
his  scared  steed  flings  him  fiY>m  the  rock,  and 
the  strength  of  his  limbs  is  gone.    I  will  arouse 
thee,  Adaleve !  tell  me,  daughter  of  Saxcm  £ad- 
mei>— of  that  brave  Thane,  whose  castle  the 
fierce  Normans  gave  to  sword  and  flame,  sparing 
not  maid  or  matron— old  man  or  babe  ! — Tell 
me,  wife  of  Northumbria's  Earl ;  widow  of  the 
m^|[hty  Sigoric,  whose  Uood  the  Normiin  Mow- 
bray poured  savagely  upon    the  turf — whose 
towers  of  Bamborough.aie  even  now  the  nmr- 
derer's  high  place  of  pride  and  tynnny ;  whose 
captive  sons  and  kinsmen  have  perished  in  its 
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deep  eeSs  and  dunqgeons; — ^tell  me,  Sister  of 
thftt  wretched  one  who  married  with  the  Nor- 
man butcher,  De  Mandeville  of  Essex,  and  fell 
the  victim  of  his  mmtlerons  jealousy ; — ^teD  me,  I 
say,  WHOM  wouMst  thou  ^forgive  and  spare?' — 
Know,  thou  degonerate  trembler  in  Death's 
gra^ !  the  ^victims  now  within  our  clutch,  whom 
thou  wonldst  spare  for  a  sick  dream,  will  be  the 
dearest  ofikring  to  the  shade  of  slaughtered 
Sigeric  that  ever  yet  hath  fallen  to  our  great 
vengeance  !  until  De  Mowbray's  sdf  die  by  Se 
Blaca^s  hand !  ^  Forgive  and  spared  Hath  my 
devoted  brother  for  this  baptized  him  in  the 
bloodofNonnans  with  the  dreadname  ^Avenger!' 
hath  he  for  this  groaned  out  long  years  in  Nor- 
man dungeons?  for  this  watched,  toiled,  and 
bled,  and  shot  a  thousand  shafits  when  other 
hands  were  folded  in  slumber  ?  that,  in  the  hour 
of  almost  final  triumph,  Thou  shouldst  *  forgive 
and  spate?*  No,  by  Thor  and  Seater!  forgive 
thou  mayst,  but  spare  thou  shalt  not !  I  go  to 
summon  Wolfeic  by  the  kindled  beacon ;  if  his 
steps  be  not  afar  ofi|  he  shall  q)eed  hither  while 
thou  art  yet  in  life,  and  plead  with  thee  for  the 
great  work  of  vengeance  ^riiioh  thou  wouldst 
mar  ssoA  botch  in  bednrid  impotence." 
^^Tanry,*^   said  the    dying   Matron,  feebly. 
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«^  tarry,  sister,  a  little  space — ^lest  my  spirit  de- 
part, and  there  be  none  to  dose  these  wretched 
eyes.     Oh,  tarry  but  the  coming  of  the  Leech  T 

^^  Even  for  his  coming,  I  go,"  replied  the 
stem  one.  '^He  is  Priest  as  well  as  Leech,  and 
will  prate  to  thee  after  the  (iAshion  of  his  tribe, 
after  the  sick  quailing  of  thine  own  bosom.  He 
will  preach  to  thee  of  mercy  —  and" — she 
paused,  and  listened,  for  a  movement  of  Du 
Coci's  struck  his  sword  against  the  rock ;  then 
added,  when  the  silence  was  agam  unbroken, 
(« — ^No.  They  come  not.  They  will  not  come. 
An  hour  had  sufficed,  and  EJdric  hath  trebled 
that.  What  cares  the  Norman  Leech  (or  the 
dying  Saxon  ?  Tynemouth,  too,  is  Castle  now,  as 
well  as  Convent ;  and  Edric  is  slain  or  captive ; 
no  word  of  leechcraft  passed  to  the  proud 
Abbot.'' 

She  put  a  cup  of  some  dark  liquid  to  the  lips 
of  Adaleve,  and  merely  adding  ^^  Peace,  and  be 
still;"  and  placing  several  large  keys,  as  if  for 
concealment,  in  a  nook  of  the  rock,  drew  her 
mantle  around  her,  and  quitted  the  wretched 
chamber. 

It  flashed  instantly  upon  Sir  Alberic,  that  one 
of  the  intended  victims  alluded  to  in  the  con- 
versation he  had  thus  overheard,  was,  no  doubt. 
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Ub  poor  ftiend  Raymond ;  and,  drawing  a  long 
breath,  he  swore  intemaDy  to  bury  himself  alive 
in  those  eaveroB  of  horror,  rather  than  fail  to 
extricate  him.  There  appeared  no  sign  of  living 
creature  remaining,  except  the  dying,  and  the 
Dwarf  Puckfist ;  the  latter,  probably  discharging 
the  office  of  gateward,  or  porter,  during  the  ab- 
sence of  the  veritable  official,  who,  according  to 
Wynfreda's  last  words,  had  been  dispatched  to 
the  Abbey  of  Tynemouth,  for  one  of  the  Fathers 
fulfill  in  leechcraft.  And  it  was  thus  that  op- 
portunity was  afforded  to  our  thoughtful  Elfin 
(chance-guided  by  Nicholas)  to  conduct  thither 
Du  Coci. 

No  time  was  now  to  be  lost  in  planning  and 
conjecturing.  The  whole  range  of  the  cavemed 
windings  had,  perhaps,  to  be  explored  before 
success ;  and,  unless  Puckfist  could  act  as  guide, 
the  task  might  prove  both  slow  and  perilous. 
The  Knight  descended  in  heedfiil  silence,  lest  a 
strange  step  or  sound  should  startle  the  flutter- 
ing q)irit  of  the  sick  at  once  from  its  tenement. 
He  took  the  passage  by  which  he  entered,  and 
pursued  it  as  far  as  the  inlet  to  that  fearful  hall, 
in  which  skeletons  seemed  to  stand  as  statues, 
or  to  repose,  like  sepulchral  effigies,  upon  their 
slabs.    Sir  Alberic  was  a  brave  man,  but  he 
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stood  by  that  entrance  reluctant  to  croas  its 
threshold — 

"  Bewildered  aad  o'erawed  he  stood ;" 

and  felt  strangely  relieved  when  he  saw  the 
Dwarf  approaching,  lamp  in  hand,  from  the  other 
extremity. 

No  indecision  marked  the  conduct  of  Puckfist. 
He  hurried  with  noiseless  foot  into  the  djing 
chamber,  drew  forth  the  hidden  keys,  like  one 
who  well  knew  the  secret  of  their  hiding-place, 
and  then,  beckoning  the  Knight,  led  the  way  by 
another  passage  and  a  steep  downward  stair, 
until  stopped  by  a  low  oaken-door,  bound,  cross- 
barred,  and  clenched  with  iron.  He  applied  the 
fitting  key — entered — ^and  held  up  the  light, 
and  then  Du  Coci  saw,  dimly,  in  the  furthest 
angle,  a  female  form  kneeling  by  a  couch,  and 
with  both  arms  crossed  upon  her  bosom. 

"  I  guess  *twas  fnghtful  there  to  see, 
A  Lady  beaatifiil  ss  she, 
Beautifal  exceedingly  !*' 

It  was  Constance  de  Mowbray. 
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CHAPTER  V. 


**  Now  closed  is  the  gin, 
And  the  prey  within, 

Bj  the  rood  of  Lannercost !' 

Bridal  of  TYiermaine. 


A  GLANCE  at  the  intervening  fortunes  of  Con- 
stance is  necessary^  to  explain  her  transition  to 
the  cavemed  hold  of  Wolfsic-se-Blaca;  the  same 
dark  and  repulsive  Being  whom  we  have  hitherto 
presented  as  the  Invisible  and  the  Avenger. 

It  will  be  remembered  that  De  Lacy,  in  his 
account  of  the  abduction  of  our  heroine,  exulted 
in  the  circumstance  of  De  Albemarle's  triumph 
and  possession  being  as  short-lived  as  his  own. 
The  good  Earl,  in  fact,  had  scarcely  ridden  a 
furlong  with  his  prize  before  a  shaft  from  an  un- 
seen hand  pierced  his  charger  to  the  heart,  and 
threw  both  riders  violently  to  the  earth.  In  an 
instant  a  crowd  of  outlaws  was  upon  them.  One 
party  seized  and  bore  off  the  lady,  senseless  with 
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her  fall ;  another  manacled  her  prostrate  cham- 
pion; and,  before  the  latter  could  demand  a 
reason  or  a  name,  the  whole  troop  was  spurring 
fast  and  hard  to  the  coast,  where  a  vessel,  en- 
gaged by  Se-Blaca,  awaited  their  arrival,  and 
that  of  the  Avenger  himself,  after  he  had  dis- 
charged  another  of  his  peculiar  missions.  The 
Earl  of  Albemarle,  however,  was  indebted  to  his 
minstrel  garb  and  incognito  for  a  contempt  which 
i?ave  him  speedy  liberty.  His  captors  plundered 
L  of  whaZr  appied  worth  ta.4.  anns, 
purse,  and  harp-wrest ;  and  abandoned  him,  thus 
stripped,  upon  a  bleak  moor,  to  seek  first  a  meal, 
and  then  a  kingdom.  He  joined  the  nearest 
body  of  his  partisans,  took  shipping  at  Southamp- 
ton, landed  upon  the  coast  of  Norfolk,  where 
lay  the  strength  of  some  of  his  adherents,  and 
marched  directly,  with  his  new  levies,  to  join 
De  Mowbray  upon  the  Tyne. 

Constance,  meanwhile,  upon  recovering  her 
staled  senses,  found  herself  ^^  cabined — cribbed 
— confined  "  in  a  bark,  hurrying  northward  as 
fast  as  wind  and  wave  could  carry  it.  Permitted 
to  leave  her  loathsome  '^  berth,^'  she  stood  at 
last  upon  the  deck,  amidst  a  savage  crew,  who 
gazed  upon  her,  from  under  their  dark  brows  and 
matted  locks,  as  Spenser's  satyrs  and  wild  wood 
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folks  upon  Una  or  Britomarte.    One  of  the  cap- 
turing party  acted  as  skipper.    He  was  a  man 
"having  authority/'  and  repressed  the  curiosity 
of  his  staring  fellows  with  sufficient  sternness. 
Once  she  asked  him,  in  the  ^^  lingua  franca'"  of 
the  period,  to  whom  she  was  a  captive ;  but 
he  replied,  unintelligibly,  in  downright  Saxon, 
shook  his  head,  and  pointed  angrily  to  the  cabin. 
There,  when  night  and  necessity  drove,  the  un- 
hi^py  girl  retired;  unmolested,  indeed,  but  with 
dark  presages  and  misgivings ;  and  it  was  ob- 
served, by  whomsoever  entered,  that  her  right 
hand  was  constantly  within  the  tunic  folds  drawn 
over  her  left  bosom. 

In  a  few  days  their  vessel  breasted  the  surges 
upon  the  lofty  shores  of  Yorkshire  and  Dur- 
ham, then  known  under  the  general  name  North- 
Humber-land.  They  passed  the  monastery  and 
miserable  fishing  port  of  Weriemouth  ;  and 
Constance  soon  beheld,  with  brightening  eye 
and  beating  heart,  the  castled  priory  of  Tyne- 
mouth  hanging  over  the  surging  deep ;  and  in 
which,  at  that  moment,  her  powerful  father 
held  rule  and  court.  The  appearance  of  some 
vessels  off  the  river  mouth  alarmed  her  fellow 
voyagers.  They  stood  out  seaward  until  night, 
and  then  ran  by  the  dim  star-light  for  Marston ; 
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anchored  at  high  tide  near  the  headland,  and 
landed  their  charge  in  a  small  boat  amongst  the 
rocks.  Even  before  gaining  the  beach,  a  mantle 
was  drawn  almost  stiSingly  over  her  head ;  and, 
upon  touching  terra-firma,  an  arm  of  iron  sinews 
bore  her  up  a  steep  ascent  in  the  cliffs.  At 
last,  bolts  grated  and  doors  creaked ;  passages 
were  explored  and  steps  ascended;  she  heard 
the  voices  of  aged  women,  and,  for  an  instant, 
i*ejoiced  to  catch  the  sounds ;  forgetful,  or  igno- 
rant, that,  even  amongst  her  own  sex,  there 
:ire  those  who,  m  designs  of  cruelty,  yield  little 
to  the  worst  of  men.  Suddenly  the  bandage 
was  withdrawn,  and  she  beheld  a  chamber,  or 
rather  dungeon,  cut  in  the  rock,  as  we  have 
described  other  parts  of  Se-Blaca's  dismal  for^ 
tress ;  and  which,  as  the  low  door  closed  upon 
one  departing,  seemed  abandoned  to  her  sole 
occupation.  It  contained  only  a  stone  couch, 
more  resembling  a  tomb ;  and  had  nothing  tar- 
ther  to  relieve  its  naked  hideousness  except, 
upon  the  walls  near  the  couch,  a  partial  covering 
of  coarse  black  arras,  and,  upon  the  floor,  a  few 
dried  bents  from  the  adjacent  searbanks. 

There  was,  however,  a  burning  lamp,  and 
even  a  little  fire,  with  a  few  billets  to  prolong 
its  glimmering  solace.    By  this,  sleepless  and 
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hopeless,  with  hands  now  clawed,  now  crossed 
upon  her  bosom,  Constance  sat,  or  paced,  at 
dreary  intervals,  listening  to  the  shrill  winds 
above,  and  the  hoarse  tide  beneath ;  and  still, 
whenever  a  sound  arose  that  seemed  to  vary 
from  these,  placing  her  hand,  as  we  have  already 
described,  within  the  bosom-folds  of  her  tunic. 

At  last  the  door  re-opened,  and  a  man  of  a 
morose  aspect  entered  with  a  smaU  loaf  and  a 
cup.  He  placed  them  upon  the  table,  surveyed 
her  from  head  to  foot,  by  the  lifted  lamp,  with 
a  savage  curiosity;  and  then,  pointing  to  the 
viands,  said,  harshly, 

'^  Eat,  and  drink,  and  be  merry,  fair  Dame." 

She  gazed  upon  him  without  answering ;  and 
after  another  brutal  stare,  he  withdrew. 

So  passed  the  night. 

Morning  brought  this  ungentle  keeper  again, 
with  another  cup,  and  another  morsel  of  coarse 
bread ;  but  he  found  the  first  purveyance  as  he 
had  left  it,  untouched. 

'•^  Dainty,  methinks,"  he  muttered,  ^^  or  moody. 
As  ye  list,  pale  face,  as  ye  list,"  and  so  he 
vanished. 

The  fire  was  not  renewed ;  and  the  sleepless 
girl  was  fain  to  pace  hurriedly  to  and  fro,  to  keep 
her  chiUed  blood  from  utterly  freezing.     The 
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lamp,  too,  had  of  course  expired ;  but  a  little 
day-li^t,  as  well  as  air,  found  its  way  in  by 
several  chinks  add  crannies  above;  and  there 
was  one  aperture  sufllciently  wide  to  uttoird  a 
glimpse  of  sky.  At  last  another  visitor  ap- 
peared. 

It  was  the  stem  Wynfreda.  Age  had  wrink- 
led, but  not  bowed  her  down.  Misfortune  had 
made  her  cruel,  not  sympathizing.  She  pointed 
sternly  to  the  loaf  and  cup,  and  said,  in  eold 
harsh  tones, 

*'  Eat,  minion  !  and  drink ;  thoud'st  best !" 

She  advanced  until  the  light  from  the  rift 
glanced  upon  her  features,  as  if  desirous  that 
the  prisoner  might  read  in  them  the  necessity  of 
obedience ;  and  Constance  looked,  and— obeyed. 
She  obeyed;  but,  with  the  first  attempted 
mouthful,  sickness  and  shivering  came  over  her ; 
and,  had  she  swallowed  the  bitter  morsel,  it  had 
choked  her  instantly.  A  few  drops  of  the 
liquid  moistened  her  lips,  and  then  she  stood, 
once  more,  still,  and  ghastly,  and  without  utter- 
ing one  word,  either  of  fear  or  hq>e,  of  question 
or  remonstrance. 

'' Afeard  of  poison,  belike  !*'  said  Wynfreda. 
^^  Thou  art  a  fool.  It  were  easier  to  deal  with 
thee  as  thou  art  dealing  with  thyself-^to  iiarve 
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tfaee.  But  the  Saxon  will,  neither  poison  nor 
starve  thee,  great  Norman  dame!  Eat  and 
diink,  lest,  when  the  bridegroom  comes,  he  find 
thee  lank  and  iU-favoured,  and  will  none  of  thee.'* 

^^ Didst  thou  say  bridegroom?"  fiiltered  Con- 
stance at  last. 

^  Didst  thou  not  hear  ?  "  answered  the  crone, 
with  savage  petulance. 

^'  I  hear,*"  answered  the  poor  girl,  '^  and  may 
God  hear  and  help  me." 

^^  Canst  help  thyself,  fitir  one,  methinks !"  said 
the  other  with  a  horrid  laugh.  ^*  Thou  canst 
staby  ha!  but  not  true  and  deep — ^not  to  the 
heeart.  Thou  hast  but  scratched,  and  angered ; 
and  he  commends  him  to  thee  from  his  towers 
of  Newark ;  and  bids  thee  look  for  him  (if  it 
please  Heaven,  and  the  Leech)  ere  thou  hast 
slept  two  nights  alone.'^ 

^^  Alive !  r  said  Constance,  with  clasped 
hands,  and  in  a  tone  so  low  with  horror,  that 
Wynfreda  did  not  hear,  and  went  on  insultingly, 

''  O  i  thou  ahouldst  have  been  a  Saxon^  trod- 
den and  q>unied,  and  heart-wrung ;  braved  and 
beggared  by  foreign  churls ;  and  then  thou  hadst 
stricken  home  !  a  thrust  with  thy  very  broider- 
ing  needle  had  been  worth  a  thousand  lances  for 
the  deed.    But,  hark  thee,  cold  trembler !  if  thou 
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wouldst  shed  Uood  to  purpose,  eat  and  be  strong  f 
drink  and  curse !  and  brood  over  thy  wrongs, 
and  fever  thy  chilled  veins  till  their  red  current 
boils  like  a  mountain  stream !  He  comes,  pretty 
one !  the  great  De  Lacy  comes! — " 

And,  with  this  infliction  of  wretchedness,  the 
she-wolf  turned  and  departed ;  locking  her  cap- 
tive within,  and  leaving,  although  the  captive 
saw  it  not,  a  spy  upon  her  agonies.  But  the 
mind  of  Constance  was  made  up.  She  sat  down. 
Her  cheek  was  quite  bloodless.  Her  eye  had  a 
strange  sparkle.  She  drew  out,  with  her  left 
hand,  a  little  rosacy,  and  kissed  the  suspended 
Cross, — ^with  her  right,  the  short  keen  dagger 
which  had  so  constantly  been  in  its  grasp  since 
her  captivity.  It  was  De  Lacy'^s — ^the  same 
with  which  she  had  stabbed  him. 

''  His  blood,  "^  she  said,  with  a  dreadful  calm- 
ness, '^  is  upon  it.  It  shall  not  mingle  with  mine. 
Not  even  thus,*' 

And  slowly  and  heedfully  she  applied  herself 
to  cleanse  and  polish  it  with  her  tunic-hem ; 
until  the  blade,  as  she  held  it  up  to  the  dim 
day-beam,  glanced  clear  and  stainless.  AU  that 
escaped  her  during  this  process,  was  in  frag- 
ments ;  broken  hints  of  a  dark  purpose. 

^'  Yes — instantly — instantly  it  must  be.   Sleep 
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is  treacherous.  Food  may  be  drugged.  In- 
stantly— while  I  have  yet  strength — Raymond  ! 
—Oh  God  !— eo  young  !— " 

She  started  up — pressed  her  cold  forehead 
with  her  colder  hand— once  more  kissed  the 
Crucifix,  and  at  the  same  moment  Elfin  Puckfist 
sprang  before  her,  and  threw  himself  at  her  feet. 
At  another  time  an  apparition  so  strange  and 
sudden  had  been  worse  than  startling ;  but  her 
high-wrought  mind  was  now  beyond  an  ordinary 
emotion.  The  si^t  of  the  Dwarf,  indeed,  sug- 
gested the  image  of  his  Lord ;  and  a  vague  feel- 
ing of  hope  once  more  sent  the  poniard  to  its 
hiding-place.  Eagerly  she  questioned  him  of 
De  Albemarle,  but  he  replied  only  by  repeating 
the  same  form  of  gesticulation  he  had  before 
employed  to  assure  Du  Coci  of  his  perfect  igno- 
rance. When,. however,  she  uttered  the  word 
'^  Raymond,"  Elfin  sprang  to  his  feet,  caught 
the  h^n  of  her  tunic,  nodded  repeatedly  and 
earnestly,  and  pointed  downwards ;  signs  which 
conveyed  nothing  to  Constance,  except,  from  his 
general  manner,  that  the  object  of  her  inquiry 
still  lived. 

Suddenly  he  addressed  himself,  with  all  his 
pantomimic  eloquence,  to  prevail  upon  her  to 
take  food.     He  performed  the  office  of  "  taster," 
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and  refused'  a  single  answering  gesture  to  her 
most  importunate  query  until  she  oon^lied* 
Satisfied  in  that  point,  the  Dwarf  then  busied 
himself  with  a  scmtmising  survey  of  her  prison ; 
measuring  its  height  with  his  keen  eye ;  crawl- 
ing along  the  sides  of  the  floor  on  hands  and 
knees ;  prying  under  the  black  arras,  and  thrust- 
ing his  lank  fingers  into  eveiy  rent  and  cranny  of 
the  rock.  He  seemed  at  last  to  find  what  he 
required ;  a  cavity,  with  a  fissure  running  deep 
into  the  outward  wall ;  and  which,  with  no  better 
instrument  than  an  old  quarely  or  cross-bow- 
bolt,  he  immediately  began  to  enlarge ;  gauging, 
and  chiselling,  and  scooping  out  the  limestone  at 
a  surprising  rate ;  and  working,  indeed,  with  the 
furious  industry  of  one  who  has  a  heavy  task 
before  him,  and  little  time  to  accomplish  it  in. 

Constance  rose  fix>m  her  spare  meal  to  study 
the  mystery  of  excavation  under  this  strange 
master;  and,  although  it  was  fiir  finom  obvious 
what  purpose  would  be  answered  by  drilling 
through  the  &ce  of  a  peipendicular  e]iS,  where 
the  outlet  would  be  at  least  thirty  or  forty  feet 
above  the  level  of  high  tide,  yet,  such  is  the  thirst 
for  freedom,  when  worse  than  death  awaits  the 
imprisoned,  that  the  lady  soon  wrought  at  the 
task  as  hard  and  sedulously  as  her  instructor. 
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About  two  hoius  wore  away  at  this  unwonted 
to3;  the  labourers  refieving  each  other  at  short 
intervals;  when,  suddenly,  a  heavy  stroke  upon 
the  door  sununoned  the  Dwarf.  The  arras  was 
dropped  over  the  cavity.  Constance  resumed 
her  couch ;  and  as  the  door  opened  for  Puckfist  s 
departure,  she  caught  another  glimpse  of  the 
haggard  face  of  her  last  janitor. 

Every  day,  at  the  same  hour,  the  Dwarf  now 
made  his  iq>pearance  with  the  cup  and  loaf ;  and 
was,  as  regularly,  locked  in  by  the  stem  and 
suspicious  Wynfreda,  who,  sleepless  in  the  due 
season  of  sleep,  daily  at  that  time  slept  in  her 
cell,  and  took  this  mode  of  making  assurance 
doubly  sure  with  the  yet  distrusted  Elfin.  Every 
day,  therefore,  the  work  of  excavation  went 
busily  on  for  the  allotted  two  hours ;  Puckfist 
laboming  akme  through  that  period,  in  order  to 
leave  Constance  refreshed  for  solitary  toil  after 
his  departure,  and,  at  intervals,  carrying  off  and 
levelling  the  sandy  particles  scooped  out. 

At  length,  another  gaoler  appeared.  It  was 
Wolfsic-se-Blaca  himself;  and  the  hand  of 
Constance  once  more  hurried  into  her  bosom ; 
for  the  voice  of  this  dark  Being  was  terrible,  and 
his  eye  was  cruel. 

^^Hail,  noble  Damoiselle!"  he  exclaimed  in 
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grim  irony :  ''  Daughter  of  the  great  Earl  de 
Mowbray ;  bride  of  the  mighty  Baron  de  Lacy ! 
make  me  proud  with  thy  thanks ;  for  this  is  my 
Tynemouth — ^my  Bamborough !  and  thou  hast 
eaten  of  my  loaf,  and  drank  of  my  cup." 

Constance,  as  we  have  shown,  had  wasted  no 
words  in  parley  with  Wynfreda,  whose  fierce  and 
malignant  expression  shut  the  door  upon  hope. 
But  she  now  determined  to  try  what  could  be 
done  by  appeal  to  the  nobler  spirit  of  man. 

^^  I  have,  indeed,  drank  of  thy  cup,**^  she  re- 
plied, ^'  and  eaten  of  thy  loaf — ^if  thou  art  the 
Lord  of  this  dreadful  place.  Yet  it  was  but  to 
prolong  life  until  a  human  thing  with  a  human 
heart  might  enter  and  look  mercifully  upon  me. 
I  adjure  thee,  by  all  that  is  most  just,  teU  me 
why  I  am  thus  a  captive  !  If  for  the  lucre  of 
ransom^  thou  knowest  me,  and  knowest,  there- 
fore, who  would  pay  thee  even  to  thy  heart  s 
wildest  wish."" 

"  I  understand,""  said  Wolfsic.  '*  But  thou 
art  deceived.  Tell  me ;  art  thou  the  beloved  of 
thy  father !  art  thou  as  the  apple  of  his- eye  I" 

The  heart  of  Constance  filled,  for  no  assurance 
was  hers  of  being  so  beloved  by  De  Mowbray. 

^'Wert  thou  a  parent,"  she  said,  avoiding 
direct  reply,  ''  thine  own  bosom  would  answer 
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thee — ^thou  wouldst  know  that  untold  treasures 

are  giren  as  dust  of  the  earth  for  a  child  r 

ransom." 
'^  Were  all  the  dust  of  his  broad  Earldom  gold 

of  the  purest,  and  poured  out  at  my  very  foot 

for  thy  release,'"   replied   Se-Blaca,  "  I  would 

not  forego  my  grasp  upon  thee  !" 
"  God  of  mercy  ! "    exclaimed  the    captive, 

"  wherefore  I" 
"  Because,"   he  resumed,    "whilst  thou  art 

here ;  and  while  the  lust  of  De  Lacy  bums ; 
and  while  Stephen  of  Albemarle  dreams  of  thee 
as  his  Queen ;  and  while  De  Mowbray  counts 
upon  thee  as  a  thing  of  price  to  be  bought  and 
sold,  that  his  proud  foot  may  trample  upon  many 
necks,  I  gain  that  by  thee  which  is  dearer  to 
me  than  a  thousand  worlds  of  treasure  !" 

"Be  not  deceived,^''  said  Constance,  hiding 
her  terror,  "  What  canst  thou  gain  by  cruelty 
which  will  bring  thee  neither  power  nor  gold  T 
"  Revenge  !  "  answered  the  gaoler,  "  Re- 
venge !  which,  to  the  heart  that  pants,  and 
thirsts,  and  famishes  for  it,  is  power,  and  gold, 
and  wine,  and  delicates,  and  the  whole  earth, 
and  the  best  part  of  that  Heaven  in  which  priests 
would  shut  it  up  from  stricken  fools  and 
trampled  cravens !  To  my  heart,  revenge  is  all 
this!" 
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^'  Blind,  miserable,  and  malignant  !"  ex- 
dumed  the  Lady,  ^^what  wooldst  thou  re- 
venge !  and  upon  whom  ?" 

'^  Child — fool — and  Norman  !  why  should  I 
prate  of  it  to  thee!  but  yet — not  so,^  he  added, 
with  a  fearful  smile,  **  thou  art  no  babe — ^thon 
hast  written  thyself  worthy — thou  hast  shed 
blood  I  Norman  blood  I  and  hadst  thou  stricken 
deep  enough,  that — that  alone  had  been  as  a 
ransom  for  thee  within  these  walls.  But  he 
lives,  feeble  one !  the  hot  De  Lacy  lives !  and 
comes  to  banquet  even  now  upon  thy  vaunted 
charms !  Then — ^when  that  feast  is  devoured ; 
and  when  the  feaster  in  his  turn  is  feasted  upon ; 
and  when  the  would-be  king,  De  Albemarle, 
hath  flung  himself  into  my  pitfall;  then,  last 
and  dearest,  shall  come  the  master-sacrifice,  De 
Mowbray !  to  look  upon  the  wide  and  vasty  ruin, 
with  pangs  to  which  hell-tortures  are  as  games 
of  May !  and,  with  his  own  accursed  life,  and 
that  of  his  hot  minion  Raymond,  to " 

^^  Vindictive  devil !  and  not  man !"  inter- 
rupted the  Lady,  '^  Peace  in  the  name  of 
God !  and  get  thee  hence! — ^Fiends  are  ye  all ! 
Thou — De  Lacy — the  Hag  that  does  ye  service 
— ^Oh,  holy  Mother !"  she  added,  fervently  lift- 
ing her  hands  to  heaven,  ^'  if  I  must  needs  be 
haunted  with   these   furies,  fill    me  with  thy 
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strength  to  snatch  the  prey  from  the  spoilt 
to  baffle  and  defy  them !" 

^'  Pray  long  and  loud,"  said  the  Avenger,  or 
never  in  these  depths  shall  the  Virgin  hear  thee ! 
So  prayed,  as  I  remember  me,  another  lady-love  of 
De  Lacy's — ^the  fair-haired  and  the  bright-eyed 
of  other  days — ^whose  bones " 

He  stopped  abruptly,  as  if  undetermined  to 
finish  a  sentence  of  so  much  horror,  then  broke 
into  a  laugh  scarely  less  dreadful — 

"  Ha !  ha !  ha !  tell  me,  gentle  one,  hast  thou 
slept  upon  yonder  flinty  bed  \*^  (pointing  to  the 
couch)  ^.  Nay — shrink  not !  I  go,  and  thy  lover 
comes — ^he,  the  grim  gallant  of  Newark— ^/!e9uf, 
if  ye  list  to  call  him  so ;  but  not  fieind  or  hag 
should  ye  call  her,  who  hath  purveyed  ye  that 
couch  for  your  bridal  need !  It  is  a  blessed  bed, 
if  ye  knew  all ;  less  dainty,  perchance,  to  tender 
Innbe  than  the  silky  down  of  Norman  chambers ; 

but,  for  a  sound  undreaming  sleep !     Oh, 

I  could  show  thee,  were  the  hour  fitting,  that 
which  would  strengthen  thee,  with  its  hidden 
virtues,  to  make  even  the  iron  heart  of  De  Lacy 
knock  at  his  ribs !  Thou  wouldst  spare  poniards, 
and  seek  but  to  stab  his  eyes.  Such  are  the 
choice  secrets  of  yonder  couch.  But,  fare  thee 
well,  daughter  of  the  doomed  De  Mowbray  !  for 
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a  space  I  trouble  thee  no  more;  and  be  not 
curious f  Lady,  until  the  hour  of  need ;  lest  the- 
hand  that  would  throw  fire  upon  another  be  it- 
self scorched  to  the  bone  !  Eat— drink — sleep — 
and  search  not.'*' 

Thus  saying,  the  Avenger  turned  and  departed; 
but  the  spirit  of  his  wild  words  remained,  and 
lay  heavily  upon  the  bosom  of  the  prisoner. 

She  looked  for  some  minutes  fixedly — almost 
fearfully,  upon  the  tomb-like  pallet  which  had 
served  her  for  the  broken  slumbers  of  imprison- 
ment; and  sought,  in  vain,  to  guess  even  the 
nature  of  the  occult  horrors  which  Se-Blaca 
seemed  to  associate  with  it.  Thick-coming  fan* 
cies  and  suggestions,  vague  images  of  crime  and 
terroi^— of  darkness  and  of  blood — chased  each 
other  in  delirious  whirl  through  her  fevered  and 
overwrought  imagination.  But,  though  a  thou- 
sand murders  had  been  done  upon  its  surface, 
what  daggers  could  that  cold  stone,  offer  to  stab 
the  eyes  of  De  Lacy  t  Had  the  stem  Saxon, 
she  thought  at  last,  ingenious  in  his  cruelty, 
vented  these  apparent  ravings  only  to  snatch 
from  her  the  last  solace  of  the  miserable — sleep ! 
To  call  up,  by  incantations  of  terror,  the  spectral 
things  with  which  superstition  can  torture  even 
innocence  itself? 
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The  faint  day-beam,  struggling  through  the 
reft,  grew  yet  fainter,  as  she  communed  thus 
darkly  with  her  excited  heart  and  imagination. 
Soon  all  was  night,  and  all  was  silence ;  for  not 
a  wind  breathed,  nor  a  wave  broke,  audibly 
without.  At  last,  whether  from  refined  malice, 
or  something  like  awakening  pity,  the  door  again 
opened,  and  the  hand  of  Wolfsic  placed  a  lighted 
lamp  within  her  reach.  She  grasped  it  eagerly, 
as  the  bolts  shot  again  into  their  staples,  and 
obeyed  at  once  the  irresistible  impulse  of  her 
curiosity. 

Drawing  the  scanty  coverings  from  the  pallet, 
she  found  that  the  sides  only  were  of  stone,  a 
lid  of  blackened  oak  resting  upon  their  edges. 
Then,  holding  the  light  in  one  hand,  with  the 
other,  eager  and  trembling,  she  lifted  up  the 
boards — looked  for  a  single  instant  into  the  hol- 
low beneath — ^uttered  a  faint  scream— dropped 
the  lamp,  and  fell  senseless  beside  it  upon  the 
rocky  floor ! 
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CHAPTER  VI. 

«  ^    Now,  at  this  hour, 

Lie  at  my  mercy  all  mine  enemiet.*' 

Tke  T^emput, 

Enough  of  the  solitary  horrors  of  Constance. 
We  pass  the  days  of  silent  toil,  shared  for  the 
usual  brief  interval  by  the  Dwarf,  stiU  her  diurnal 
cup-bearer.  We  pass  the  wretched  nights 
worn  through  in  broken  slumbers  as  fiur  from 
the  couch  of  terror  as  possible;  and  resume 
where  we  broke  off^  at  the  entrance  of  Sir  Al- 
beric  and  Puckfist. 

It  was  no  moment  for  explanations,  or  the 
forms  of  greeting. 

^^Away,  Lady!^  cried  the  Knight,  "misery 
and  death  are  here ! " 

'^O  Ood!"  exclaimed  the  startled  captive, 
'^  a  Norman  voice !  a  Norman  knight !  '* 

«<pjyp  |,e  continued;  "yet  but  a  few  lost 
moments  and  Destruction  swoops  upon  us !  thy 
hand  I*' 
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**  Take  it,"^  she  replied,  ^^  and  may  Ood  pity 
me  if  I  am  again  deceived." 

"  Amen,"  rejoined  Sir  Alberic,  ^^  and  judge 
the  deceiver.     Now,  away ! " 

They  fled  along  the  vaults  as  fast  as  Puckfist 
could  lead  without  extinguishing  the  lamp ;  Du 
Coci,  it  must  be  remembered,  knowing  whom  he 
protected,  but  Constance  wholly  ignorant  of  her 
protector. 

Their  way  necessarily  led  through  the  cham- 
ber of  Adaleve ;  and  her  expiring  moans  struck 
upon  their  very  hearts  as  they  entered. 

'^  Hark !  and  behdd,"  said  Constance,  "  ano- 
ther victim ! " 

"  Now,  may  God  pardon  her ! "  said  Du  Coci, 
recalling  what  he  had  overheard;  "she  hath 
holp  to  make  many  victims ;  but  her  last  sin  is 
sinned.     She  dies,  even  as  I  speak." 

"  Yes,"  said  Adaleve,  vainly  striving  to  raise 
her  emaciated  frame;  while  the  pitying  Con- 
stance bent  over  her  to  wipe  her  filmed  eye  and 
chafe  her  cold  hand.  "  I  die,  Stranger  !  and 
there  are  no  lips  but  thine  to  say,  *  Ood  pardon 
her  !^  The  last  of  human^things  that  loved  or 
feared,  obeyed  or  cherished,  hath  fled  from  me, 
and  I  depart  like  a  castrout  dog.  The  Leech 
comes  not ;  the  Priest  hears  not ;  there  is  no 
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hand  to  bring  a  little  water  to  my  dying  lip ; 
and  my  soul,  heavy  with  many  sins,  goes  hence 
without  a  prayer ! "" 

''Oh,  do  not  say  it!"  exclaimed  Constance, 
in  great  horror — and  regardless  of  the  Dwarfs 
impatient  signs  for  continued  flight,  ^'do  not 
say  it.  Pray,  sufferer !  I  will  support  thee,  and 
bear  up  thine  hands  in  mine.'* 

And  she  attempted  to  close  and  raise  them 
for  the  great  charitable  purpose ;  but  the  last 
remains  of  strength  in  the  dying  woman  seemed 
tasked  to  prevent  it.  Remorse  and  despair  had 
fastened  strongly  upon  her. 

"  I  hear  many  voices,""  she  said,  wildly,  "  cry- 
ing for  mercy — the  mercy  we  never  granted !  I 
hear  them  in  the  deep  cells  below,  and  the 
dashing  of  the  tide  that  strangles  them,  and 

their  choked  sobs  and  groans ! Oh,  Wolfsic ! 

spare  I  my  revenge  hath  fed  full !  Sigeric  is 
weary  of  slaughter — ^vengeance  is  sick  within 
me !  slay  De  Mowbray  in  fight,  as  he  slew  my 
Sigeric ;  but  spare  the  youth  and  maiden  !  give 
not  his  fair  child  to  lust  and  murder !  doom  not 
the  guiltless  boy  to  the  wild  waves.  It  was  his 
mother^s  crime  to  wed  De  Mandeville,  and  with 
her  blood  she  paid  for  it.  Take  him  food, 
he  is  famishing,  Wolfsic !  thy  stem  sister  hath 
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broken  his  staff  of  bread.     Oh,  drag  him  not  to 

those  cells  of  death !  it  is  the  flow  of  tide — I 

hear  it  searching  the  craggy  depths,  and  rising 

fast  to  his  young  lips — ^look !  look !  he  tugs  in 

vain  at  the  strong  bars!    they  are  firm  and 

tyrannous — the  salt  surf  blinds  and  chokes  him — 

he  calls  aloud  upon  his  Lord — but  De  Mowbray 

hears  not !  upon  me,  his  wretched  kinswoman, 

bat  a  fiend  hath  tied  the  hands  that  would  save ! 

— ^they  were  strong  to  destroy,   but  they  are 

powerless  to  show  mercy !  oh,  child  of  my  lost 

sister!    Raymond!  Raymond!  say  not  that  I 

have  murdered  thee  !  " 

Instantly  as  the  name  thrilled  upon  her  ear, 
Constance  sprang  from  the  dying  wretch  that 
uttered  it :  she  spoke  no  word.  The  power  of 
utterance  was  gone.     She  snatched  the  keys 

I 

from  the  Dwarf  as  he  shook  them  impatiently 
at  her  side,  grasped  the  arm  of  Du  Coci,  and 
fixed  upon  him  a  look  which  never  woman  half 
so  lovely  as  Constance  fixed  in  vain  upon  a  brave 
and  generous  man. 

Now,  by  St.  Mary,"  exclaimed  the  Knight, 
it  is  even  so !  Raymond  also  is  in  these  ac- 
cursed dens.  He  perishes — ^he  dies — starved  or 
drowned — ^while  we  prate  here.     Away,  Lady  ! 
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4nd,  for  thy  life.  Dwarf,  leave  not  unaearched 
eyen  a  nook  that  would  nestle  a  sea-gull  P 

They  quitted  the  chamber  of  death,  and  fol- 
lowed Elfin  upon  a  new  quest. 

How  pure  and  holy  is  the  strength  of  WcHoan's 
devoted  heart !  that  night,  as  Constance  hurried 
through  the  black  and  jagged  cav^mB,  she  would 
have  wrestlctd  with  a  demon,  had  such  arisen  to 
hold  her  firom  the  dungeon  that  held  Raymond! 

The  way  now  led  by  the  Dwarf  had  a  ten- 
fold murkiness  and  horror.  Rifts  and  chasms, 
blacker  almost  than  blackest  night,  stretched 
away  on  every  hand ; '  and,  at  times,  they  had 
apertures  to  thread  resembling  the  rocky  *'  nee* 
die's  eyes  "  of  the  East,  throng  which  only  one 
person  could  pass  at  once,  and  that  not  easily. 
At  last,  in  dragging  through  one  of  Uieee,  the 
lamp  was  extinguished  by  a  strong  draught  of 
air,  rushing  as  from  a  door  or  window  suddenly 
opened. 

'^  Accursed  chance  1*^  said  the  Knight,  *'  who 
can  grope  his  way  in  darkness  through  such  a 
maze  of  fox-«arths  and  mcJe-tracks !  hie  thee 
back,  thou  luckless  imp,  and  re-light  the  lamp; 
and  be  heedful  of  thy  neck,  in  Heaven^s  name, 
or  ours  too  will  be  broken  eare  we  escape." 
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There  was,  indeed,  no  other  way;  and  the 
poor  Dwarf  commenced  his  perilous  retreat ; 
leaving  Sir  Alberic  and  Constance  caged  in 
grim  niches,  from  which  they  did  not  dare  to 
move,  lest  a  false  step  might  fling  them  into 
some  craggy  limbo  beneath. 

''Pray  Qod  he  return  in  safety,  and  with 
speed  r'  said  Du  Coci,  '^  or  the  hour  of  vantage 
will  be  lost ;  and  those  may  chance  to  arrive 
that  will  not  leave  open  postern  and  free  passage 
to  go  forth  as  we  came  in.  The  Oateward  will 
arrive  with  the  Leech ;  or  perchance  this  Saxon 
Devil  of  Revenge,  Wolfsio-se-Blaca  himself.''' 

''  Five  days/'  said  Constance,  ^'  if  I  have  read 
aright  the  mute  tokens  of  the  Dwarf,  he  hath 
been  hence  vrith  his  fierce  band.^' 

'^  Aye,  Lady ;  but  his  promised  hour  of  return 
is  past,  and  yonder  she-fiend,  his  sister,  hath 
posted  forth  to  hurry  him  back  with  signal- 
beacons.'^ 

^  Should  it  be  so— ^'  rejoined  Constance, ''  and 
God  hath  not  willed  that  Baymond  shall  have 
help  at  thy  hand,  lose  not  any  chance  of  thine 
own  escape,  brave  Knight,  to  strive  fruitlessly 
for  mine.  No  !  I  beseech  ye.  I  have  that  within 
my  bosom — "  she  said,  (perhaps  unconscious  of 
the  equivocation,)  *'  which  shall  fence  me  yet  from 
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the  worst.  Alone,  thou  hast  inany  dbncegi  Jtisy 
sword  will  cut  thee  a  passage ;  and  thy  fooi-  may 
sprmg  and  clamber  where*  mine  ^ould  ^erer 
foUow.  But,  once  in  freedom^  ikte  do  I  conjtiire 
thee,  fly,  with  thy  best  qpeed,  to  Tyneniouth,' 
and  bid  De  Mowbray,  if  ever  the  namch'af 
Constance "  i 

^'  Hear  me.  Lady/'  interrupted  the  Kni^itv 
"  I  have  set  my  life  upon  this  stake ;  and  that 
which  hath  been  oft  risked  for  the  poorchiinoe 
of  a  poor  prisoner's  ransom — nay,  •  for  a  inskr-'^^m 
idle  vaunt  shall  not  now  be  grudged^  wiitti  'ny* 
whole  heart  bums  in  the  cause  tiiat  asks  it.*  .If 
Puckfist  return,  and  can  indeed  giade  us  to  Hkl 
prison  of  Raymond,  we  wiU  have  him  forth, 
though  we  dig  for  it  with  our  very  naSb  i  Knotli 
and  I  can  fight  a  way  (fx  thee  sdone,-  out  of  .tlife 
den  of  murder,  by  Him  who  helps  the  helj^ktel 
my  heart  is  firm  and  true,  and  my  Uade  iskasn; 
and  strong! — If  this  too  be  denied,  and /tiit. 
Saxon  villains  hurl  me  over  their  rocks,  as  riiep^ 
herd  boys  drown  curs,  then  will  k  rest  vwAt 
these  tough  limbs  and  hmgs,  wbethbr  fh&yham 
joints  enow  left  unbroken,  to  d«ag  me  tO'Tj^nv* 
mouth,  and  breath  to  cry  within  its  walls  ^t64n- 
stance  and  JUymond  to  the  reaane. ! "  <      * 

"Now  may  God  and  De  Mowbray,  both," 
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«pid  ConstftBce^  ^^  Ues»  thee,  generousstr  ranger, 

for  tbofie  words  r 
^  Ah  i  gentle  Lady^-*"  returned  the  Knight, 
God  may,  and  will,  if  it  pleaae  him — ^but  for 

thjr  Eaiher — ^— hark!    heard  ye  nothing! 

They  listened  both-^inxiou8ly,  breathleedy, 
and,  ^iriih  the  renewed  rushing  of  fresh  air,  there 
canie  a  sound  of  steps  «id  voices,  and  then  a 
Umd  dang,  as  from  the  violHit  jarring-to  of  a 
heavy  iron  door,  which  sent  a  hundred  echoes 
bounding  and  rebounding  through  the  caverns. 
Du  Coci  loosMied  his  sword  in  his  scabbard,  and 
merely  whiepered,  ^^  Be  firm — ^be  silent." 

The  sounds  of  approach  grew  louder  and 
clearer,  and  at  last,  a  £Eunt  gleam  of  light  shot 
aiong  the  ragged  ceiling.  It  grew  brighter, 
and  ihe  quick  eye  of  Sir  Alberic  saw  that  their 
position  was  not  un&vourable,  unless  the  ap- 
proachBi^  parties  had  to  ascend  the  very  cavity 
w^iere  tiiey  were  now  niched  in,  and  where, 
stove  themselves  from  observation,  they  could 
yet'.glance  down  upon  whatever  passed  in  the 
vanU^like  space  beneath. 

'into  tihat  space,  two  figures  emerge  from 
the  ribbed  entrance.    One,  bearing  a  torch  was 

F  2 
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Se-Blaca;  his  oompanioo,  to  the  gt^t'surpHse 
of  the  fugitives,  Stephen  de  Albemarle. .  . 
,  '^  Tarry  here ;''  said  Wolfsic,  fixing  bis  torch 
in  a  cranny  of  the  rock ;  ^'  yonder  mfmk  mus^  to 
his  penitent;  and  I  myself  must  listen  to  the  wwds 
of  the  dying.  Misery  hath  been  long  here^  and 
now  death.  Sit,  I  pray  yon,  and,  for  a  little 
space,  pardon  the  damp — ^the  chill,  and  yonder 
sorry  cresset.  My.  castle,  mighty  N^mnan,  is 
not  as  Monkchester  or  Bamborongfa;  but  h^ 
that  is  alone  is,  at  least,  King  of  himself.*^ 

''  Aye,"  repUed  his  guest,  '*  the  only  King 
who  hath  not  a  fool's  trust  in  whom  he  goveraa ) 
the  only  King  well  loved  by^whom  he  gdveni^ 
But  let  thine  absence  be  bridP,  good  .Saxe^i 
for  to  be  alone  is  self-sovereignty  to  bint  jOnly 
who  chooses  it— as  to  the  hermit  in  bis  c^,  or 
the  minstrel  in  the  greenwood — not  to(  the  aiek 
stretched  upon  a  pallet,  nor  to  the  monk 'pining 
in  a  cloister."  '  >/-. 

''  No,"  said  the  Avei^r,  turning  and  pausing 
for  a  moment  at  the  entrance,  **  no^  to  the  0f^ 
tive  moping  in  his  cage-^it^  t0  ike  fbol  j/ulUd 
into  a  snare.''''  ^ 

He  disappeared  with  the  last  word,  anditfen 
the  crashing  sound,  as  before,  of  a  heavi^<^e^ng 
gate  or  portcullis,  .seemed  to  make  ominous  com^ 
ment  upon  the  evil  text. 
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The  Eftri  liked  it  not ;  and  Constance,  in 
whose  ears  the  threats  of  Se-BIaca  were  yet  ring- 
ing, couplmg  with  them  all  that  she  now  heard 
and  saw,  doubted  not  that  De  Albemarle's  share 
m  tiiose  revengeful  references  was  about  to  be 

He  is  doomed  !^  she  whispered  to  Da  Goci, 
these  vaults  are  the  graves  of  every  Norman 
who  enters  than — he  will  perish  with  ns — ^with 
Raymond  !^ 

"  I  like  it  not,"  said  De  Albemarle,  soliloquis- 
ing aloud,  and  scanning  his  bleak  lodging  with 
uneiUsy  looks ;  ^*  Fool,  sftid  ye,  Gaffer  Orim  ?  by 
Heaveidy  Mary,  it  goes  nigh  to  look  so !  I  am 
tere  in  thy  black  caverns  much  like  a  wood- 
totk  \A  a  springe/' 

'    ^' A  'lion  HI  a  pit-fall/'  said  Du  Coci  aloud, 
>^  were  the  more' kingly  similitude,  methinks." 
r  .*^  \VliospedcB,  in  the  field's  name !"  cried  the 
startled  Earl. 

-  '**A  poor  Bachelor,  God  wot,"  returned  Sir 
Aiberie;  '^"who^*  lifts  a  Knight's  pennon  for  King 
William  in  these  evil  wars/^ 

"Then,  God  wot,*^  returned  De  Albemarle, 
*^I^6^n3«r  tothM,  good  Knight  Bachelor,  that 
l^'wargf^arer-over  and  done;  Thou  art  my  pri- 
sbiidr;  YMd  thee,  rescue  or  no  rescue !  for  this 
is  the  castle  of  my  stout  and  faitliftil  SaxoA, 
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Wolf»o-se-Blftca,  and  I,  Stepfaen  of  Engfand, 
un  here  in  finroe.^ 

*^  Per^force,  thou  wonUet  say^  gentle  EsbA^" 
retorted  the  Kiu^;  ^for  how  think  je  ef 
jonr  stout  und  faithfiil  SaxcMi^  ivfaen  I,  ABmk 
du  Coci,  am  here  in  ambush  in  the  very  heart  ef 
his  Thaneship^s  castle  T 

''  Palter  not  wi&  me,  for  iliy  life  !'*  said  Ste- 
phen,  ^^  if  thou  art  Alberic  du  Coei,  in  very 
deed '' 

'*  In  very  deed,^  said  the  other,  '^  thou  hast 
paltered  with  thine  own  life,  De  AJhemarie. 
Look !  in  these  dens,  firom  whence,  as  I  wdll  be- 
lieve, never  Nomian  went  out  alive,  there  is  bnt 
one  &te  for  thee  and  me,  if  yonder  devil,  WoUine, 
deal  with  us  after  his  malignant  wont !  But, 
enough,  I  am  thy  prisoner,  thou  sayst — make  it 
appear.  Lay  hand  upon  as  thou  canst;  yet, 
first,"  he  added,  assisting  Constance  to  descend, 
^^  behold  my  rescue  or  my  ransom  !" 

The  astonishment  of  die  Eari  was  so  great 
that  he  hardly  foAore  to  drop  botii  sword  and 
torch. 

'^OofiBtance !"  he  exeiaimed,  *^  Constanoe  de 
Mowbray!  my  own — my  peerless  Constance  f* 

The  words  were  joyfid — ^bst  not  to  the  objeet 
of  their  panegyric ;  they  were  flill  of  passion — 
but  how  unwelcome  to  the  ear  they  sought  to 
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flafctar !  Her  present  feelings,  indeed,  towanb 
De  Albemarle,  since  his  brave  attempt  to  rescue 
her  from  De  Laoy>  were  those  of  kincUiness  it- 
self oompared  with  former  impressions ;  but  the 
wordei  "  my  own  T  were  a  dread&l  greeting, 
and,  eTen  at  such  a  moment,  she  could  not  bear 
to  pass  them  unchallenged. 

^^  De  Albemarle,"^  she  said,  extending  to  him 
her  cold  hand,  ^^thou  art  young,  brave,  gene- 
rous, noble ;  the  aspirant  for  a  kingdom.  Thou 
hast  the  form  and  favour  which  might  command 
thee  choice  of  hand  and  heart  from  amidst  the 
daughters  of  princes — but  thou  hast  no  portion 
in  tiis  bosom — ^1  cannot  love  thee,  noble  Earl. 
I  have  loved,  and  I  love  yet,  but  oney  and  he  is 
pefrishing  in  these  abysses  of  cruelty !  perishing 
with  famine,  or  in  eaves  searched  by  the  strang- 
Ih^  billows ! — ^yet  it  boots  not  to  grieve  or  to 
excfaum — if  Ood  send  not  a  vary  angel  to  the 
rescue,  one  fate  wiU  speedily  crush  us  all.  Yet 
bat  a  lew  short  hours  and  the  vengeance  of  the 
cmd.  Saxon  is  complete.  Constance  de  Mow- 
bray will  be  the  bride  of  Death ;  and  the  love  of 
Raymond,  and  the  rivalry  of  De  Albemarle,  and 
the  generous  {riendship  of  Du  Goci,  shall  be 
alike  cold  and  silent  for  ever.*' 

The  proud  heart  of  the  rejected  Earl  sweUed 
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at  the  prefe^nce  tbub  bitmcBy  svowM  for  kh- 
0dier  ;  and  ereh  ihe  closing  denunciation 
scarcely  manned  him  to  endure  as  his  strugglingr 
pride  demanded.  He  still  retained  the  hand 
which  she  made  no  efibrt  to  withdraw,  and  his  own 
grew  ahnost  as  cold  and  feeble.  Striving  hard, 
however,  to  cBsguise  the  emotion  which  shook 
him,  he  turned  to  Du  Coci,  and  said,  with 
haughty  sternness, 

"  Minion  of  the  Red  Tyrant !  what  makes  thee 
hereT 

"That,''  replied  the  Knight,  ** which  were 
little  in  his  behoof,  even  had  it  succeeded — ^to 
rescue  from  these  pits  a  minion  of  thy  minion^ 
De  Mowbray;  one  whom,  banded  even  with 
rebels  as  he  is,  I  have  no  choice  but  to  love ; — 
Raymond  of  the  Heart  of  Steel.'' 

"  Who  saith  that  he  is  prisoned  here?"  in- 
quired De  Albemarie. 

"  Thy  Dwarf,  Elfin  Puckfist ;  other  mes- 
senger was  there  none,  to  play  fnar's  lantern^ 
with  me  into  this  quagmire  of  ruin.  It  was  he. 
Sir  Eari,  that '  mopped  and  mowed '  me  hither, 
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**  She  was  pinched  and  pulled,  she  said, 

And  he  by^War'f  Limttm  Ped.^* 
I  L'Allegro. 

I 
i 
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whjetbert  in  trntk  or  treachexy  I  know  not^ 
But,  true  oj;  treacheroua^  he  hath  bees  lightened 
ere  this  of  bis  load  of  keys;  and  naw,  there- 
fbrev''  he  added,  taking  the  torch,  ^^  it  must  be 
my  turn  to  play,  the  guide.  tVe  must  baek  by 
the  path  we  csame.'" 

But  ere  they  could  make  one  step  upon  the 
[iffoposed  route,  Wolfisic  the  Saxon,  once  more 
presented  himself. 

It  was  a  strange  scene,  the  prison  (if  such  it 
was)  and  its  contrasted  inmates.  The  yellow 
rocks  and  the  red  torch-light.  Se-Blaca  (with 
his  recovered  keys)  startled,  doubtless,  by  the 
apparition  of  Constance  and  Du  Coci.  The 
Lady,  pale  as  a  spirit,  but  standing  erect,  calm, 
unshrinking,  between  the  stately  forms  of  her 
armed  protectors;  and  these  with  each  a  stal-. 
wart  right  hand  resting  upon  a  heavy  sword . 

Their  keen  gaze  might  have  disconcerted  a 
feebler  man ;  but  Se-Blaca  encountered  it  with- 
out one  token  of  surprise  or  confusion.  He  was 
the  first  to  speak;  . 

«' What  means  this?" 

^^  It  means,"^  replied  De  Albemarle,  '^  that 
thy  castle  is  ill -watched  and  warded,  yAien 
whoso  listeth  may  enter  and  rescue  from  its 
prison-chambers  the  captives  of  thy  bow  and 
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speBT.  Behold !  thou  hast  lost  a  rwaaoai !  and 
know,  too,  that  forthtfith  thou  must  content 
tbee  to  lose  another,  or,  by  my  patron  eaint, 
that^  in  lieu  of  it^  which  thou  canst  worae  spare*'^ 

''Name  it/'  saSd  the  Saxon^  doggedly,  ''I 
would  fain  choose,  if  choice  may  be/' 

''  Thy  life,  citttiff!''  cried  the  Earl,  inr  a  voice 
of  diunder;  and,  striding  before  the  door,  he 
prevented  all  escape  by  that  outlet,  while  Da 
Coci  kept  a  like  guard  upon  the  other. 

'*  Hast  fallen  into  thine  own  pit,  brave 
hunter  !"  continued  Stephen^  ^^  the  ^oice  woods- 
man is  overshot  in  his  own  bow.  Now,  riiew  me 
straight  into  what  deft  of  these  accursed  rocks 
thou  hast  thrust  the  boy  Raymond.  Dost  hear, 
gaoler ! — Raymond  of  the  Heart  of  Steel  i  Nay, 
dally  not!  betake  thee  to  thy  keys,  and  be 
speedy  to  let  him  forth,  or,  by  my  eternal  mul, 
I  will  send  thee  to  ply  bolt  and  bar  in  the  fiery 
dungeons  of  Satan!  Look  to  it,  I  say,  and 
set  on  I " 

Not  an  instant  did  the  aroused  Normans  sdfer 
the  Avenger  to  hesitate.  He  wae  oompeDed  to 
start  upon  his  ungracious  errand,  falbwed  and 
guarded  at  once  by  those  whom  he  conducted ; 
and  with  a  threat,  deeply  sworn,  of  being  shun 
without  mercy  if  he  made  signal  for  help,  by 
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flonnd  or  sign,  or  fiuled  at  last  to  produce  the 
captive  ^'  in  life  and  limb.** 

Awa)r,  tineiafbie,  thiough  vault  and  gallery^ 
as  faefose,  went  the  redeeming  party ;  Constance 
foUoving,  with  one  hand  firmly  grasped  in  that 
of  De  Albemarle* 

At  lengthy  a  steeper  descent,  a  freBher<^rrent 
of  air,  the  dash  and  murmur  of  waves,  and  a 
strong  scent  of  searweed,  all  bespoke  their  prox- 
imity to  the  risii^  waters  of  ocean.  Another  of 
the  low,  strong,  iron-bound  doors  which  secured 
several  of  the  upper  passes,  now  also  presented 
itself  near  the  end  of  this  lower  subterranean 
mage.  Se-BIaca  unlocked,  and  dragged  it  open, 
aad  stood  upon  the  threshold,  holding  his  torch 
SB  far  within  as  his  stretched  arm  would  allow, 
bat  the  wind  occasionally  rushed  with  such  vio- 
lence^  as  nearly  extinguished  the  flame,  and  he 
withdrew  it. 

De  Albemarle  bent  forward,  and  heard  the 
louder  rushing  of  waves ;  but  could  perceive  only 
ikat  ihi^  swept  throu^  the  black  arches  below, 
aa  if  a  heavy  and  disturbed  sea  poured  them 
n^iidly  in. 

''  Are  the^  thy  dungeons,  Saxon  r 
.  ''Aye,  at  the  ebb  of  tide;"  was  the  dark 
answer. 
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at  the  fall  flow  T 

Se-BiaAB  made  ho  rajlf^  andllie  hea^  of 
Caaatance  died  witiun  her  as  die  heaKd  the 
waters  roll  and  eddy  beneath,  and  remembered 
the  dreadfal  ravings  of  Adaleve. 

^'  Beet  make  sure  of  <me  tareh  at  least,'*'  said 
Du  CoQi,  thrusting  that  which  he  carried  into  a 
fissure,  at  sufficient  distaaoe  from  the  dnw^t 
of  the  door. 

"  Bight,"  said  Se-BIaca,  ''  lest  that  wUeh 
we  must  needs  endeavour  to  cany  be  extin- 
guished." 

He  then  advanced  one  foot  i^wn  a  plank, 
resting  on  the  threshold  ledge,  and  whidh  seemed 
]iurpoaed  to  bridge  over  the  gaping  diasm  be* 
neath.  But,  whether  from  accident  or  design, 
it  instantly  gave  way  and  plunged  heavily  down. 

He  turned,  with  a  strai^  soule,  to  De  Albe- 
marle, ^*  Bridges  have  evil  hick  methinks,  when 
tkau  wouUst  pass  them.^ 

''  When  thou  art  bridge^ward  C'  retimed  the 
Earl,  *'  but  it  recks  not,  nug^y  Thane!  the 
evil  chance  must  be  amended.  Thou  knowest, 
I  warrant  thee,  a  trick  to  pass  this  gulph, 
bridged  or  unbridged ;  and  if  othnr  patii  there 
be  none  to  the  youth's  cell — ^why,  ao;  enter  and 
betake  thee  to  it  as  thou  best  canst,  with  foot 


svFir&T  109 

and  haM;  and  let  m  Ittboid  in  what  wise  to 

Mow;' 
. '« And  the  fair  DamoieeUe  V*  said  WoKbic* 
De  AttieniBHe  took  ike  toroii,  and  again  looiced 

fioBedly  flito  tie  gloom  beyond, 

«  Pondering  tiie  Yoyage,  ft»r  no  narrow  frith 
Xhef  had  to  cmt." 

The  eavenied  abyss  saidc  sheer  down  ttom  where 
he  stood^  but  the  side-wall  npon  the  left  rose 
close  by  the  entrance,  and  it  seemed  possible, 
perhaps  barely  possible,  to  a  strong  and  fearless 
man,  by  the  aid  of  both  hands,  as  well  as  feet,  to 
find  a  precarious  footing  in  crevices,  and  upon 
projecting  points,  along  its  almost  precipitous 
front.  But  the  first  attempt,  to  men  loaded 
with  arms  and  armour,  and  at  the  mercy  of  a 
trustless  guide,  was  a  matter  of  extreme  doubt 
and  peril. 

'^  From  hence  to  where  the  boy  lies  shivering,'* 
said  the  Earl,  *^  how  far  I  pray  you  T^ 

*'  Ten  strides,^'  answered  Se-Blaca,  ^  were 
tbere  but  ground  to  stride  on." 

''  What  bolts  and  locks  betwixt  f* 

**  None." 

^  Why,  then,  belike  he  may  as  deftly  crawl 
or  climb  to  itf  as  k;^  to  him  !  What  lets  but 
that  he  hear  and  answer  if  we  call  V 
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'*  Noaght  but  theae  roaiers^'^  aaid  WoUsic, 
pointing  downwards,  *^  But  try — oidl  long  and 
loud." 

And  long  and  lond^  with  their  united  voices, 
did  they  call — and  eall — and  caQ  again — and 
Ustenedy  after  every  cry,  with  the  4]ui(dcened  ear 
of  those  who  listen  for  life  itsdf,-^but  noaitawer 
reached  theni^  except  the  hundred  echoes  of  the 
eaves,  and  the  hoarse  voice  of  the  rapidly  aae^ul^ 
ing  waters. 

''  The  tide,"  sattl  Cionstance, ''  isfrst  gamii^. 
Give  me  the  tinrh,  and  wait  or  follow  as  ye  list  !** 

^^  Peace,  maiden !"  said  the  Earl,  sternly,  if 
not  harshly;  and  drawing  her  back,  he  motioned 
to  Se-Blaca  to  enter  the  gloomy  portal. 

The  Saxon  obeyed,  with  a  readiness  which 
perhaps  boded  little  good ;  directing  them  to 
observe  where  and  how  he  placed  boUi  feet  and 
hands ;  while  Constanee,  who  saw,  at  a  glance, 
the  impossibility  of  her  accompanying  them, 
stood  xupon  the  brink,  bidding  Se-Blaca's  torch 
as  far  within  as  she  could  stretch  her  arm  for 
the  purpose. 

Du  Coci  first  followed,  and  then  the  Earl; 
clinging  like  aaa^fowl  to  the  rock,  ahhough 
nearly  dizzied  by  the  rush  of  the  bhdc  waves 
beneath.    In  a  few  minntes,  Se-Bb^a  cmwled 
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round  d  perilous  angle,  and  the  Knight,  with 
great  difficulty,  succeeded  in  following  him ;  but 
all  beyond  was  dark  with  impenetrable  shadow. 

^^  Pass  the  torch,"  Baid  their  guide.  And, 
with  difficulty,  it  uh»9  passed ;  from  the  Lady  to 
De  Albetnarle-^from  the  Earl  to  the  Knight. 
Se»Blaea  then  gained  another  ^^  coign  of  vant^ 
age,**  where  his  footmg  seemed  firm  and  free; 
but  Sir  Alberic,  whose  knees  and  wrists  ached 
and  trembled  with  the  unwonted  toil,  could  not 
move  one  step  from  his  narrow  ledge  without 
the  use  of  both  hands,  dug  into  the  chinks 
and  fissures.  He  was  therefore  obliged  to  pass 
the  torch  into  the  outstretched  hands  of  the 
Saxon. 

No  sooner  did  the  latter  receive  it,  than,  with 
a  cry  of  exultation,  he  dashed  it  down  into  the 
rashing  waters ! 

''  Saxon  villain !"  cried  De  Albemarle,  ''  what 
hast  thou  done  I" 

*'  NonnaD  dogs  !*^  shouted  the  Avenger, 
"  Drown !  perish !  rot !" 

And  then,  almost  in  an  instant,  an  iron  grating 
fell  with  a  heavy  dang. 

'^  Oh  God !"  exclaimed  the  terrified  Constance, 
''who  hath  faUenT 

Light,  Lady  !  light !"  vociferated  both  the 
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victims  in  a  broftth,  "  the  torch !  the  torch  !  for 
thy  life!  for  thy  lifer 

She  darted  along  the  passage  to  seize  it;  but, 
like  a  demon  upon  the  wing,  the  re-appearing 
Se-BIaea  sprang  from  the  j^oom  beyond,  nished 
against  the  dungeon  door,  closed  it  in  thunder ; 
and  ihexu  seizing  the  paralysed  girl  in  his  iron 
grasp,  huiried  her,  more  dead  than  alive,  back 
to  the  redoubled  honors  of  her  horrible  csp- 
tivitv ! 
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CHAPTER  VII. 

'<  Alone  with  thee  P* 

De  Momi/ord,  a  Trogtdf, 

Foft  a  little  while  we  follow  Constance.  She 
regained  her  consciousness,  and  that  terrible 
composure  which  had  lately  hung  about  her  as  a 
thunder-cloud  hangs  siiUenly  in  heaven  before 
the  flash  rends  it.  She  regained  them  almost 
before  Se-Blaca  had  hurried  half-way  back  to 
the  upper  and  habitable  part  of  his  dreadful 
mansion.  She  had  even  the  self-possession  to 
remember  the  poniard  in  her  bosom ;  and,  had 
not  Wolfsic's  grasp  been  around  her  arms,  would 
have  exerted  once  more  "  the  tender  fierceness 
of  the  dove,^'  and,  in  a  cause  so  dear  and  sacred, 
shed  blood  again,  with  still  less  of  feminine  com- 
punction. 

But  the  Avenger  was  not  so  to  be  baffled ;  and 
she  was  hurried  to  her  former  prison.  A  ten- 
fold horror  filled  it  as  the  accustomed  lamp  once 
more  shed  its  sickly  gleams,  and  the  huge  key 
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grated  in  the  wards,  and  told  her  that  ail  was 
over.  Springing  from  where  her  tyrant  had 
Jbmg  rather  than  laid  her  down,  (that  dreadfid 
pallet !)  she  knelt  at  the  extremity  of  the  chanir 
ber,  and  prayed  aloud  in  her  anguish  and  desola- 
tion. Upon  a  sudden  a  sound  startled  hei^^ 
she  looked  up  and  arovnd — did  the  coyer  of  the 
hollow  pallet  indeed  move  ?  or  was  it  but  a  fever^ 
ish  fancy !  She  gazed  and  listened  until  eye  and 
ear  seemed  alike  dead  to  their  functions ;  till  the 
first  saw  ail  things  swim  and  reel  distoitedly ; 
and  the  last  felt  as  if  a  benumbing  opiate  had 
been  poured  into  it. 

But  soon,  a  sharper  wrench  of  agony-«*a 
higher  strain  of  terror,  gave  renewed  and  treble 
acttteness  to  both  senses.  A  figure,  habited  as 
a  monk-^the  same  spoken  of  by  Se-Blaca,  en- 
tered and  made  fast  the  door  witimi.  He  was 
tall  and  stately,  and  strode  inward  more  like  a 
mailed  wairior  than  a  reeluse ;  and  it  might  be 
tMs,  and  not  the  mere  inatinot  of  woman's  horror 
and  hatred,  whioh  told  CoiBtanoe,  even  beferatbe 
lifted  cowl  displayed  his  features,  that  it  was 
Reginald  de  Lacy.  She  ntteied  no  word  or  cry 
as  he  approached;  but  qiraiig  like  a  wounded 
&wn  behind  the  couch,  wUdi,  as  it  stredcbed 
nearly  the  full  breadth  of  the  duunber,  formed 
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aomething  like  a  barrier  between  them.  She 
then  stood  erect,  in  ghastly  relief  against  the 
Uaok  arras;  and,  siknt,  bloodlees,  motionless, 
ganng  fixedly  upon  him,  looked  like  the  spectre 
at  one  mnideired^  standing  beside  the  t<»nb  from 
which  it  had  just  arisen.  For  some  moments, 
her  pallid  beauty  and  maride  stillness  were  ter- 
rible; and  De  Lacy  feh  suffici^itly  overawed 
to  pans^  and  contemplate  them,  without  speak* 
ing.  At  hat,  as  he  dropped  his  monastic  gown, 
she V broke  silence  herself;  but  it  was  in  terms 
that  sounded  like  insanity. 

"  Aye !  drop  it.  I  know  thee ;  thou  art  the 
human  deril,  De  Lacy.  Fiend !  avoid  thee ! 
what  have  I  to  do  with  thee?  " 

^^  Much,"  he  repUed,  ^^  whether  I  be  devil  or 
man.  But  I  am  no  spirit,  Lady;  this. flesh  is 
yet  sentient — ^this  Uood  still  flows — my  heart 
still  beats — and  I  am  faitkfidl  faithful  as  the 
laiaer  to  his  gold,-  the  glutton  to  his  feast ! — 
0eams**4ifttreds— 'wrongs — cftz^n^^^^all  these 
shake  not  the  fixed  faith  of  Reginald  de  Lacy. 
Behold  me!" 

Theey»of  CcHistance  wandered,  as  if  vainly 
looking  round  for  something  hke  defence  or 
rescue.  A  flfaudder.erept  over  her  whole  firame, 
as  she  mutterad  in  low  toiles, 
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*'  Alone  witii  thbb  !  "^ 

*^  Aye,  Lftdy  !  where  there  tm  iKme  to  hear 
-^topry — ^to  prate — ^to  meddle.  Where  eereauKi 
that  would  pierce  a  castle-wall  die  like  aiek 
whispers  in  ears  of  granite.  Where  he  that  is 
Lord,  hates  the  veiy  name  of  De  Mowbray  ^vorsd 
than  a  goblet  of  toad's  juice ;  \^ere  the  power 
of  the  Red  Tyrant  is  a  jest,  and  that  of  the 
ionooth  King  Stephen,  a  hissing  and  a  scorn ; 
where  the  boy  Raymond  can  do  no  tricks  of 
chivalry  in  thy  behoof;  where  I,  Rq|;mald  de 
Lacy,  am  all  in  all!  and  thou,  Constance  de 
Mowbray,  art  mine,  body  and  soul !  Yield 
thee !  give  me  a  bridegroom's  welcome  V* 

And  he  advanced  towards  her;  but  tiie 
armed  hand  of  the  victim  rose  promptly  ki  her 
defence. 

''  Three  steps  nearer,^  she  cried,  '^and  6od 
judge  betwixt  thee  and  me  !^ 

"Aye,  Lady!"  said  the  Baron,  ''stiD  'Jwie 
a  FoHtrance?*  still  thirsting  to  amend  thy  botched 
work  of  the  touriuiy  night!  still  panting'to  shed 
Wood!" 

"Not  ^AtTttf,^' die  answered,  "rufBanas  thou 
art.  I  leave  thee  to  Him  in  whose  hand  a«^ 
life  and  dea&,  seasons,  and  times,  and  ven- 
geance.   I  have  another  and  a  fairer  mark^lbr' 
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this  kind  steel ;  and  my  band  shall  not  tNmble 
^-^<ny  heart  shafl  not  f^l.  Advance  thj  foot 
buit  three  paees  towards  me^  asEkd  I  will  show 
thee,  Bmggiul^  that  Constanee  de  M:owfaray  is 
not  thine;  that  her  pure  soul  oan  fly  as  fiur 
from  thy  base  desires  as  the  height  of  ite  native 
heaven  from  the  depth  of  thy  native,  hell ;  that 
even  her  feeble  body  shall  defy  a  toudi  of  thy 
finger,  until  her  own  hand  hath  stricken  it  eoU 
and  ghastly,  a  clod,  bloodless  and  breathless  i  I 
eouU  not  kill  thee^  Reginald  de  Lacy,  but, 
tkanks  to  my  God  who  hath  made  me  strong  in 
(he  hour  of  need,  I  feel  that,  were  there  a 
thousand  lives  in  this  bosom,  I  have  strength 
now  to  strike  throt^h  them^all  f 

'^  Be  still !  rash,  pious  fool ! "  exclaimed  De 
Lacy,  hurriedly,  and  stepping  three  paces  bach 
aistead  of  forwaird,  ^*  be  stilly  and  hear  me !" 

"I  wiU  hear  thee,"  she  replied,  "for  I  seek 
not  to  destroy  this  gift  of  my  Maker  until  thy 
iMvtality  ^ves  me  law  and  wanrant.  But  I  wiU 
not  hear  thee  hng,  lest  weariness,  and  the  laek 
of  food  and  sleep,  wear  down  the  spirit  of  niy 
resolve,  and  my  hand  be  at  last  nerveless  for  the 
gpeai}  blow  of  deliveraaee*" 

^'  I  'wSI  be  passing  brief,"  said  tJbe  Baron ; 
''  mark:  J  thoa  haat.died  my  blood ;  wert  thou  a 
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man,  blood  should  repay  it ;  boi,  as  thou  art, 
and  young,  and  beautiful,  and  prood  of  heart,  I 
must  avenge  me  after  othv  aort.  I  awvar  to 
thee,  by  heaven  and  earth,  thou  shall  be  mine 
this  ni^t,  and  in  this  chamber !  but  ^*  (he  added, 
stepping  back  three  paeesmore)^  I  will  swear 
to  thee,  also,  by  whatsoever  oath  thou  wilt,  thai 
if  thou  art  wise  to  keep  thine  own  counsel  and 
go  hence  smilingly,  I,  for  mine  own  poor  part, 
will  deal  full  knightly  with  thee,  and  make  no 
boast.  Thou  shalt  he  free  to  wed  De  Albe- 
marle, and  queen  it  as  he  lists ;  and  then  shall 
no  man  in  the  realm  doff  his  bonnet  and  bend 
the  knee  witii  lowlier  grace  and  seemliness  than 
your  right  trusty  and  most  loyal  Reginald  of 
Newark." 

Ck>nstanee  made  no  answer.  She  had  heard 
enough  ere  he  had  spoken  half ;  and  her  thoughts 
were  now  far  off;  in  commerce  with  higher 
things  and  natures,  she  saw  only  ^^  white-robed 
Faith,  pointing,  with  golden  rod,"  to  the  man* 
sions  where  good  spirits  have  no  terror  of  the 
evil.  At  length  the  solemn  vision  melted,  and 
she  renewed,  for  a  few  sad  links,  the  broken 
chain  of  earthly  thoughts  and  sorrows. 

''Miserable  being!"  she  said,  ''thou  art  the 
last  of  human  things  these  eyes  shall  look  upon 
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— and  I  wiU  not  cuise  thee.  Live;  and  may 
Ood  in  his  own  good  time  give  thee  remorse 
and  fiaivbn !  For  me^"  she  added,  looking  up- 
mnrd,  and  fervently  kissing  the  cross  of  the 
dagger-hilt,  ^^my  strife  with  human  sin  and 
suffering  is  well-nigh  over.  Yet,  but  a  moment's 
psayer  for  one  I  love,  and — r— all  is  well." 
'  A  strange,  unwonted^  reluctant,  misgiving 
feeling,  came  over  De  Lacy. 

*^  It  is  impossible  V*  he  cried,  '^  thou  canst  not 
mean  it — ^thou  canst  not  strike — ^thou  knowest 
not  the  black  shadows  of  the  terrors  of  death  I" 

^^  If  it  be  so,"  said  Constance,  ^'  I  am  the 
stronger  to  embrace  it.  In  peace— in  joy — ^in 
the  gladness  of  my  childhood,  I  have  thought  of 
it  with  terror  and  with  shrinking ;  but  not  now. 
The  blackness  of  its  shadows  is  upon  me,  but, 
throu^  them  all,  I  see  the  brightness  of  my 
God  1  the  glory  of  my  Redeemer !" 

^^  A  dream  of  monks  and  priests  !^  said  Regi- 
nidd« ''  if  thou  hadst  ever  looked  on  death '" 

^^  I  have:"  she  replied,  ^^ not  as  thou  and  thy 
fellow-waniors  look  upon  it,  in  battle  fields, 
where  slaughter  is  fieune  and  honour — where  rage 
of  heart  makes  cruelty  a  pastime ;  and  blood  is 
imeeter  than  wine  to  the  fleshed  soldier  that 
pours  it  forth.     Nor  as  ye  see  it  upon  the  after- 
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couch  of  horror,  in  prisooa^  and  in  castiee,  wfaen 
pain  hath  brought  low  the  terrible,  and  sicknees 
liath  broken  the  lance  and  shield;  and  when 
the  memory  of  a  thouaand  crimes  shakes  the 
departing  wretch  into  delirium  !  Thus  have  I 
not  seen  death.  But  I  have  seen  thef  last  hour 
of  the  good  and  gentle.  I  beheld  the  last  glance 
of  my  sainted  mother,  and  it  was  bright  with  joy 
and  faith !  I  listened  to  her  last  sigh,  and  it 
was  calm  as  a  sleeping  infant's.  Oht  that  her 
pure  spirit  may  even  now  be  hovering  near, 
rejoicing  that  I  am  strong  in  innocence  to  open 
this  dreadful  door  from  thy  cruel  baseness  !^ 

'^A  dreadful  door,  indeed  1*^  said  De  Lacy, 
astonished  at  her  resolution ;  *'  and  whither  lead^ 
ing!  ha!  knowest  thou  tkatf  priest-guUed 
pretty  one !" 

''  I  do,"  was  the  solemn  answer ;  ''  It  lead% 
Reginald  de  Lacy, '  to  where  the  wicked  eeaae 
from  troubling,  and  the  weary  are.  at  rest!' 
Tarry  now,  or  depart — ^approach,  or.  fiUl  back-^ 
as  ye  list ;  I  fear  thee  not — I  trust  t|^  not*-I 
go,  as  I  have  said,  proud  man ;  but :  n^y  last  act 
shall  be  one  of  love  and  charity.  I  warn  thee^ 
with  dying  lips,  that,  in  th^se  eaves,  thjf  momei^ 

■ 

too,  are  numbered  !  Here,  the  Avenger  of  tbo 
Saxons  keeps  watch  and  rule,  aod  here,  ommiog 
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and  fierce,  ftrtful  and  cruel  alike,  he  awaits  but 
thj  guilty  triumph  over  a  child  of  his  hated  foe, 
De  Mowbray,  to  fall,  like  thunder,  upon  thy 
neck  !  the  toils  are  set  around  thee — ^the  dungeon 
is  prepared.  Tarry,  if  thou  wilt,  till  my  blood 
be  poured  ;  but,  if  thou  canst,  then  fly ;  away  ! 
away !  for  thy  life,  from  this  grave  of  many  a 
Norman!  Hurry  to  thine  own  powers,  if  they 
be  near;  or,  better  yet,  to  Tynemouth,  and 
return  with  armed  help  to  those  who  will  else 
perish  in  the  dungeons  beneath  us.  There  are 
three  Normans — noble  and  knightly — thrust  to 
die ; — one — ^but  that  is  o'er !  oh,  Reginald  !  thou 
to  whom  earthly  honour  is  all  in  all,  even  for 
that  fierce  pride  which  is  dear  to  thee,  let  not  the 
wild  ocean  gain  its  flood-mark,  till  thou  hast 
broken,  with  the  hand  of  rescue,  into  those  mur- 
derous dens  !  If  thou  dost  this,  may  the  lives 
which  tfaon  shalt  save,  expiate,  in  the  sight  of 
Ood,  my  death,  and  every  slaughter  thou  has 
committed  on  man  or  woman !  ^ 

There  was  something  dreadful  to  the  fierce 
Norman  in  the  last  alhision,  whether  random  or 
defiigned.  He  began,  too,  to  feel  that,  without 
atiy  diminution  of  his  guilt,  but  rather,  a  con- 
simuJiatioa  mate  horrid,  his  prey  was  actually 
aibottt  to  ^hide  Mrn;    He  recoil^  slowly  to  the 
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verj^  door  of  the  vault,  muttering,  **  De  Mowbrqr 
fironi  crown  to  toe !  from  crown  to  toe ! "  then, 
writhing  for  a  minute  with  contending  paasions, 
he  cried  aloud — 

^^  Girl !  girl !  am  I  not  a  num,  although  a 
stem  one !  and  to  be  won,  perdiance,  by  long 
beseeching!  art  thou  a  woman,  and  canst  not 
dash  thee  down,  and  rend  thine  hair  ?  haai  thou 
nor  cry  nor  shriek  i  tear  nor  entreaty!'^ 

^^None,'^  replied  the  Enthusiast,  "  their  time 
is  past,  and  mine,  I  hope  nothing — I  entreat 
nothing  from  thee.  No,  not  even  to  give  burial 
to  these  poor  limbs  !  for,  if  the  Avenging  Se- 
Blaca  speak  sooth,  there  is  that  stretched  even 
here  between  us,  which  tells  how  vain  have  been 
the  prayer,  the  cry,  the  shriek  of  woman  to  thee  ! 
that  which,  in  the  dark  words  of  tUne  accuser, 
might  now  shake  even  thy  iron  heatt  vrithin  thee ! 
a  token  dug  from  earth  ^  of  the  fatr*haired  and 
the  bright-eyed  of  other  days  !* " 

She  ceased — ^pointing  to  the  couch  before 
her ;  and  the  Baron,  like  one  goaded  to  sadden 
phrensy,  stamped  his  mailed  foot  with  mingled 
rage  and  horror.  But,  in  the  next  instant,  Uie 
latter  feeling  absorbed  all  others,  for  the  oaken 
cover  of  the  pallet  suddenly  feU  off,  and  the  hand 
of  a  skeleton — ^the  long  thin  bofies,  which  had 
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ofiee  been  fingeis — the  fingers  of  a  waman^  were 
thrust  forth,  ss  if  in  ghastly  attestation  of  the 
crimie  that  had  so  stripped  them  of  their  once 
beautiful  and  sentient  covering. 

Let  us  not  deprave,  with  poor  and  vulgar 
mysticism,  a  legitimate  scene  of  terrors — the 
genuine  terrors  of  human  passion  and  suffering. 
It  vas  the  Dwarf  Puckfist  who  bore  this  appa- 
rently supernatural  part  in  the  drama.  Fear, 
when  Se-Blaca  returned,  and  perhaps  the  hope 
of  being  yet  serviceable  to  Constance,  had  driven 
him  to.  seek  a  hiding-place  even  there*  He  re- 
membered the  superstitious  alarm  of  De  Lacy 
upon  a  fonner  occasion,  amidst  the  buttress- 
shadows  of  Newan  Mynstre,  and  he  knew  enough 
of  the  Baron  and  his  imputed  crimes  to  calcu- 
late the  effect  of  that  ghastly  greeting  at  a 
moment  so  dreadfully  opportune.  But  oh  \  the 
withermg  paralysis  of  guilt !  when  a  poor  abor- 
tion, the  veiy  jest  of  man  and  scorn  of  woman, 
could  shake  the  soul  of  a  haughty   Norman 


warrior! 


'('Thiifl  oft  it  haps  that,  when  within, 
We  ahriok  at  aenae  of  secret  sin, 

A  feather  daunta  the  hrave  ! 
A  fool's  wild  speech  confounds  the  wise, 
Ao4  proudest  princes  veil  their  eyes 

B^Me  tiieur  meanest  slave  1 " 

G  2 
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Reginald  clasped  his  hands  upon  his  eyes,  as 
if  a  spirit  had  risen  brfore  him ;  and  when,  after 
a  moment's  iirepressible  horror,  his  desperatmi 
withdrew  them  again,  and  he  saw,  standing  near 
the  pallet,  the  same  low,  dark,  shapeless  thii^ 
which  h^  had  chased  in  vain  by  Newan  Mynafcre, 
his  terror  was  extreme ;  it  literally  rooted 
him  to  the  earth ;  while  its  object,  glidii^  past 
the  Lady  with  something  like  a  beckoning  motion, 
raised  the  folds  of  the  arras  and  disappeared. 

It  was  then  that  Constance  saw,  if  not  a  hope 
of  life,  at  least  a  choice  of  death ;  and,  almost  in«> 
stantly,  a  sound  from  without  determined  her. 
Puekfist  had  finished,  even  at  the  eleventh  hour, 
the  work  of  excavation ;  and  there  was  now 
another,  and  perhaps  less  revolting,  wicket 
opened  for  her  escape.  Darting  under  the 
hangings,  and  forcing  herself  painfully  throng 
the  narrow  breach  they  concealed,  the  deqierate 
girl  soon  placed  her  unshrinking  foot  upon  the 
outer  ledge  of  the  cliff — lodged  for  an  instant 
to  sea  and  sky — commended  her  soul  to  God, 
and  then  plunged  headlong  into  the  boomiii^ 
waters  below ! 

**  How  looked  our  hermit  when  the  deed  was  done  ?  *' 

Rage  and  shame  conquered  superstition.    He 
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KDshed  to  the  hidden  aperture — ^it  was  too  nar- 
row for  ya  bulky  form,  even  could  he  have  dared 
the  tremendous  leap  beyond — so  loaded  with 
heaTy  annour.  But,  by  violent  efforts,  he  suc- 
ceeded in  stretching  his  head  partially  over  the 
outer  verge,  and  looked  down  as  a  miqpr  looks 
upon  his  dropped  casket,  or  a  wild  beast  upon 
the  prey  that  has  escaped  him.  It  was  the  grey 
of  monni^ ;  and  he  saw  the  body  of  his  victim 
emerge  for  a  few  moments  from  the  foam ;  he 
saw  it  again  sink,  and  again  rise;  and  then, 
upon  the  curl  of  a  large  wave,  drive  shoreward 
with  a  fury  that,  he  doubted  not,  would  dash  her 
lifeless  upon  the  beach,  to  be  sucked  back  by 
the  insatiate  Deep  with  its  next  recoiling  billow  ! 
With  difficulty  he  dragged  himself  again  upon 
his  feet,  in  the  dull  vault.  The  cold  light  of  the 
dawn  streamed  faintly  in.  The  lamp  was  in  its 
last  glimmer.  The  fearful  pallet  was  at  his  side, 
and  he  could  not  bound  over  it  in  returning,  as 
he  had  done,  in  his  advance.  A  horriUe  fasci* 
nation  drew  his  gaze  into  its  hollow ;  and  his 
flesh  ctept  upon. every  bone  as  he  beheld  how 
ghastlily  it  was  tenanted !  There  lay  the  skeleton 
of  his  murdered  wife,  once  buried  by  Se-Blaca, 
but  dug  up,  to  bear  its  part  in  the  general 
horroi^  when  the  murderer  was  expected  upon 
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his  base  miflsim  to  Constanee.  It'  lay  dothed 
in  the  very  gftrments  she  had  wova  whm  the 
hand  of  the  loved  and  trusted  one  strode  her  to 
the  heart !  that  heart  so  tme,  and  warm,  and 
tender!  Tt^ywereher tnidalffdrmentgyBnieroi 
their  first  lustre  had  not  passed  away  before 
the  bridegroom's  dagger  stained  tliem  with  the 
crimson  of  her  own  pure  blood !  Had  he  been 
marble  itself,  the  sight  had  shaken  him !  tkere 
were  the  rayless  sodcets  in  which  eyes  of  snv- 
passing  beauty  once)  beamed — ^beamed,  oh !  how 
tenderly  upon  him!  there  had  once  '^  hung  the 
lips  he  had  kissed,  he  knew  not  how  oft  T  there 
were  the  bony  wrecks  of  the  hands  he  had  pressed 
so  fondly  ! — of  the  sweet  bosom  that  had  pil- 
lowed him ! — of  the  lovely  oheek  that  had  been 
pillowed  upon  his ! 

*<06od!  were  those  the  lovely  HmlM  tiiat  •  •  •  *" 

He  gazed,  with  irrepressible  awe  and  loathing ; 
yet  dared  not  look  away  from  the  mouldering 
ghastliness ; — nor  stoop  to  cover  it ; — ^nor  even 
turn  his  eye  towards  the  door,  which  he  wodd 
have  given  half  his  Barony  to  fly  through  without 
the  delay  of  unlocking  !     At  last,  dizzied  with 

•  Qoethe,  Fnut, 
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remotse  and  terror,  the  spectacle  swam  before 
hnn ;  it  seemed  aa  if  the  dry  bones  moved  and 
would  arise.  He  started — shook  off  the  dread- 
ful trance  with  an  effort  as  dreadfcd  ;  fied  out  of 
the  chamber  of  horror  with  the  speed  of  one  who 
flies  from  a  pursuing  spectre  ;  and,  as  lie  rushed 
along  the  gloomy  passages,  his  heart  beat  as 
though  its  throbs  would  burst  his  mail,  and  drops 
of  terror  gushed  upon  his  brow,  like  foam  upon 
a  flying  charger ! 


128  RUFUS. 


•    I 


I 


CHAPTER  VIII. 

4 

**  Ha  t  total  night  and  horror  here  preside — 
My  stunned  ear  tingles  to  the  whixshig  tide  I 
It  is  their  Amend  kaeU  1  and,  giidiag  near, 
Methinks  the  phantoms  of  the  dead  appear  I" 

Tike  Sk^^wrteJk. 

The  passage  along  which  De  Lacy  fled  had 
no  outlet  except  through  the  chamber  of  Ada- 
leve.  The  door  was  closed  and  fast.  There 
was  no  sound.  He  knocked  violently  with  his 
sword-hilt,  and  it  was  opened  by  Se-BIaca. 

The  Saxon  looked  in  the  ghastly  face  of  his 
visitor,  and,  however  ignorant  of  one  cause  of  his 
emotion,  readily  guessed  the  other.  The  Norman, 
too,  upon  his  part,  caught  the  glance  of  triumph 
which  told  him  that  his  torture  was  a  joy  to  his 
savage  host ;  and,  instantly,  the  conviction  flashed 
upon  him  that  Constance  had  warned  liim  justly 
— that  he  too  was  condenmed.     His  fierce  ^irit 
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half  resumed  its  energies  with  the  thought ;  and 
he  determined  that  the  purchase  of  his  life 
diould  be  as  a  bargain  for  the  skin  of  the  living 
wolf. 

"  How  now,"  cried  Se-BIaca,  "  stabbed  yet 
again?* 

"  Aye — ^no — ^why  art  tfiou  watching  here  ?" 
replied  the  Baron,  wildly. 

"  Why,  rather,  art  thou  here  f  was  the  coun- 
ter-question— '^  what  wouldst  thou  f 

''  Fire  and  air — ^food  and  wine !  these,  and 
speedily,  for  tKy  life,  Saxon  !** 

"  Am  I  thy  hewer  of  wood,  and  drawer  of 
water!" 

"  To  hell  with  thee  and  water !  wine,  I  say ! 
wine — wine !  and  fire,  though  the  great  fiend 
hew  the  billets !'' 

*'  Why,  mighty  Norman,*'  said  the  Saxon 
with  malignant  coolness,  '^  what  ails  thee  T* 

"  Much^ — I  am  aweary  of  thy  caverns,  and  of 
thee.  My  blood  is  chilled.  Thy  chambers  are 
graves!" 

"  Graves  r  iterated  Se-Blaca — "  How  fares 
it  with  the  Lady  V— 

"  Well !  never  so  well.  Lacking  nor  wine 
nor  "water  ! — She  is  gone !" 

"Gone?  whither r  '      ' 

g3 
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'^  Whither  thou  canst  not  follow.  To  her 
Father/* 

"  Her  Father  V 

"  Ay ! — ^her  Father  *  tchick  is  in  Heaven^* — 
if  thou  belieyest  in  such.*^ 

''  Dead  ! "  sud  the  half  startled  Saxon  :  ''  Ha! 
caukUt  thou — but  why  ask !  blood  will  have 
blood — and  thou  art  a  Norman  and — a  De 
Lacy.'' 

'^  And  thou  a  Saxon,  and  a  Devil !  her  cham- 
ber was  a  chamel ! — ^ 

''  Did'st  look  upon  the  bones  V*  said  Wolfaie, 
and  he  spoke  with  an  ill-disguised  enjoyment  of 
what  he  inflicted,  which  was,  indeed,  devilish. 
But  had  De  Lacy  known  how  to  find  egress 
from  those  dreadful  vaults,  or  felt  assured  tkat 
it  was  even  possible  for  him  to  do  so,  ikat 
moment  had  been  the  last  of  t^he  Avei^r  of  the 
Saxons ! — As  it  was,  ignorant  by  what  and  by 
whom  surrounded ;  in  a  labyrinth  which  he  had 
entered  blindfold ;  .it  was  necessary  perhaps  to 
employ  artifice  and  quiet  intimidation  rather 
than  sudden  violence.  He  constrained  himself, 
therefore,  to  answer  with  calm  scorn, 

^^  Bones  J  what  be  thy  bones  to  me!  there  let 
them  rot ! " 

But  the  words  were  scarcely  uttered  when  it 
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seemed  as  if  a  house  from  the  dead  reproached 
him.  It  was  a  groan — hollow  and  full  of  an»- 
guish — ^the  last  of  many  such — ^from  the  lips  of 
the  yet  painfully  breathing  Adaleve. 

A  cold  tremor  crept  through  De  Lacy.  Se- 
Kaca  turned  to  the  oouoh ;  and  his  stem  sister, 
Wynfreda,  bent  low  over  the  piHow  of  the  dying, 
and  with  a  strained  ear,  caught  her  last  accents, 

"  *  Forgive  and  spare.'* " 

With  these  sole-expiating  sounds — ^the  haunt- 
ing words  of  her  last  earthly  dream — ^the  weary 
spirit  shook  off  the  load  of  Kfe,  and  was  at  rest. 

"  She  is  gone  ! "  sud  Wynfreda.  And  Wolf- 
sic,  lowering  the  lamp,  and  laying  his  hand  upon 
her  cold  and  pnlseleBS  bosom,  knew  that  it  wa^. 
indeed  so — that  the  last  pang  was  over. 

^'  Here  is  more  death,"  he  said,  turning  to 
Reginald;  ^^more  food  for  the  ehamel — this 
chamber  is  also  a  grave/' 

"  Whose  grave  r  said  De  Lacy. 

"  The  grave  of  one  who  was  once  mightier 
Uian  the  mightiest  of  thy  Norman  kin,"  an- 
swered Se-Blaca^  seating  himself  beside  the 
dead.  "These  wretched  liinbs,  upon  this 
wiletehed  pallet,  were  once  lovely  and  delicate, 
and  proudly  clad,  and  pressed  the  down  of 
princely  couches,  in  chambers  of  kingly  pride  f 
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Maid^iSi  to  wkprn^hpee  of  tlie  best  pf  Nflnnan 
blood  were  but  as  the  daughters  of  churls,  took 
pride,  to  tend  upoa  her.  A  thousaod  vassals 
feasted  at:  her  boaid.  A  tbousaad  warriois 
drew  the' bow  at  her  oomniand ! — But  thou,  and 
thine,  great  Baron !  thee  and  such  as  thee,  thy 
Bastard^Kipg  and  hia  .  robben><3aptains»  came 
with  their  conquering  thousands,  and — ^behdd ! 
for  the  castled  strength  of  Bamborough,  these 
hideous  vaults!  for  pride,  and  power,  and 
luxury — ^misery,  want,  and  death !  ^ 

The  picture  he  drew  exa^iated  him. 

"  Awake ! "  he  exclaimed,  in  louder  and  wilder 
tones,  ^^  Daughter  and  wife  of  mighty  Thanes ! 
widow  of  murdered  Sigeric !  awake!  arise  !  the 
gaze  of  the  insulting  Norman  is  upon  thee  P 

'^  Awake  Thou,  and  arise !  ^  said  Wynfxeda. 
^^  A  woman's  corpse,  let  a  woman  mourn.  Thou 
art  a  man.  Sit  not  to  watch  the  Umb$ — arise 
and  do  the  tviU  of  the  dead  !  Heard  ye  not  her 
last  words — *  Foroivk  not — Spab£  hot  !^  ?" 

•  •  * 

The  malignant  crone  looked  away  from  the 
corpse,  and  spoke  low  and  brokenly  as  she  ut- 
tered the  dreadful  falsehood.  But  it  sank  deep 
into  the  soul  of  Wolfsic.  He  arose  without  a 
word|  kindled  a  torch  at  the  lamp,  and  beckon- 
ing De  Lacy  to  follow  him,  strode  across  the 
chamber. 


nmvB. 


Ids 


' "  WkMher  ?'•  said  the  Norman,  as^MfeyWent 
(Wrt.  ^'S*  '  '     • 

**  Whither  tliou  wOt,"  he  replied,-' *<lbrth  of 
these  eavems,  which  are  aweary  of  th^  as  thou 
of  them.  Below  is  thy  new  King,  Stephen  bf 
Albemarle  !— "  '  ' 

^*  Ha  !**  exclaimed  the  surprised  Reginald, 
"  What  doth  he  here  T' 

^'  He  prays  the  despised  Saxon  for  aid  i^ih^t 
the  tyrant  William :  for  levies  from  our  dens 
and  holes — our  mountains  and  our  marshes — 
our  fastnesses  of  morass — our  strongholds  of 
the  forest  and  the  reedy  swamp.  He  hath  my 
promise,  and  I  his.  Follow,  and  thou  shait 
learn  our  compact — ^but  it  would  scantly  help  to 
make  thee  Chancellor  or  Justiciary  in  this  new 
world,  did  the  loving  Stephen  know  after  what 
fSsiBhion  thou  hast  dealt  in  yonder  chamber,  with 
his  piloted  bride,  Constance  de  Mowbray." 

•'  Now,  by  heaven  and  hell,"  exclaimed  the 
Baron,  "  if  thou  hast  whispered  even  to  the  very 
winds  that  blow  upon  De  Albemarle " 

"  Peace,  and  follow,'*  interrupted  Wolfsie. 
"  thy  counsel  is  in  thine  own  breast.  Tell  thiiie 
own  tale,  why  thou  art  here,  and  fear  not.*^ 

**  Fear  f*  cried  De  Lacy — "  but  when  goes 
he  hence  f 
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'*  When  the  tide  is  at  hig^ieet,''  said  the 
Saxon.  ^^  Then^  good  Reginald  De  Lacy;  I 
swear  to  thee,  nor  thou  nor  he  shaU  choose  but 
depart  r 

They  forbore  to  speak,  and  passed  on ;  Wolfsie 
showing  the  path, 

"  By  winding  stair,  dark  aide,  and  secret  nook/' 

De  Lacy  with  his  hand  upon  a  poniard,  and  his 
sword  loosened  in  its  scabbard,  ready  to  resist, 
or  at  least,  to  revenge  treachery.  At  last  ap- 
peared another  of  the  many  low  dungeon-like 
entrances  we  have  described. 

^'  Within,"  said  Se-Blaca,  as  he  ]q)plie4  the 
key,  ^'  there  is  a  captive.  Why  should  he  eat 
his  heart  in  solitude !  I  will  release  him  to  ye 
without  a  ransom,  for  the  love  of  the  princely 
Stephen,  and  his  great  ally  De  Mowbray." 

He  unlocked  and  thrust  open  the  wicket; 
and,  in  a  cavity  of  a  few  feet  square,  stretched 
upon  the  cold  rock — worn  and  haggard,  but 
alive,  De  Lacy  saw  the  prisoner.  He  saw,  too, 
that  it  was  Raymond. 

The  torch  light,  and  the  grating  sound  of  the 
door,  startled  the  youth  from  his  sad  slum- 
bers. He  rose — ^looked  in  the  countenances  of 
both  visitors,  and  doubted    not   that  he  was 


indeed  to  be  iibevated, — ^tbrou^  the  gates  of 
death; 

De  Lacy,  and  Se-BIacawere  alike  heedful  not 
eTen  to  cross  the  threshold  of  the  vault ;  but 
the  bitter  waved  its  pallid  inmate  to  come  forth. 
He  obeyed,  with  a  firmer  step  and  more  erect 
gait  than  his  sunken  cheek  and  narrow  dungeon 
could  have  promised. 

Thus  increased,  the  little  party  proceeded 
without  a  word,  until  they  reached  that  gloomy 
hail  which  had  so  chilled  the  spirits  of  Du  Coci 
with  its  spectral  terrors.  The  glaring  torch  now 
shewed  in  stronger  relief  than  the  Dwarfs  lamp 
those  dismal  emblems  of  mortality  that  upon 
every  hand  stood  like  phantoms  or  lay  like  effigies, 
and  had  a  ten-fold  hideousness  from  the  distor- 
tion of  the  rude  mechanism  by  which  the  mem- 
bers of  each  were  attached  and  supported. 

De  Lacy  looked  around  him  with  renewed 
diE^st,  and  could  not  help  exclaiming, 

^^  Mary-mother !  what  loathly  things  be 
these?" 

"  The  bones  of  men,''  said  the  Host.  "  Of 
m^n,"  he  repeated  significantly — "  therefore  be 
not  afraid.  They  are  mute  and  peaceful  now, 
these  fleshless  things !  they  swear  not,  neither 
do  they  stab.     It  is  good  for  us  to  look  upon 
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them,  and  to  remeikW*.  fs  It  ^dl  %m^  ^MmI 
yonth!**  turning  to  lUjniMWM!,  with  a  grifi  Mlr^ 
lees  ghastly  than  that  oT'the^  skelelcm^thiiif^ 
around  hiln. 

*'  It  kgood  for  us  to  temember  thedead^;'' 
said  Raymond,  calmly,' — **'  and  that  ^re  too  must 
die ;  some  in  the  peacefnl  bed,  as  thou  wilt  never 
do, — some  on  the  battle-field,  as  /  had  onee  a 
hope, — some  in  dens  of  treachery,  as  perchance 
these  have  done,  and  I  (if  it  be  thy  pleasure  and 
De  Lacy^s)  may  speedily  do.  It  is  good,  doubt- 
less, to  i^member  all  this,  but  thou^  Saxon,  who 
wert  once  a  monk,  shouldst  remember  abo, 
*  dust  to  dust,  ashes  to  ashes.'  The  gmve  is 
the  dead  man''s  castle  and  sanctuary,  asid  tiie 
living  should  take  shame  to  plunder  it." 

"  Bones  of  my  &ther8  !^  cried  the  Baron,  "*  it 
is  well  said  !  thrust  me  these  grinning  jaws  and 
mouldering  shanks  into  their  earth-holes,  and 
be  the  hand  accursed  that  digs  thcsm  up  aga&i ! 
Pah  !  let  us  hence-Mihe  air  is  dank  and  heavy 
with  their  rottenness  P 

''  Tarry,^  said  Se-Blaca,  ^*  these  bones  ale  the 
skeletons  of  Worthies  who  craved  better  Ui^s 
at  my  hands  than  to  be  thrust  into  foi^gotten 
graves.  Normans  all, — ^warriors  and  priests! 
I  have  toiled  and  bl^d  to  make  them  mine,  and 
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:99ifttched  libem  iraBicoiToptuni.aad  ^^wonn  to 
4W§e.  them  h^^  i  aa^^tb^r  balk  ajid  bowezs  hate 
.for  tb^ir  adomment  the  things  M  chiselled 
marble  and  painted  cloth.  These^  ^h^*^  ^^^^  ^^ 
statues  and  ihe  lymnings  which  {de^^iire  me ! 
these,  indeed,  keep  fresh  in  my  remembrapce  the 
A^iuU  that  grasped,  ihefeet  that  trampled — ^no 
matter  upon  whom  or  what.  See!  they  tbitt 
.were  mighty  warriors  I  have  propped  erect,  as 
wfa^i,  in  rage  of  heart,  they  defied  maa  and 
Qod !  and  they  that  were  shaven  priests  I  have 
laid  along  in  meek  humbleness,  as  when  they 
iStretohed  themselves  in  prayer,  by  the  altars  from 
whence  with  fire  and  sword  they  had  driven  the 

Saxon  i Look,"  he  added,  pointing  to  the 

nearest ;  ^Uhis  peaceful,  prostrate  thing,  was  onee 
Robert  of  Limoges,  a  holy  Bishop  of  Lichfield, 
tf  ye  be  well  remembered.  Here  do  I  honour 
him  for  breaking  with  the  strong  and  the 
erimaon  hand  into  a  Saxon  abbey  in  Coventry, 
driving  the  brethren  forth  to  starve  and  rot ; 
and,  with  the  plunder  of  their  cofiers,  and  the 
ore  of  tbeir  melted  pkte,  building  him  up  a* 

stately  pleasure-house  !  behold !  he  isAereJ 

Thig^^  touohing  another,  was  the  pious  and 
gentle  Rerai  of  Fescamp — he,  too,  for  a  boon  of 
fifty  boats  to  the  great  Norman  Duke  that,  woi^d 
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be  King,  beeame  a  Bishop  and  a  Tyrant,  and, 
for  a  thousand  wrongs  to  the  Saxon,  is  Yk^ 

noured  here  and  thus, Here^  indicating  a 

third,  '^was  another  of  the  holy  ones  of  Fea^ 
camp — Red-handed  Torrauld,  a  mitred  Abbot, 
for  his  seal  to  shed  the  Uood  of  the  Saxons. 
Better  he  loved  the  battle-axe  than  tlie  cra- 
zier, and  therefore  did  the  mighty  Bastard  give 
him  rule  over  a  convent  at  Peterborough, 
near  the  camp  of  the  rebel  Saxons,  that, 
while  the  priestly  \ovet  of  cruelty  damned 
himself  with  slaughter,  he  might,  at  least,  give 
pleasure  and  profit  to  his  King.  There  was  he 
slaiaby  a  Saxon  shaft,  and  there  did  I  treaoire  op 

his  bones ! These,^  passing  to  a  fourth  and 

fifth,  ^^  were  once  the  charitable  Ghierin  de  Liri, 
and  the  ruthfiil  Paul  of  Caen,  <^  whose  souls,  next 
to  the  pouring  out  of  innocent  blood,  tiie  sweefcest 
delight  was  to  tear  from  their  ^kiet  sepulchres* 
the  bodies  of  the  Saxon  Abbots  who  had  gone 
before  them,  and,  piling  them,  like  filth,  i^mhi  a 
heap,  to  bum  them  with  fire  beyond  the  abbey- 
gates  1  Their  graves,  Sir  Squire,  were  neither 
castles  nor  sanctuaries  to  the  poor  sleepers  i  and 

*  The  reader  most  obtenre  that  aU  theae  little  amiable  in- 
stances, cited  with  such  unction  by  Se-Blaca,  are  Aw/orieaf 
maiter'iff'faei  :  "  Fiction  is  itrange— trnth  ia  atnnger/' 
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th«%fere  did  Isteal  these  bones,  and  here  do  I  give 

them  honour  i^ But  lock P  pointing  to  a  sixth ; 

^^this — this  was  the  beloved  of  the  great  Norman 
Conqueror !  the  Nonaan  Prieet  after  the  Norman 
Tyranf^s  heart  f  sleek  Tonstain  of  Glastonbury ! 
who,  with  the  strong  arm  of  power,  thrust  from 
his  long  held  abbacy  the  aged  Saxon,  Egetaorth, 
to  wander  in  sickly  eld,  and  pine  and  perish  for 
lack  of  bread  I  Full  jolly  priest  was  Tonstain ! 
a  lover  of  holy  glee-craft  after  the  fresh  fa^uon 
of  tile  Normans;  and  when  his  monks  (who 
loved  die  old  Oregoruin  chaunt)  sang  not  to  the 
delight  of  his  dainty  ear,  he  stamped  with  his 
mailed  foot,  and  cried  aloud  for  his  armed  vas- 
sals* to  shoot,  and  stab,  and  spear  them,  even  by 
the  altar  of  God,  until  their  blood  streamed  down 

the  holy  steps  to  the  chancel  pavement! 

And' lo  r*  advancing  to  a  seventh,  ^Mo,  yet 
again  I  this  bulky  wreck  was  once,  the  body  of 
William,  Bishop  of  Hereford.  Mark,  noble 
Baron  of  Newark  !  the  kisses  of  a  thousand  deli- 
cate ones  could  not  now  redden  these  bony 
cheeks  with  a  pleasaiit  touch,  or  put  lascivious 
fire  into  these  gapmg  sockets  !  yet  he  was  the 


*  "  A  moi  1  mes  hommes  d'armes  I" 
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loBtiest  of  the  wantoii,  and  diM  by  the  weak 
hand  of  a  virgin,  to  whom,  in  )m  hot  mood — • — '^ 

De  Lacy  broke  upon  the  iH^timed  tale  by  such 
agraspof  theSaxon^sarmas  might  have  cracked 
the  very  sinews  of  one  less  hardy. 

"  Enough  of  thy  fihhy  bone-honse  !'*  he  cried ; 
^^  pass  forth,  in  Ood's  name,  and  speed  us  henee.*^ 

^*  Be  it  so,"  rejoined  the  Saxon,  ^^  the  tide  urfH 
speedily  be  atjuU.** 

Quitting  the  hall  of  skeleton^*,  they  were  sdon 
in  the  very  passage  along  which  Se^BIaca'  had 
conducted  his  recent  victims.  They  paused  at 
the  same  terminating  outlet,  and  heard  the  same 
rushing  of  wind  and  wave,  but  louder.  The  door 
was  again  unbarred  and  opened.  It  had  Been 
so  once  J  at  least,  Hnce  closing  upon  De  Albe- 
marle and  Du  Coci ;  for  there  was  now  a  fresh 
plank  stretching  from  the  brink  of  the  chasm, 
by  the  door,  over  to  the  reef  Uiat,  aboiit  half- 
way across,  served  as  a  pier  to  fixe  rude  bridge. 
They  passed  it  singly ;  Se-Blaea  first  and  Ray- 
mond last. 

A  grim  fortress  thineT   cried  De  Lacy, 

with  iSoBses  running  belw«xi  its  very  ohambers^ 
a  fmtl  bridge,  too,  nUetihinfcs;  and  I  reme<n* 
ber  me,  Saxon,  thou  art  but  an  evil  Bridge^ 
ward.^' 


«4 
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"^i  (im0$,  gmat  Baron>'"  was  the  fqply,  ^'  to 
derve  tkee.  But,  fnul  or  JKnn,  tJbis  bri4ge  luurt 
ii^rve  tiB  for  both  foe$ea." 

They  drew  it  up  aacQr4iitglyi  and,  with  their 
joint  strength,  9Qficeeded  in.  over-laying  <Hie  end 
tQ  the  edge  of  the  roek  beyond ;  a  dietanoe,  per- 
haps, of  twelve  feet ;  the  tide,  as  Se*Blaca  had 
said,  now  fast  rising  to  its  height,  msbing  and 
eddying  with  great  violence  beneath. 

Guide  and  torch  bearer  as  before^  the 
Aveiiger  still  took  the  lead.  He  passed  in 
safety  to  terra  finna ;  but  with  no  intention 
that  the  .steps  of  others  should  do  so.  The 
result^  indeed,  may  be  guessed ! 
.  The  instant  be  pressed  the  solid  roek  with 
one  foot,  with  the  other  he  spumed  the  plank 
heavily  down  into  the  billows!  the  torch  fol- 
lowed, and  all  was  darkness.  Then  came  the 
clang  of  the  secret  grating  by  which  he  had 
escaped,  and,  when  it  struck  the  ears  of  the 
bettlkyed  Normans,  they  found  themsdives 
islanded  upon  a  point  of  rock  little  more  than 
sufficient  to. give  them  standmg  room  ;  without 
a  ray  of  light ;  and  unable  to  sUr  a  foot,  ex-, 
cep^  at  peril  of  falling  headlong  into  unknown 
defxthii,  through  wUcfar  the  suigea  were  rushiag 
in  full  career ! 
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For  some  moments  they  doubted  the  treftdiefy 
which  had  snared  them.  They  oalled;  but 
no  answer  returned  from  their  Betrayer;  and, 
thoogh  replying  sounds  seemed  indeed  to  come 
from  beneath,  they  were  confused  with  those  of 
wind  and  wave  and  echo.  StiU,  the  listenefs 
fancied  human  tones,  indistinct  from  distance  as 
well  as  other  causes ;  and  ^ile  De  Lac^  vented 
one  fearful  imprecation  upon  another,  Raymond 
calmly  suggested  that  nothing  remained  for 
them  but  to  attempt  a  descent,  and,  following 
the  supposed  voices,  find  the  inlets  by  wiuch  the 
tide  searched  the  caverns.  Strong  swimm^s 
might  thus  escape  to  the  open  beadi»  and,  onoe 
there,  Tynemouth  lay  near,  both  for  tefiige  and 
revenge. 

There  was  no  alternative.  Hunger,  darimeiB, 
the  discing  whirl  and  rush  below,  would  in  a 
short  time  topple  them  down,  willing  or  unwill- 
ing. De  Lacy,  theref(mre,  abandoned  the  greater 
part  of  his  armour,  and  they  descended — slowly, 
painfully,  and  with  such  strain  upon  nerve  and 
muscle  as  only  those  who  clamber  in  dsricnen 
and  in  danger  can  deaeribe. 

At  hu^,  they  plunged  into  the  watera,  and 
were  dashed  from  side  to  lode  by  tlie  atvolig 
surges,  until,  by  dint  of  hard  swimottBg,  slngv 
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gling,  scrambling,  wading,  and  every  species  of 
toil,  over  sunken  ridges,  and  through  craggy 
arches,  the  ''  forth-rights  and  meanders"  of  the 
tide,  they  saw,  once  more,  the  welcome  glim- 
mering of  day. — But  why  dilate  upon  these 
cavern-horrors,  and  chain  the  reader  also 
amongst  them,  until  weariness  deepen  to  dis- 
gust i  let  us  be  brief.  They  saw  light,  indeed, 
and  heard  nearer  voices,  and  clambered  to 
where  those  who  had  preceded  them  in  mishap, 
wearied  with  fruitless  exertions,  stood  now  upon 
the  highest  ledge  of  rock  they  could  command, 
to  rest,  at  least,  their  weary  arms — stood^  we 
say,  for,  even  then,  the  rising  waters  were  al- 
ready above  their  waists.  It  was  thus  that  the 
four  victims  encountered ;  but  the  last  comers 
had  the  worst  to  learn  from  their  companions ; 
namely,  that  all  egress  by  the  craggy  mouths 
through  which  the  tide  rushed  was  impossible — 
forbidden  by  massy  iron^bars  socketted  in  the 
rock  above  and  beneath !  This  the  Earl  and 
Du  Coci  had  ascertained,  and  were  now  await- 
ing only  the  full  flow  of  ihe  strangling  waters. 

It  was  horror,  which  nothing  but  the  fierce 
ingenuity  of  Hate  «ottld  have  detised !  and  to 
which  only  the  pencil  of  "  Nature's  sternest 
painter"  could  do  justice— 
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«  Again  tliej  jouied  in  one  long  powerftil 
Thte  ceased— uA  eager  Kateueil  fbTTepff — 
None  came ;  tiie  rising  wind  blew  sadly  by. 
Tbey  shout  once  more — and  then  tfafy  tnm  aaide. 
To  see  bow  quickly  flows  the  coming  tide  I 
Between  each  cry  they  find  the  waters  stenl 
On  their  strange  prison,  and  new  termrt  fed. 

Fast  rose  the  surges  o'er  the  lessening  strand, 

And  they  seemed  sinking  while  they  yet  oonld  stand. 

Bleak  and  more  bleak,  more  wet,  more  cold  It  grew, 

And  the  most  lively  bade  to  Hope  adian  t 

Less  and  yet  less  the  sinking  rocks  becttnct 

And  there  was  rage  and  wailing  !  wrath  and  bUme  !" 

No !  wailing  there  was  not.  Even  the  worst 
tempered  spirit  amongst  them  was  too  indomi- 
table for  that.  And  the  time  for  rage  was 
nearly  gone  by.  Yet,  between  the  intervals  of 
silent  agony — ^perhaps  of  prayer  and  penitential 
thought  with  some — ^hands  were  clenched  in 
sudden  paroxysms ;  and  teeth  were  grinded ; 
and  half-formed  curses  half-uttered ;  with  vain 
wishes  for  help^  and  for  the  strength  of  furies  to 
break  their  bars,  or  rend  asunder  the  rocks ! 
for  the  power  to  breathe  under  the  billows  till 
the  next  eblv—for  anything  that  was  most  v^in 
— idle — ^remote — ^impossible!  anytl;^ing  rather 
than  die  a  death  so  miseraUe-^so  ioidorious  and 
obscure ! 
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But  ii  was  fa^  approaching^  and  there  was  no 
hope! 

None  could  reproach,  or  attempted  to  reproach, 
another ;  but  again  and  again  did  each  exclaim 
to  each,  ^*  Oh !  that  thou  faad*8t  stabbed  him  to 
the  heart !  cleft  him  to  the  brain ! " 

Then,  ae  their  span  grew  narrower,  some  ob- 
jecti  dearest  to  each,  arose  with  poignant  vivid- 
ness ;  tugged  at  the  heart-strings ;  rivetted  them 
to  earth  and  life ;  called  distractedly  back  '^  those 
thoughts  which  wandered  through  eternity;^ 
and  cried,  as  it  were,  to  the  sick  bosom,  ^^  O  ! 
had  it  not  been  for  this  F 

Raymond  endured  without  one  audible  parox- 
ysm ;  yet,  bitterly,  bitterly  did  he  think  of  his 
lost  Constance ! .  and  when  the  memory  of  past 
dreams  of  ambition,  as  well  as  love,  came  darkly 
across  him,  there  came  with  it,  as  if  uttered  but 
an  hour  before,  the  first  threats  of  *'  the  Invisible 
of  the  Forest,"  that  "  the  last  of  a  mighty  line 
should  perish  as  in  a  cleft  of  the  rocky  where 
Honour  looked  not  upon  Death,  and  the  voice  of 
Praise  was  snlent  for  ever  !  "^ 

The  spirit  of  De  Albemarle,  too,  turned  to 
Constance,  for  his  love  had  been  no  idle  pas* 
siori ;  but  he  had  also  to  brood  over  a  lost 
kingdom. 

VOL.  III.  H 
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^^  Is  this  my  victory  and  my  realm !  Thi$  my 
throne !  From  the  dungeon  to  the  grave,"  he 
repeated  again  and  again,  ^'  one  step  for  a 
Prince ! '' 

The  savage  Reginald  looked  back  upon  a 
thousand  crimes^  and  never  before  had  the 
retrospect  been  so  dreadful.  "  Hell  was  moved 
at  his  coming,"  and  seemed  to  send  forth  its 
impatient  phantoms  with  multiplying  and  anti- 
cipating terrors.  Yet  Pride  grappled  to  the  last 
with  impenitent  Remorse;  and  he  continued, 
in  horrible  iteration,  to  vent  the  same  unvary- 
ing curse  upon  his  betrayer. 

Du  Coci  alone,  light-hearted  to  the  last,  ut- 
tered neither  sorrow  nor  malediction.  He  left 
none  to  mourn  except  his  trusty  squire ;  and  his 
deepest  regret  was  uttered  when  he  had  ex- 
claimed, ^*  Ah,  my  poor  Nicholas !  I  would  that, 
before  this,  thou  had'st  either  won  gflt  spurs 
in  a  pitched  field,  or  gone  back  to  comfort  the 
grey  luurs  of  Jodesac  in  the  Jewry ! " 

The  waters  were  now  breast  high  around 
them.  Every  wave  rose  nearer  to  their  lips, 
and  dashed  its  salt  spray  into  their  faces  with 
more  blinding  fury.  The  little  light  that  glim- 
mered at  first  was  nearly  all  shut  out  by  the  rising 
wall  of  waters.    The  sesrmew  clapt  his  heavy 
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wing  unheard  near  the  barred  mouths  of  their 
tomb.  They  saw,  they  heard,  nothing  that 
spoke  of  life.  Had  they  been  giants^  it  would 
not  haye  availed,  for  the  low  roof  allowed  none 
to  stand  erect;  and  quite  as  vain  would  have 
been  the  skill  of  the  strongest  swimmer,  when 
the  whole  cavemed  space  was  filled  with  the 
strangling  waters ! 

All  but  De  Lacy  interchanged  forgiveness 
and  farewell ;  and  then  there  was  the  silence  of 
the  brave  and  the  proud,  who  meet  Death  at  last 
without  a  sound  of  wail  or  fear. 

Another  minute — another  wave — ^and — ^hark ! 

"  Crod  in  heaven  !^  exclaimed  De  Albemarle, 
"  there  is  help ! " 

Oh,  how  dear,  how  sweet,  how  joyful,  that 
blessed  word ! 

Just  as  he  uttered  it,  the  single  sound  he  had 
caught,  was  followed  by  a  cry  of  many  voices,  so 
loud  and  shrill  that  it  seemed  to  the  imprisoned 
as  if  that  alone  had  broken  their  prison  bars ! 

They  screamed^  rather  than  shouted  in  reply, 
as  men  who  scream  from  the  jaws  of  death ;  and 
then,  clang  after  clang,  came  the  tremendous 
blows  of  the  huge  hammers  of  Tynemouth  ar- 
moury,  as  (in  boats  rocking  by  the  nearest 
cavern  mouth)  the  forge-men  swung  them  like 

H  2 
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ver^^  Cyclops !  Away,  in  a  few  seeonds,  like 
lances  shivered  in  the  charge,  went  every  har! 
The  captives  swam,  with  the  strength  of  min- 
gled hope  and  desperation,  into  broad  ocean  and 
broad  day  !  They  were  taken  up  half  dead  with 
exertion,  cold,  and  despair,  and  rowed  to  a 
bark  in  the  offing ;  and  when  Raymond,  more 
exhausted,  perhaps,  than  his  companions,  cleared 
his  eyes  from  the  salt  surf,  the  first  object  he 
beheld  upon  the  deck  was  Puckfist,  the  dwarf; 
the  next  was  De  Mowbray,  of  Northumberland. 
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CHAPTER  IX. 

"  Blest  power  of  sunshine !  genial  day  I 
What  balm — what  life  is  in  thy  ray  I 
To  feel  thee  is  such  real  bliss, 
That  had  the  world  no  joy  but  this, 
To  sit  in  sunshine  warm  and  sweet, 
It  were  a  world  too  exquisite 
For  man  to  leave  it  for  the  gloom, 
The  deep  cold  shadow  of  the  tomb  1'* 

LaUaJUokh. 

^^  That  there  was  an  ancient  priory  at  Tyne- 
mouth  is  certain.  Its  ruins  are  situated  on  a 
high  rocky  point,  and  doubtless  many  a  vow  was 
n«de  to  the  shrine  by  the  distressed  mariners 
who  drove  towards  the  iron-bound  coast  of  Nor- 
thumberland in  stormy  weather." 

So  says  the  mighty  Master  of  Romance  de- 
parted ;  and  never,  we  believe,  did  the  towers  of 
St.  Oswyn,  in  the  worst  storm,  look  down  upon 
mariners  or  landsmen,  who  had  more  reason  to 
feel  religiously  thankful  than  some  upon  the  deck 
of  the  little  vessel  that,  bearing  merrily  away 
from  Marston,  before  a  whistling  breeze,  rounded, 
in  a  few  minutes,  the  vast  promontory  upon  which 
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they  are  based.  Few,  indeed,  had  ever  been 
snatched  more  wonderfully  from  the  jaws  of  the 
great  Deep,  and  if  the  recovered  victims  looked 
with  grateful  awe  to  the  shrine  of  the  local  saint, 
whose  tutelary  good-will  they  might  conceive 
instrumental  in  saving  them,  it  was,  then  at 
least,  a  very  pardonable  superstition. 

And,  oh !  how  beautiful  did  the  grey  towers — 
the  rocks — ^the  sands — the  fisher-sheds — ^the 
meanest  objects  seem  to  those  eyes  upon  which 
the  gloom  of  Se-Blaca's  caverns  hadlainfor  hours 
with  a  weight  like  that  of  the  valley  of  the  shadow 
of  death!  The  wind  blew  balmily  from  the  joyous 
south-west*.  The  dull  cdd  "  fref  of  the  preced- 
ing day  was  gone ;  the  blue  sky  lauded  out  in  the 
fiill  joy  of  its  summer  beauty ;  and  the  morning 
sun  blazed  with  unsurpassed  splendour  over 
land  and  main,  cresting  the  purple  clouds  and 
billows  with  flashes  of  golden  glory,  and  lighting 
up  even  the  else  dull  shores  and  savage  rocks 
with  gleams  of  yellow  lustre. 

We  said  that  Raymond  caught  a  glance  of 
Earl  de  Mowbray.  It  was  but  for  an  instant, 
as  the  latter  descended  with  De  Albemarle  and 

*  "  Blaw  the  wind  Bontherly,  soibtherly,  southerly ! 
Blaw  the  wind  southerly,  south  and  south-west !'' 

MelodUt  ^f  the  Tyne  and  Wear. 
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De  Lacy  to  the  eabin,  and  he  did  not  even  feel 
afismred  that  he  was  seen  by  the  Earl — ^yet,  at 
that  moment,  did  a  presentiment  of  evil  fall  like 
»  sudden  8h«dow  across  his  mind-a  misgiving 
as  to  his  reception  by  him  for  whom  he  had 
dared,  and  toiled,  and  suffered  so  much. 

The  human  heart  is»  no  doubt,  superstitious — 
prone  to  hearken  to  false  oracles ;  but,  it  must  be 
allowed,  possesses  often  a  wonderful  power  of 
true  divination.  Who  has  not  observed  with 
what  occult  subtlety  it  sometimes  takes  a  warn- 
ing or  a  presentiment,  almost  amounting  to 
conviction,  from  things  which,  in  themselves, 
have  not  the  weight  or  the  validity  of  straws  ? 
detecting  the  first  faintly-approaching  dimness 
of  those  shadows  which,  according  to  the  poet, 
commg  events  project  before  them ! 

The  '^  mauvais  presage"  hung  so  heavily  upon  . 
Raymond  that,  notwithstanding  all  he  had  to 
communicate,  he  felt  a  repugnance  to  follow  De 
Mowbray,  or  to  request  an  interview.  Their 
short  voyage  (about  three  miles)  gave  little  time 
for  hesitation.  The  cabin  conclave  re-appeared ; 
and  it  seemed  to  him  as  if  care  was  taken  that 
neither  himself  nor  Du  Coci  should  accompany 
them  in  disembarking.  Neglected  they  certainly 
were  not ;  but  the  attentions  paid  were  so  equi- 
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weal  that  it  might  well  be  questioned  whether 
they  formed  the  ceremonial  of  attendance,  or  of 
custody.  Raymond  looked  in  the  face  of  his 
companion,  but  read  nothing  there  to  reassure 
him. 

They  landed  in  the  little  bay  still  called 
Prior*s  Haven — Raymond  and  Sir  Alberic  last ; 
and  the  latter  saw  that,  upon  the  shore  as  upon 
the  vessel  deck,  every  head  bowed  and  every 
knee  bent,  as  the  great  Earls  passed  along  the 
beach.  Short  as  was  the  distance,  horses  were 
provided  for  these  magnates,  and  for  the  Baron 
of  Newark ;  and  so,  while  the  Knight  of  the 
Broken  Lance  and  the  Squire  of  the  Heart  of 
Steel  followed  humbly  on  foot,  guarded  rather 
than  conducted,  the  party  entered,  amidst  accla- 
mations and  minstrelsy  and  trumpet-peals,  the 
massy  walls  of  Tynemouth — 

"  Half  chnreh  of  God— half  castle  'gainst  the  Scot." 

The  gateway  still  stands  by  which  they  en- 
tered; a  tower  nearly  square,  with  a  circular 
exploratory  turret  at  each  comer.  But  how 
changed  is  all  within !  The  whole  area,  of  per- 
haps six  acres,  presents  only  scattered  masses 
of  ruin,  graceful  and  solemn,  but  so  shattered 
and  disunited,  that  even  fifty  years  ago  an  anti* 
quary  in  vain  attempted  to  assign  each  remnant 
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to  an  individual  office ;  while  modern  buildings, 
a  barrack,  and  a  %ht-house,  and  gravestones  of 
recent  erection,  recal  the  mind  to  the  living  and 
the  dead  of  our  own  age.  There  are,  however,^ 
the  remains  of  cloisters,  and  of  a  magnificent 
church,  and  every  where  masses  of  foundation, 
which  speak  plainly  the  great  extent  of  super- 
structure they  once  supported. 

Far  other  was  the  scene  that  met  the  eye  of 
Du  Coci,  when  the  vast  unimpaired  edifice, 
redeemed  from  every  mark  of  elementary  and 
Danish  fury,  stood  in  crowded  magnificence,  at 
once  a  palace,  a  fortress,  and  a  monastery. 

They  passed  a  deep  outward  fosse,  over  a 
drawbridge  defended  by  moles  on  either  hand, 
and  then  the  gateway  described  above ;  a  two- 
fold entrance,  the  huge  tower  comprehending  an 
outward  and  interior  portal,  both  with  double 
gates,  six  feet  apart;  and  the  former  with  a 
portcuUis  and  an  open  gaUeiy.  The  space  be- 
twixt the  gateways  was  a  square  of  about  six 
paces,  open  above,  to  allow  those  on  the  battle- 
mented  top  the  power  of  annoying  assailants 
who  might  gain  the  first  pass.  Fl*om  this  main 
entrance  a  strong  double  wall  extended  on  both 
hands  to  the  sea-rocks,  which,  in  some  places, 
especially  on  the  north  and  east,  had  an  almost 
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perpendicular  faQ  of,  perhaps,  ten  fathoms.  So 
that  the  defences,  natural  and  artificial,  were 
alike  exceedingly  strong.  Built,  indeed,  to  defy 
the  fury  both  of  the  elements  and  of  man, 

**  Winds,  wires,  and  northern  pirates*  hands." 

the  monastery  itself  was,  originally,  a  powerful 
structure ;  but  De  Mowbray,  immediately  upon 
taking  a  hostile  position  with  Rufus,  had  ren- 
dered it  nearly  impregnable  by  every  possible 
addition  and  modification. 

The  court-yard  and  outirvard  walls,  in  fact, 
presented  a  scene  of  astonishment  to  Baymond. 
All  was  military  bustle  and  preparation.  Every 
sound  and  sight,  and  there  were  many,  spoke  of 
anticipated  battle  and  siege;  and  had  not  an 
occasional  brace  of  monks,  with  their  dark  gowns 
and  hoods,  entering  or  issuing  from  the  clois- 
ters, recalled  at  times  the  idea  of  a  convent,  it 
might  well  have  been  lost  in  that  of  a  strong 
castle  about  to  be  beleaguered  by  a  determined 
enemy.  On  all  sides,  but  especially  on  the 
landward,  hundreds  qf  craftsmen  and  artisans 
were  busily  occupied  either  in  the  construc- 
tion or  erection  of  vast  propelling  machines, 
such  as  formed  the  artillery  of  the  period.  For 
the  easy  moving  and  working  of  these  along  the 
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walls,  immense  platfonns  were  buildmg^  with 
flights  of  steps  at  intervals  for  ready  and  rapid 
ascent ;  and  there  might  be  seen,  (their  names 
as  savage  as  their  office),  every  variety  of  the 
Balistse  and  Catapulta  species ;  the  Mangonel, 
the  Onegar,  the  Trebuchet,  and  the  Petrary; 
the  Verge,  the  War-wolf,  the  Ribaudequin,  and 
the  Bricolle ;  the  Mate-grifiSn,  the  Matafmida, 
the  Scorpion,,  and  the  Espringal.  Some  of  these 
delicate  engines  were  for  hurling  huge  stones ; 
some^  immense  beams  and  stakes;  some,  for 
both  missiles,  and,  when  occasion  served,  even 
the  bodies  of  men  and  horses.  It  was  abundant 
occupation  for  many  labourers,  to  Inring  in  or 
prepare  the  shot  for  these  machines ;  to  collect 
the  stones,  and  sharpen  the  stakes  and  bohs. 
A  hubbub  of  sounds,  tiieiefore,  little  savouring 
of  the  monastic,  arose  from  all  sides.  There  was 
the  heaving  of  jurmourers*  bellows,  and  the  clank 
of  their  vast  hammers ;  and  the  jarring  of  sword 
and  "battle-axe  upon  grindstones;  and  the  hurry- 
ing to  and  fro  of  the  Fletcheur's  (or  arrow- 
maker's)  men ;  and  the  arrival  and  departure  of 
couriers ;  and  the  entrance  of  wains,  loaded  with 
forage  and  supplies;  and  the  marshalling  of 
retainers,  by  newly-arrived  tenants;  and  the 
practise  of  military  games,  by  young  cavaliers, 
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*'  en  pufilkige'*  to  the  grim  Meii-ait-amn»  w1m>, 
in  the  least  encumbered  plaeos,  managed  their 
Flemish  8teede»  or  breathed  their  lighter  haekr 
neys ;  and  tilted,  and  flung  the  mace,  and  bur^ 
nbhed  their  arms ;  and  nuMle  the  grey  w»Us  TiDg 
with  shout,  and  laugh,  and  song,  and  the  clang 
of  steel. 

In  the  midst  of  all  this  uproar,  loudest  of 
the  loud,  and  busiest  of  the  busy,  was  the  un- 
venerable,  but  most  stout  and  stalwart.  Prior 
Baldwin;  the  same  burly  Eodesiastie  for  whose 
warlike  propensities,  and  love  of  the  carnal 
weapon.  Earl  Mowbray  had  incurred  the  censure 
and  denunciations  of  Anselm,  the  Primate. 
Raymond,  indeed,  to  whom  the  philippic  had 
been  uttered,  and  who,  it  may  be  rememb^^d, 
had  done  his  best  to  defend  the  accused,  could 
not  help  contrasting  the  present  spectacle  with 
that  picture  of  cleric  gentleness  and  humility, 
drawn  by  the  fervent  Archbishop  in  the  garden 
of  Newan  Mynstre. 

Too  busy,  now,  in  fact,  was  the  worthy  Bald- 
win, for  alms  or  shrift — ^for  bell  or  book ;  and, 
in  especial,  much  too  busy  to  recognise  his 
young  friend,  Raymond,  who  saw,  at  the  first 
glance  which  met  the  Prior's,  that  the  latter 
was  not  disposed  to  receive  greeting  or  reverence 
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from  iim.  ^  It  was  an^ither  of  those  e?il  signs 
which  pi«%tti«d  somstUng  dark  and  ungracious 
approaohhigr  But  every  circumstance  of  their 
entry  had  a  like  unpromising,  repulsive  aspect ; 
tmd  Dn  Coei,  who  had,  perhaps,  expected  to  see 
his  compamon  in  immediate  office  and  authority, 
was  not  slow  to  divine  that  some  stars  had  fallen 
from  the  youth's  sky. 

"  Here  J  gentle  Raymond,""  he  said,  "  /,  doubt- 
less, am  a  captive, — ^what  art  thou  ?" 

"Forgotten,  methinks," — was  the  answer. 
But  Raymond  needed  little  further  to  convince 
him  that  worse  than  forgetfulness  was  at  hand, 
(if  to  a  proud  spirit  worse  can  be),  when,  in  the 
man-at-arms  who  commanded  the  conducting 
party,  he  recognised  a  fellow  whom  he  had  once 
punished  for  drunken  insolence  and  misrule.  If 
more  was  needed,  it  came  i4>eedUy.  As  they 
waited,  near  the  gate  of  the  Keep,  until  final 
carders  arrived  for  their  disposal,  he  met  the  eye 
of  his  quondam  fellow-Squire,  Torfin  Paganel, 
who,  looking  upon  him  without  deigning  to  utter 
a  word,  passed  to  the  court  of  guard,  followed 
by  several  pages  and  retainers,  and  with  a  pro- 
digious air  of  autiiority  and  consequence. 

Raymond's  insulted  heart  swelled  up  at  the 
sight  of  the  coward  who  had  deserted  him  so 
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basely  in  his  need;  and  the  suspicion  flashed 
upon  him,  that  to  the  slandeis  of  this  miscreant 
he  was  probably  indebted  for  his  present  cheer- 
less reception.  Alas!  he  little  guessed  that 
there  was  another  within  those  waDs,  whose 
hatred  was  as  great,  and  whose  malice  was  in- 
finitely more  availing. 

While  yet  lingering  "  upon  the  cold  footj^'he 
saw  the  object  of  his  resentment  reiq>pear  from 
the  court  of  guard,  mount  a  courser,  and  ride 
out  at  full  speed;  being  dispatched  to  apprise 
the  garrison,  at  '*  the  New  Castle,"  of  the  safety 
of  De  Albemarle. 

They  were  conducted,  at  last,  to  an  apart- 
ment, which  was  at  least  not  a  dungeon,  for  the 
grated  windows  looked  out  to  the  bright  sky  and 
glittering  ocean.  There  were  refreshments  too, 
and  some  articles  of  dry  clothing ;  but  they  heard 
bolts  and  bars  without  when  the  door  closed 
upon  them. 

'^  Look,  Raymond,"  said  Du  Goci.  ^^  I  am 
come  from  Heaven^s  blessing  into  the  warm  sun. 
If  De  Albemarle  bestir  him  not  to  deal  gene- 
rously, and  .to  stand  betwixt  thy  Lord  and  me 
in  this  evil  day,  I  have  but  exchanged  one  door 
of  death  for  another — ^the  choking  bUlow  for 
the  headsman's  block.'' 
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He  then,  to  the  surprise  and,  indeed,  sorrow 
of  his  companion,  revealed,  for  the  first  time, 
his  name  and  history ;  that  portion  of  the  latter, 
at  least,  which  involved  his  deadly  feud  with 
De  Mowbray — ^the  accusal — ^the  combat-trial — 
his  defeat,  and  those  threatening  assurances, 
given  of  late  by  Montgomery,  that  the  Earl  of 
Northumberland  retained  so  deadly  a  sense  of 
the  quarrel  as  to  have  sworn,  at  the  high  altar 
of  Durham,  that  seven  weeks  should  not  elapse 
from  the  period  of  his  rival's  return  to  England, 
before  the  celebration  of  a  death-mass  for  his 
soul  in  that  very  building. 

This  was  a  dark  leaf  to  the  astonished  Squire ; 
but  not  the  only  one  he  had  to  turn  over.  The 
whole  out-break  and  progress  of  the  rebellion, 
nay,  every  human  transaction,  private  or  political, 
had  been  as  a  shut  book  to  him  in  Se-Blaca*s 
dungeon ;  and  when  Sir  Alberick  recounted  all 
that  had  passed,  not  omitting  the  fate  of  Con- 
stance, whom  he  supposed  still  in  the  narrow 
caverns  of  Marston,  his  listener  paced  the 
chamber  as  a  wild  animal  paces  its  den. 

Suddenly  the  door  opened  and  De  Albemarle 
appeared. 

"  Give  me  thy  knee,  Du  Coci,"  he  said,  "  and 
I  will  give  thee  life.     It  is  forfeit  else.'^ 
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''To  whomT'  inquired  the  Knight,  super- 
fluously. 

"De  Mowbray,"  replied  the  Earl.  "His 
foot  is  upon  thy  neck  ;  and  I  have  no  power  to 
thrust  it  thence,  whilst  thou  art  banded  with  the 
tyrant  William.  Thou,  too,  Raymond,  art  under 
shadow,  and  I  have  one  speech  for  both  ;  know 
me  for  your  King,  and  do  me  homage  even  now  ; 
or  take  the  horns  of  the  altar,  and  the  chance 
that  follows !"" 

'*  I  will  take  the  horns  of  the  great  Devil 
first!''  said  the  Knight  bluntly.  ''Thou  art 
Earl  of  Albemarle  methinks,  and  a  King's 
cousin,  but  no  more  King  than  I  am  Mahound 
of  Tartary  !'* 

"  Be  it  so :"  rejoined  Stephen.  "  I  grieve — 
for  it  was  my  Dwarf  that  led  thee  into  yonder 
trap;  but  it  was  De  Mowbray's  vassals  who 
drew  thee  forth,  and  I  may  not  tear  from  his 
burning  lip  the  vengeance  he  hath  long  thirsted 
for,  while  thou  art  a  rebel  to  me — a  traitor  to 
the  great  cause  of  English  freedom." 

"Ah!  Fiend  take  it  i'' cried  Du  Coci.  "So 
ye  aU  prate  that  would  be  Kings  !  It  is  nought 
with  ye,  at  first,  but  smooth  brow  and  gentle 
hand ;  and  never  a  word  of  tax  or  talliage, 
wardship  or  forest-law,  till  ye  be  crowned  in- 
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deed,  and  then  the  new  lion  hath  longer  and 
sharper  claws  than  the  old  one.  But  it  recks 
not.  I  have  done  homage,  and  I  hare  sworn 
fealty  to  King  William,  and  hy  St.  Michael  and 
St.  George !  I  will  not  break  oath  and  faith  for 
twenty  lives,  take  them  who  list !" 

*'  Why — thou  hast  said,"  answered  De 
Albemarle,  and  then  turned  him  for  answer 
to  Raymond. 

''  There  is  no  blot  upon  my  faith,*'  said  the 
youth — '^  no  flaw  in  my  love,  that  De  Mowbray 
should  hold  threat  over  my  life ;  nor  that  thou^ 
Sir  Earl,  shouldst  bid  me  indeed  play  the  traitor 
and  the  rebel  by  swearing  fealty  to  a  pretender. 
Who  made  thee  Sovereign  Lord  of  England  \ 
and  who  hath  owned  thee  such !" 

"  God,  and  thy  Sovereign  Lord  De  Mowbray," 
replied  Stephen.  ^^  He  hath  done  me  homage 
for  his  Earldom,  and  Mou,  of  his  banner  and 
his  household,  art  my  subject.  Confess  it  so, 
and,  by  St.  Oswyn !  I  will  save  thee  from  his 
anger,  just  or  groundless.  Kneel,  and  arise  a 
Knight !- 

'^I  thank  thee,  De  Albemarle,*'  said  Ray- 
mond— ^^  but  will  not  so  purchase  protection 
at  the  hand  of  living  man.  If  slander  hath 
blotted  me  from  De  Mowbray's , grace,  set  me 
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before  him,  brow  to  brow  with  my  accuser,  and 
upon  the  issue  be  life  or  death." 

^^  I  hear  thee — I  have  heard  ye  both,"  said 
Stephen,  ^'  and  call  God  to  witness,  that  I  have 
done  what  man  could  do.  Farewell,  thy  blood, 
Du  Coci,  be  upon  thy  head !" 

''  Amen,^  said  the  Knight,  ^'  if  in  the  s^ht  of 
God  it  rest  not  upon  that  of  another  !  but  tell 
me,  I  beseech  thee,  De  Albemarle,  how  fares 
it  with  thy  *  good  Saxon  ally  Wolfsic-se- 
Bkca  r  " 

^^  As  with  the  Devil  that  aids  him,  till  the 
great  day  of  compt,"^  replied  the  EarL  ^'  He 
hath  escaped — ^mortal  man  knows  not  how,  or 
whither.  Puckfist,  within  this  hour,  hath  led 
a  chosen  band  through  tlie  windings  of  his 
web  ;  and,  in  all  those  accursed  dais  and  caves? 
Ae,  nor  the  hag  his  sister,  are  to  be  found-^-the 
very  corpse  hath  vanished!  But  I  swear  to 
thee,  Alberic  du  Coci,  if  the  Saxon  caiti£P  press 
ground  in  realm  of  mine,  thou  shalt  one  day  be 
avenged  for  thy  share  in  the  briny  tortures  of 
his  dungeon." 

He  turned  to  depart — ^but,  as  the  door  opened, 
Raymond  cried  with  an  anxious  abruptness, 

"  In  God's  name,  tell  me — what  of  the  Lady 
Constance  T 
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''  She  lives  !*'  replied  the  Earl,  stonily,  ''  and 
with  that  content  thee,  premimptuous  fool !" 

So  saying,  he  disappeared. 

^'  Cheer  thee,  Raymond  1"  said  Alberio,  after 
a  melancholy  pause. — ^^  Cheer  thee,  Heart  of 
Gold,  as  well  as  Steel !  Priests  say,  that  sparrows 
fall  not  to  the  ground  without  special  note ;  and 
surely  the  worst  of  us  twain  is  better  worth  than 
a  whole  forest-full  of  sparrows,  and  sparrow- 
hawks  to  boot !  Never  aught  but  good  service 
hast  thou  done  to  Robert  de  Mowbray,  and 
Slander  can  hardly  yet  have  noosed  a  halter  for 
thy  neck.  My  sky  hath  a  blacker  cloud ;  but  I 
have  still  hope.  King  or  no  king,  De  Albemarle 
is  right  noble,  and  his  Kingship  is  cheap  indeed 
if  he  hath  not  power  over  De  Mowbray's  thirst 
for  this  poor  life.  There  is  the  Damdselle,  too, 
the  lovely  Constance;  sAe,  methinks,  should 
plead  well — ^bat,^  he  added,  ^'  should  the  worst 
befid  me  —  look,  Raymond !  "  taking  a  ring 
from  his  finger,  ''this  is  my  signet.  Nidio- 
las,  and  the  captains  of  my  host,  will  obey  the 
wearer :  take  it,  save  thy  life  as  thou  canst ; 
and  away  from  this  rebellious  Hold  to  my  en- 
trenchments upon  the  north  bank  of  Tyne, 
where  I  would  to  God  I  had  tarried  till  now, 
fishing  for  gudgeons !     Conmiand  thou^  where  / 
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may  command  no  more,  and  God  prosper  the 
first  and  last  blow  thou  shalt  strike  for  King 
William  !  Tyrant  though,  in  some  sort,  he  be, 
he  IB  my  Sovereign  and  thine ;  and  who  knows, 
for  as  smooth  and  faiivspoken  as  Stephen  now 
is,  whether  he  would  not  speedily  love  gold  and 
power,  fines  and  reliefs,  fat  benefices,  rich  ward- 
ships, and  a  thousand  miles  of  royal  forestry, 
as  well  and  dearly  as  ever  yet  did  his  conquering 
Uncle,  or  his  red  Cousin !  Tush !  words  are  air ! 
Oet  thee  hence,  Raymond,  I  say,  if  thou  can'st. 
I  give  my  honour  and  my  pennon  to  thy  keep- 
ing, until  an  angel,  or  De  Albemarle,  give  me 
wings  to  fly  too. — If  that  be  a  vain  hope,  and  I 
must  needs  rot  within  stone  walls,  commend  me 
to  my  King,  dear  youth,  and  bid  Gk>d  speed  him 
for  Alberic  du  Coci !  He  comes,  indeed,  with 
a  power  that  shall  drive  these  rebels  to  bitter 
straits ;  but  I  say  nought  of  rescue  ;  for  if  my 
head  be  yet  upon  my  shoulders  when  this  castle- 
convent  is  invested,  it  will  off  then  at  least,  with 
the  first  summons  of  trumpet !  and  so  much, 
dear  Raymond,   for  the   last  splinter  of  the 

broken  lance!" 

He  ceased ;  and  Raymond  made  no  answer, 
except  by  a  grasp  of  his  hand,  while  his  own 
shook  with  bitter  emotion. 
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Hours  wore  away,  evening  drew  on ;  at  last 
came  a  summons  for  Raymond  to  the  fH'esence 
of  De  Mowbray. 

^^  Remember !"  said  the  Knight. 

And  then,  as  those  part  who  know  not  if  they 
shall  meet  i^ain — ^they  parted. 
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II 


CHAPTER  X. 


O  grace  I  O  heaven  defend  me  1 


Are  ye  a  man  ?  have  ye  a  soul  or  sense  ? 

Grod  be  with  yon !  take  mine  office.     O  wretched  Pool ! 

That  liv'st  to  make  thine  honesty  a  vice  I 

0  monstrous  world  t  take  note,  take  note,  O  world ! 
To  be  direct  and  honest  is  not  safe  I 

1  thank  you  for  this  profit !  — — '» 

OtkeUo. 


KiLTMOND  was  conducted  to  a  scene  not  the 
least  trying  of  many  he  had  undergone. 

In  a  smaU  chamber  adjoining  the  conventr 
refectory,, sat  the  powerful  Noble  so  often  men* 
tioned  in  these  pages,  although  now  first  brought 
before  the  reader. 

Robert  de  Mowbray  was  a  man  in  the  prime 
of  life ;  at  least  upon  the  youthfiil  side  of  forty ; 
and,  both  in  form  and  face,  might  be  considered 
eminently  handsome,  by  those  who  have  no 
quarrel  with  an  expression  of  stem  grandeur. 
He  exceeded  in  stature  every  man  in  his  earl- 
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dom ;  and  his  whole  frame,  proportionably  stout, 
was  in  every  part  so  knit  and  moulded  for  athle- 
tic and  martial  toil,  that  a  single  ghmce  told  the 
boldest  adversary  to  beware  of  lightly  opposing 
him.  Excessive  darkness' of  complexion  rather 
added  to  than  diminished  the  haughty  majesty 
of  his  large  and  noble  features.  It  certainly 
enhanced  the  terrors  of  their  general  expres- 
sion, and,  together  with  coal-bhick  hair  of 
profuse  growth,  gave  lustre  to  those  fires  of 
ambitious  thought  so  continually  flashing  in  his 
eye  from  the  proud  spirit  within. 

He  sat  in  the  streaming  sunlight,  by  the 
narrow  lattice,  cased  in  complete  mail,  except- 
ing only  helmet  and  gauntlets ;  and  neither  rose 
nor  gave  one  look  or  gesture  of  kindly  greeting 
to  the  person  once  so  favoured  and  trusted,  and 
who  had  undergone  so  many  toils  and  trials  in 
his  service. 

Could  Raymond's  spirit  have  quailed,  it  had 
done  so  now,  before  the  glance  which  was  bent 
upon  him.  But  an  indignant  consciousness  that 
its  stem  scrutiny  was,  at  once,  ungrateful  and 
ui^ust,  armed  him  to  meet  and  endure  it. 

^'  At  last,"  said  De  Mowbray,  in  calm  but 
freezing  tones — •'  thou  art  here." 

^'  At  last,*^  repeated  the  youth,  with  the  firm- 
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iMfiB  of  oflfended  pride — *'  I  am  indeed  here. 
Late,  yet,  methinks,  too  soon." 

''  A  riddle !"  said  his  Lord.  ''  Expound. 
My  ear  is  dull.'" 

*^  Not  to  the  voice  of  slander, "  rejoined  the 
Squire.  *^  To  that^  Northumberland  can  listen. 
Where  is  my  accuser  f 

The  Earl  replied,  and,  indeed,  maintained  the 
whole  conversation,  in  the  calm  cold  accents  of 
''  great  greatness^  which  scorns  to  betray  a 
strong  emotion  to  an  inferior. 

'*  Why,  who  or  what  hath  told  thee  thou  art 
accused  r 

^^  Within"  said  Raymond,  touching  his  breast, 
*^  nothing.  Without^  all  things;  all  acts — all 
eyes — all  tones.  Neglect,  where  I  had  once 
observance.  Scorn,  where  I  had  once  greeting. 
Slight,  where  I  had  once  command.  Restraint, 
where  I  had  once  authority. — ^These !  and  thine 
own  stem  glance  and  accent." 

**'  Pity  !'*  said  the  Earl,  in  chilling  ^sarcasm. 
"  Bitter  and  undeserved  return  for  truth  like 
thine !" 

''  By  TRUTH  rrsELF  !"  said  Raymond,  "  bitter 
and  undeserved  alike !" 

''  Take  heed,"  said  De  Mowbray,  ''  be  not 
doubly  accursed !    Day  and  night  the  vasty  ears 
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of  h^ll  listen  for  perjury  I  Treason  and  min^r 
yoke  with  it ;  and,  to  their  punkhmeiiit,  eomfMcn 
damnation  is  as  repose  and  peace — aye!  as  sweet 
sleep,  compared! — Had'st  thou  a  chargej  good 
youth,  when  last  we  parted  T' 

'*  I  had.  And  had  fulfilled  it,  but  for  mishap 
and  treachery." 

^'  Right.  Mishap  and  treachery  are  the  words. 
They  drew  thee  to  seek  companionship  with  my 
worst  foes — De  Waleric  and  Du  Coci.'^ 

^'  I  sought  it  not,"  said  Raymond,  ^'  nor  knew 
Du  Ck)ci  for  your  foe  until  to-day,  within  these 
walls.  And  for  De  Waleric — ^friend  or  foe  to 
whomsoever  else " 

"Peace!      Thou  hast  said!"  inter- 


rupted the  Earl ;  "  spare  falsehood  that  avails 
not." 

"  Falsehood !" 

*^  Be  still.  I  knew  De  Waleric,  and  his  hate. 
The  grave  that  hath  him  give  him  peace !  I 
know  thee^  and  thy  faithlessness,  and  will  now 
make  brief  the  commerce  betwixt  us." 

''  Faithlessness!"  exclaimed  Raymond,  half 
choked  with  the  iteration ;  "  falsehood !  faith- 
lessness ! " 

*'  They  were  my  words.  Sir  Squire,"  said  De 
Moixbray ;  "  we  must  be  plain  in  this  new  world. 
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I  know  thee  faithless.  I  know  thee  for  a  traitor, 
and,  ere  this,  had  given  thee  a  traitor^s  doom, 
but  for  the  memory  of  the  pasty  chiefly  of  the 
fight  at  Alnwick,  where  I  forget  not  whose  arm 
was  once  my  shield.  For  that  I  owe  thee  Kfe^ 
and  will  repay  it.  60 !  thou  art  firee.  Life  and 
dishonour  be  thy  quittance !  But,  $0  repaidy  be 
wise,  fair  Sir,  be  wise.  Cross  not  my  path 
again!'" 

'^  Can  it  be  possible ! "  Raymond  ejaculated ; 
^^  Do  I  live  and  hear !  O  world!  Oman!  O  gra- 
titude !  False !  False  to  thee  I  Traitor !  Just 
heaven !  If  this  be  known,  Truth  and  Loyalty  shall 
sicken  to  do  service  save  to  God  only !  Show  me, 
injurious  Earl  1  how  faithless !  wherein  traitor ! 
Show  me,  upon  what  dim,  faint  shadow  of  evil 
seeming,  thou,  or  the  minion  that  hath  lied  to 
thee,  the  villain  Paganel,  could  hang  one  poor 
suspicion  of  my  truth ! " 

''  Brave  orator !"  said  the  Earl ;  ''  thus  did'st 
thou  vaunt  and  mouth,  at  Winchester,  to 
Hugh-le-Loup ;  widening  the  breach  of  love  thou 
should'st  have  toiled  to  heal !  Thus,  too,  to  the 
Damoiselle  Matilda,  when,  upon  bended  knee, 
thou  should'st  have  sued  to  her  as  for  a  thou- 
sand lives !  But  not  thus^  good  Raymond,  to 
the  tyrant  King,  when  thou  wert  graced  with 
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secret  sittings  in  his  royal  closet,  to  sell,  for  the 
fitting  price,  thy  Lord — thy  truth — ^thy  faith — 
thy  whole  dishonoured  self,  body  and  soul !  No ! 
then — then^  methinks,  thou  would^st  be  calm. 
Aye !  and  most  franky  withal ;  they  that  bar- 
gain with  a  King  keep  not,  for  nice  regards,  the 
counsels  of  others — they  tell  all.  But  I  had 
eyes  in  Winchester — other  eyes  than  Torfin 
PaganeFs — that  tracked  thee  with  the  disguised 
King  over  his  castle  moat.  Enough.  I  know 
thy  traffic  with  him ;  and  all  the  jugglery  of  the 
forest-tilting  devised  by  him  and  thee.  Go !  I 
know  thee.     But  thou  art  free  and  safe." 

Surprise,  sorrow,  resentment,  insulted  inte- 
grity, the  sense  of  hasty  condemnation,  of  ill- 
requited  attachment  (for  none  had  ever  ap- 
proached De  Mowbray  with  the  same  personal 
warmth) — all  these  rushed  upon  Coeur  d'Acier 
with  such  violence  that  each,  in  turn,  seemed 
to  neutralise  its  fellow.  At  last  indignation 
became  the  master-feeling,  and  he  made 
answer : 

^*  It  is  enough.  I  am  schooled !  Thou  hast 
taught  me,  great  Earl,  the  wisdom  of  long  toil 
for  others — of  faith — of  self-devotion — of  the 
thought  by  day  and  the  dream  by  night  for 
mortal  man!  ^  One  question  and  I  depart,  little 
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thanking  thee  for  thy  boon  of  life.    The  Lady 
Constanee-Hioth  she^  too,  hold  me  guilty?" 

At  these  words,  something  flashed  across  the 
countenance  of  De  Mowbray  which  no  ordinary 
emotion  ever  gave  it;  and  he  replied  with  as 
much  of  passion  as  the  guarded  coldness  of  his 
nature  allowed. 

^'  Presumptuous  fool !  tempt  me  not  by  that 
name  to  resume  my  gift  of  mercy !  Get  hence; 
but  mark !  thou,  who  art  become  a  lover  of 
courts,  shalt  have  a  courtly  dismissal !  I  will  do 
thee  grace  for  the  last  time." 

He  rang  a  small  silver  hand-bell,  and,  bid- 
ding those  who  attended  conduct  the  youth  to 
the  great  hall,  disappeared  himself  by  another 
door. 

Raymond  was  ushered  with  mock  form  into 
the  refectory  or  great  eating-hall  of  the  convent, 
now  fitted  up  both  for  council  and  banqueting 
chamber,  with  as  much  of  regal  show  and  state 
as  haste  permitted.  It  seemed,  at  present^  to 
be  used  for  the  latter  purpose,  and  was  thronged 
with  persons  in  rich  half-military  habits ;  some 
sitting  at  the  dais  or  chief  table,  elevated  above 
the  rest  of  the  floor;  and  others  at  inferior 
boards.  At  the  upper  end  of  the  former,  under 
a  purple  canopy,  upon  a  throne  of  a  few  steps, 
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sat  Stephen  of  Albemarle.  Two  vacant  seats 
were  upon  his  right;  beyond  which  sat  the 
portly  Hugh-le-Loup — "  a  Lord,"  as  Chauoer 
says,  "  full  fat,  and  in  good  point ;"  the  gay 
and  gallant  Sir  Ilbert  de  Tunbridge ;  the  goodly 
person  of  Abbot  Baldwin;  and  many  dignitaries 
whose  names  have  not  descended  to  us.  Upon 
the  left,  but  close  to  the  throne,  Raymond  saw 
with  dazzled  and  confused  eyes — ^and,  oh !  how 
changed  since  they  last  met!  Constance  de 
Mowbray ! 

Yes !  she  lived — ^the  blast  had  been  "  tem- 
pered to  the  shorn  lamb,*^  and  she  sat  in  her 
father*s  halls,  dragged  to  life  and  present  safety 
from  the  waves  of  ocean  and  the  stormier  pas- 
sions of  man.  The  conmiands  of  Earl  Robert 
had  summoned  her  from  her  needful  couch  to 
the  festal  board;  and  she  sat  without  a  word  or 
a  motion — almost  without  one  symptom  of  life, 
cold  and  pale  as  a  statue  fresh  wrought. 

Presently,  De  Mowbray  entered,  leading  by 
the  hand  a  Lady,  veiled.  They  made  an  obei- 
sance to  the  new  Monarch,  and  then  passed  to 
the  vacant  seats  upon  his  right,  all  present, 
except  De  Albemarle,  rising  and  standing  dur- 
ing the  ceremonial. 

*'  Welcome,  our  noble  host  T  "said  Stephen, 
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gaily, /^  we  are  here  as  guests  untended;  and  thou 
art  young  in  ChanceUorship,  or,  having  charge  of 
a  King^s  conscience,  wouldst  scantly  leave  him  to 
the  perils  of  the  wine-cup,  after  escape  from 
chambers  where  the  brine  of  ocean  was  his  best 
cheer.*" 

"  Pardon,  my  Liege,"  said  the  Earl — "  they 
that  be  young  in  office  make  (as  the  proverb 
hath  it) 

'Of  alight  toU 
A  heavy  coU.' 

I  have  been  busied  with  a  King's  emissary; 
and  could  not  choose  but  give  him  ear  and 
answer." 

"We  do  perceive;" — said  De  Albemarle, 
glancing  with  a  jocular  significancy  at  the  veiled 
Lady,  "  an  emissary  of  King  Cupid!  Heaven 
save  and  keep  his  gentle  Majesty  in  this  realm 
at  least !" 

'*  Say,  rather,"  cried  De  Mowbray — ^filling  and 
raising  a  goblet — "  an  emissary  of  King  WilUam 
— Heaven  save  and  keep  the  realm  of  En^and 
from  him  and  his !  pledge  me  to  ihaty  my  lords!" 

He  drank,  and  the  daring  toast  was  indeed 
pledged  with  an  enthusiasm  wiiich  marked  at 
east  the  unanimiiy  of  the  guests. 
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When  the  tumult  subsided,  De  Mowbray 
raised  the  Lady  and  withdrew  her  veil.  It  is 
scarcely  necessary  to  add  that  the  features  re- 
vealed were  those  of  Matilda  de  Aquila,  or  that 
a  buzzing  murmur  of  admiration  arose  on  every 
hand ;  for,  besides  the  sure  homage  to  the  chosen 
of  the  great,  there  was,  no  doubt,  a  genuine 
tribute  to  her  beauty,  which  never  appeared 
more  splendid  than  now,  even  in  the  presence 
of  one  who  generally  threw  all  competition  into 
shadow.  But,  of  three  persons  present,  it  might 
be  difficult  to  say  to  whom  the  surprise  was  most 
perfect  and  painful. — To  the  love-sick  Sir  Ilbert 
de  Tunbridge,  who  in  a  moment  saw  the  issue 
of  his  passion  and  suit — to  Baymond,  heart- 
stung  by  the  calumnies  he  doubted  not  she  had 
contributed  to  forge  or  foster — or  to  Constance, 
who  remembering  the  veiled  lady  of  Nunna 
Mynstre,  saw  in  her  re-appearance  under  such 
auspices  a  long  perspective  of  fresh  trials. 

•'  My  Liege  and  Peers  !'*  resumed  De  Mow- 
bray, ^Hhere  is  amongst  us  a  minion  of  that 
Red  Tyrant  who  swore  of  late  to  give  this  hand*' 
(raising  Matilda^s)  "  to  whomsoever  of  his  mean- 
est slaves  should  strike  off  the  head  of  Robert  de 
Mowbray.*"  My  Lord  of  Chester,  (turning  to 
Hugh-le-Loup)  "was  it  not  thus  sworn!" 
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'*  By  our  Lady  of  Bangor,  yes !"  answered 
the  Marchman. 

"Then,  noble  Hugo,"^  resumed  the  Northern 
Earl,  "  Guardian  of  Matilda  de  Aquila,  say !  hast 
thou  freely  and  truly  given  her  to  my  hand,  with 
sole  proviso  of  the  Royal  sanction  f 

*'I  have." 

"  My  gracious  Liege !  hast  thou,  as  Guardian- 
Paramount  of  England^  freely  and  truly  given  to 
my  hand  the  Damoiselle  Matilda  de  Aquila, 
daughter  of  the  dead  Richerius  de  Aquila,  niece 
of  Hugh  Lupus,  Earl  of  Chester — ^with  sole  pro- 
viso of  my  truth  and  fealty?" 

"  I  have." 

"  Lady !  hast  thou  freely  and  truly  given  heart 
and  hand  to  Robert  de  Mowbray!*" 

"  I  have." 

"  Prior  of  Tynemouth !  holy  servant  of  God, 
St.  Mary,  St.  Oswyn,  and  St.  Alban!  hast  thou, 
by  solemn  rites  of  Mother  Church,  given  for 
ever  to  my  hand  the  hand  of  Matilda  de  Aquila!'* 

"  I  have!"  replied  the  deep  voice  of  the  Prior; 
and  by  this  strange  form  De  Mowbray  gave  the 
first  apprisal  of  his  marriage,  which  had,  in  fact, 
been  privately  celebrated  two  days  before. 

Then,  striding  to  where  Raymond  stood  with 
burning  cheek,  he  said,  smiling  in  bitter  triumph. 
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*'  Thus  much  thou  hast  in  embassy  from  me! — 
who  else  " — he  added,  "  would  now  send  greet- 
ing to  the  Tyrant,  under  favour  of  my  Liege, 
may  speak.     My  say  is  said." 

"  And,  by  St.  George  !  well  said  !"  exclaimed 
De  Albemarle.  "  Look,  noble  Peers !  I  crown 
this  goblet,  and  crave  to  be  pledged  right  joy- 
ously by  all,  to  the  dear  health  of  the  Bride,  our 
lovely  Hostess,  Matilda,  erst  of  Aquila,  now 
Countess  of  Northumberland !" 

A  hundred  goblets  were  drained — an  acclaim- 
ing shout  went  through  the  hall,  and  De  Mow- 
bray, bowing  with  proud  humility,  returned  his 
thanks  to  the  Sovereign. 

'^  I  thank  thee^  noble  Earl !"  returned  the 
latter,  when  silence  was  restored,  '^  for  teaching 
me  this  form  of  embassy  !  mark  how  I  profit  by 
it." 

He  turned  to  Constance.  She  seemed  neither 
to  observe  the  action,  nor  to  hear  his  words. — 
He  raised  her  hand — it  lay  in  his,  cold,  unre- 
sisting, unreplying.  He  looked  in  her  bloodless 
face,  and  would  have  desisted,  had  a  graceful  re- 
treat been  possible.     But  it  was  too  late. 

"  Another  oath,"  he  said  aloud,  "  our  tyrant 
cousin  of  Winchester  hath  sworn,  if  report  speak 
sooth.     He  hath  sworn  to  give  this  hand,  the 
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hand  of  Constaace  de  Mowbray,  to  whomsoever 
of  his  toinioDS  shall  win  back  for  hkn  the  New 
Castle  upon  Tyne,  now  hdd  aiad  garrisoned 
for  us.  Earl  of  Northumberland,  is  it  not  so 
rumoured!'^ 

"  They  that  heard^  my  li^e,"  said  De  Mow- 
bray, "  attest  it." 

'^  Then,  noble  Robert.,  Sire  and  Ouardian  of 
this  lovely  one,  dost  thou  (to  use  thine  own 
form  and  phrase)  freely  and  truly  give  her  to 
MB,  Stephen,  erst  of  Albemarle,  thy  Friend  and 
Prince,  with  sole  proviso  that  she  be  crowned 
Queen  of  England  when  victory  hath  once  given 
us  free  pathway  to  the  throne  f ' 

'*  With  Ml,  and  joyous,  and  most  loyal  heart!*' 

was  the  reply. 

The  regal  suitor  then  turned  once  more  to  the 
Lady — but  dared  not  carry  further  what  he  had 
b^on!  He  saw  that  her  eye  had  at  length 
fallen  upon  Raymond,  and  that  it  glanced  from 
him  she  loved  to  him  whom  she  did  not,  with  a 
fire  resembling  insanity.  He  saw  that  ev^i  the 
dreaded  fit>wn  of  De  Mowbray  aviuled  nothing 
against  the  speaking  gaze  of  Goaur  d*  Acier,  and 
that,  regardless  of  all  things  else,  she  continued 
to  meet  that  gaze 

••  With  look  of  uuwering  tfrnpaliij  tad  lore." 
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It  cost  him  a  fearful  effort  to  become  '*  a 
most  princely  hypocrite,"  and  smile  away  his 
embarrassment.  But  pride  and  necessity  pre- 
vailed. He  motioned  her  to  withdraw — ^turned 
to  the  assemblage,  and  said  smilingly^ 

"  A  maiden's  whispered  *  Yes'  is  for  the 
chosen  ear.  Away,  Sir  Envoy !  if  such  thou 
art ;  report  to  William  the  Red  what  thou  hast 
witnessed,  and  bid  him  look  that  his  crown  be 
fast,  or  ere  the  world  be  many  days  older,  we 
will  rend  it  from  his  temples !'' 

"  Tell  him,"  said  the  Earl  of  Chester,  "  that 
Hugh-le-Loup  *with  his  gross  body'  will  keep 
well  his  parting  word — he  will  '  meet  him  with 
all  his  power.'  '^ 

"^  Tell  him,"  said  the  now  doubly  disgusted 
Knight  of  the  Falcon,  (not  sorry  to  convey  his 
cause  of  disgust  to  those  around,  whom  he  felt 
had  equally  deceived  him,)  '^  that  Ilbert  de  Tun- 
bridge,  with  a  thousand  lances,  will  thank  him 
ere  long  for  the  promised  Bride  he  wots  of." 

"  Tell  him,"  said  the  martial  Abbot  Baldwin, 
"  that,  with  our  Lady's  grace,  Baldwin  of  Tyne- 
mouth  will  teach  him  anon  to  do  scorn  to  Mother 
Church,  by  simony;  and  grasping  of  vacant 
benefices ;  and  by  compelling  of  holy  men  to 
thrust  their  mortified  bodies  into  unholy  mail,  to 
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strike  with  the  csmal  wesqx>ii  insteftd  of  the  sxe 
canonical.  Tell  him  that  our  once  silent  cloistert 
are  now  as  courts  of  guard;  and  our  once  selenUi 
towers  as  the  high  places  of  a  fenced  city !  That 
I  have  changed  my  dafanatique  for  a  hauberk^ 
and  my  crosder  for  a  lance ;  and  that  I  and  my 
monks  will  gird  up  our  loins  and  do  battle 
against  him  lustily,  although  we  perish  as  the 
twelve  hundred  Saints  of  Bangor  by  the  hands 
of  the  Heathen  Ethelfred ;  or  as  those  whom 
the  blessed  Alwyn  led  to  the  gory  field  of 
Hastings.  T^  him,  if  thou  wilt,  Uuit  ^  a  sword 
is  sharpened,  and  furbished,  and  givoi  into  the 
hand  of  the  slayer.' — That  ^  Hell  is  naked  before 
him  and  hath  no  covering  !^  ^ 

So  ran  the  bravado  of  the  military  Monk,  and 
it  was  applauded  to  the  very  echo  by  his  warlike 
hearers. 

"  Now,  get  thee  hence,*"  sidd  De  Mowbray. 
'*  Fly  to  thy  new  lord  with  a  swift  wing,  lest  his 
own  be  stricken  before  thou  join^st  him!  and 
deep  and  far  may  he  trust  thee,  that  thou  may'st 
as  fitr  and  deeply  betray  him !  For  the  beloved 
Alberic  du  Coci,  tell  thy  Master,  and  Au,  that 
when  ye  have  marched  within  the  range  of  oar 
catapults,  I  wiU  fling  the  marauding  viUain^s 
head  into  the  midmost  of  your  camp.     Ho! 
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tend  thifi  gallant  forth !  give  him  safe  eonduct 
to  tiie  barriers,  bat  let  him  q>eak  with  none. 
Away^  Traitor  r* 

The  spirit  of  Baymond  had,  by  this,  broken 
through  the  last  lingering  ties  of  early  feeling, 
which,  up  to  this  point,  restrained  him.  The 
last  drop  had  fallen  into  the  brimmed  cup,  and 
his  whole  outraged  heart  boiled  over  at  last  in 
passionate  speech. 

**  Yes!"  he  exclaimed,  in  tones  which  rang 
through  the  wide  hall — ^placing  himself  at  the 
same  time  so  as  to  confront  the  whole  gaadng 
and  listening  throng — 

"  Yes !  I  go !  I  leave  thy  convent-castle, 
proud  ingrate !  Castle^  where  there  is  no  truth 
in  man — Convent ^  where  there  is  no  honour  to 
God !  I  leave  it  as  I  would  leave  a  house  of  pest 
—I  fly  from  it  as  honesty  and  faith  fly  from  the 
robber's  den — the  rebel's  haunt!  Deal  with 
Alberic  du  Coci  as  thou  canst,  or  darest  I  He 
would  despise  me  did  I  make  prayer  for  him. — 
I  have  served  thee,  haughty  Earl !  as  never  be- 
fore did  young  or  old !  I  have  made  my  bosom 
thy  shield ;  I  have  shut  thy  counsel  in  it  as  in  a 
chest  trebly  barred — and  this  is  my  requital! 
But  my  last  words  shall  be  those  of  the  Primate 
Anselm,  when  in  my  ear  he  denounced  thee  for 
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dishonour  done  to  this  very  house  !  *  Tell  De 
Mowbray  of  Northumberland,  that  even  under 
the  holy  roof  he  hath  defiled  shall  the  finger  of 
chastisement  be  upon  himf — Now,  helpless, 
ruined,  scorned,  and  solitary,  I  depart,  but — 
Beware  of  my  return  !^ 

Thus  saying,  he  turned,  like  the  fikithiul  Ab- 
diel— 

"  Among  the  faithleia  faiUifbl  only  he !" 

And,  in  his  excessive  beauty  of  person,  his  fei^ 
vour  of  just  resentment,  and  solitary  defiance  of 
numbers,  Baymond  looked  no  unworthy  imper^ 
sonation  of  the  great  Poet's  youthful  Seraph 
abandoning  the  rebel-spirits.  Of  all  who  were 
thus  defied,  not  one  attempted  either  to  answer 
or  restrain  him,  and  with  this  impunity, 

«  _.^ —  l^om  midst  them  forth  he  pass'd 
Long  way  throng  hostile  scorn  ;  which  he  sustained 
Superior,  nor  of  violenoe  feared  aught ; 
And,  with  retorted  scorn,  his  hack  he  turned 
On  those  proud  towers  1——" 


V 
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CHAPTER  XI. 

**  Away  now  with  the  tcabbard  t    War's  let  loose — 
My  Btinup  shall  give  law  I     Rereng^  1 

Pull,  swift,  and  bloody ! " 

Croly'i  Catiline. 


tt 


To  the  ramparts  all  1 


Quick  I  load  the  engines  I  let  the  archers  shoot  1 
Whirl  alings — ^rain  lances — give  them  steel  i'  the  teeth  ! 
Fight  all,  as  if  upon  his  single  arm 
Each  bore  the  whole  high  fortunes  of  the  night  I " 

Ibid, 

For  the  present,  we  leave  the  incensed  Ray- 
mond in  full  flight  to  wheresoever  his  now  broken 
fortunes  seemed  to  call  him,  and  remain  with 
the  revellers  of  Tynemouth. 

They  spent  a  graver  interval  in  council,  and 
upon  the  battlements;  and  there  the  valiant 
Prior,  (full  of  the  defiance  he  had  hurled  agamst 
the  King,)  lectured,  alternately,  upon  fortifica- 
tion and  church  government ;  upon  the  atrocity 
of  vacant  benefices,  and  the  beauty  of  a  mangonel 
which  would  throw  its  shot  a  thousand  yards. 
He  proved,  also,  as  they  passed  along  the  walls 
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and  towers,  how  ill-fitted  was  the  situation  of 
Tynemouth  for  the  devotions  of  Godly  men ;  the 
Abbey  being,  as  he  classically  expressed  himself, 
"  nimis  religiosus^  harridus  et  incultus,^*  perched 
upon  a  hideous  precipice,  nodding  over  a  tumul- 
tuous shore.  He  owned,  indeed,  that  the  terrors 
of  the  rocky  coast,  and,  in  especial,  those  that 
lay,  in  grim  watch  for  mariners,  around  the 
mouth  of  the  river,  might,  occasionally,  in  storms 
and  heavy  gales,  promote  pious  thoughts  and 
holy  purposes  of  dedicating  candles  and  candle- 
sticks to  St.  Oswyn ;  but  that,  in  reality,  few — 
very  few  of  these  irrevocable  vows  were  ever 
performed,  seeing  that  (even  in  those  days) 
sailors  were  the  same  jolly  and  light-hearted 
reprobates  they  have  almost  always  turned  out ; 
and  rarely  fulfilled  the  good  promises  of  their 
worst  hoiurs  of  danger,  because  (in  accordance 
with  a  joke  of  latter  times)  they  could  noty  if  they 
were  drowned,  and  would  noty  if  they  were 
saved. 

He  then  shifted  his  position,  and  with  some- 
thing of  worldly  vain  glory,  pointed  out  the  extent 
of  the  Abbey  walls,  the  beauty  of  their  elabo- 
rately adorned  Church,  and  the  solemn  grandemr 
of  all  their  offices ;  not  forgetting  to  enumerate 
the  villas,  and  the  lands,  and  the  tithes;  the 
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impropriations,  the  advowsons,  the  messuages^ 
iine  fairs,  the  markets,  and  heaven  knows  what 
other  god-sends  of  temporalities,  which  had,  all 
and  simdry,  been  confirmed  by  royal  charter  to 
^' his  poor  house.'*' 

But  the  happiest  and  most  fertile  theme  of  his 
eloquence,  was  the  admirable  situation  of  Tyne- 
mouth  for  the  purposes  of  castellated  defence. 

"Ah!  benedicite,  my  children! "  he  exclaimed, 
"if  our  fathers  or  forefathers  had  built  them 
here,  and  upon  such  other  beetling  bases,  goodly 
castles,  with  towers,  and  battlements,  and 
munition,  and  needful  engines,  like  to  these 
around  us ;  rather  than  holy  churches,  in  which, 
oftentimes,  they  that  chaunt  the  anthem  may 
halloo  until  their  windpipes  crack,  ere  one 
screamer  heareth  the  voice  of  another,  for  the 
loud  bellowing  of  wind  and  wave,  like  unto  a 
thousand  bulls  of  Bashan,  along  this  monstrous 
shore ;  I  say,  my  brethren,  (my  children  I  would 
say)  had  they  been  wise  to  build  them  stout 
castles^  then,  never  had  the  blood-thirsty  heathen, 
the  pagan  Dane,  sailed  in  fierce  triumph  up 
Tyne  and  Wear ;  and,  again,  when  they  had 
burnt,  and  slain,  and  plundered,  betaken  them 
to  sea,  booty-laden,  as  pert  and  blythsome  as 
though  they  had  done  a  courtesy  and  a  grace 
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to  the  land,  and  were  departing  with  God'a 
benizon  and  the  King^s  ! — I  promise  ye,  my 
Masters ! "  (he  added,  foigetting  his  canonical 
epithets  as  he  waxed  wanner),  ^^  with  but  a  brace 
or  two  of  Catapults,  and  a  Trebuchet,  I  would 
have  so  mauled  and  peppered  the  Giant  Harfa- 
ger*s  five  hundred  barks  of  Norway,  when  he 
sailed  between  these  headlands  in  the  days  of 
Saxon  Harold,  that,  by  St.  Herebald !  the 
Pagan  Dog  should  have  thought  the  very  rocks 
themselves  were  flung  upon  his  knaves'  pates! 
Oh !  conomend  me  to  huge  stones*  that  crush 
the  iron-pot  of  the  valiant  into  the  bnun-pan, 
and  the  mailed  limbs  of  the  proud  into  gory 
mammocks ! " 

And,  in  the  rapture  of  his  panegyric,  he 

*  We  really  do  not  know  whether  the  worthy  Abhot  wai  e 
TOtary  of  the  Mues  as  weU  as  of  Mars  and  St.  Benedkt,  bnt 
the  least  hint  of  sach  an  addiction  would  hare  induced  na  to 
ascribe  to  him  (notwithstanding  a  difference  of  two  or  three 
centuries  in  dmie)^  that  curious  old  poem  in  which  sndi  a 
aonnding  stave  is  lifted  up  to  the  praise  and  glory  of  grtmt 
Honet  in  warfiue  ;  for  example — 

"  Use  eke  the  cast  of  Mione  wyth  slynge  or  honde, 
It  fidleth  olte,  yf  other  shotte  Uier  none  is, 
Men  hanieysed  in  steel  may  not  wythstonde 
The  multitude  and  myghty  caste  of  stones  I 

And  stones,  in  effect,  are  every  where — 

•  ♦  «  • 


RUFUS.  187 

flourished  the  iron  toince  of  a  Balista  with  an  air 
of  great  gusto,  and  looked  as  though  it  would 
have  delighted  his  heart  to  hurl  a  ton  or  two  of 
ragged  limestone  into  the  first  unhappy  boat  that, 
as  the  phrase  went,  '^  came  within  his  danger/' 
only  just  by  way  of  practical  illustration ! 

De  Albemarle,  who  stood  near,  but  apart, 
upon  an  angle  of  the  seaward  parapet,  listened 
with  amused  complacency  to  the  soldier-priest. 
To  him  it  was  ^'  a  feeling  disquisition.*'  He 
exulted  in  the  security  of  a  fortress  which  com- 
manded so  fine  a  river  at  the  entrance,  while 
the  only  bridge  for  some  miles  along  its  course 
wae,  in  like  manner,  "  over-crowed"  by  New- 
castle, or,  as  we  have  hitherto  more  distinctively 
termed  it,  ^'  the  New  Castle ;"  a  strength  manned 
also  by  his  adherents. 

In  spite  of  the  chill  thrown  over  him  by  the 
coldness,  if  not  aversion,  of  Constance,  his 
'*  bosom^s  lord  ^  began  to  "  sit  lightly  on  his 
throne ; "  and  he  looked  around  him  with  that 
ambitious  swelling  of  the  heart  proper  to  one 
who  trusts  soon  to  call  the  whole  round  of  earth 
and  ocean  that  he  surveys,  his  own.  The  sun 
was  more  than  half  down;  the  beach  below 
already  half  in  twilight,  and  the  long  shadows  of 
the  cliff  and  convent  swept  far  over  the  waves. 
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But,  upon  the  dancing  waters  beyond,  and  the 
embattled  walls  above,  the  lingering  radiance 
streamed  with  a  contrasted  glory,  that,  to  a 
poet,  or  a  moralist,  might  well  have  suggested 
the  trite  image  of  scarcely-separated  human 
joy  and  sorrow — the  sun-light  and  the  sha- 
dow of  mortal  life.  De  Albemarle  felt  it  thus, 
and,  looking  where  the  billows  broke  upon 
Marston  Headland,  thought  of  the  dark  caverns 
in  which  those  seeming  playful  waters  had,  but 
a  few  hours  before,  threatened  to  silence  him 
and  his  ambitious  hopes  for  ever !  iVbto,  the 
rich  evening  light,  and  the  pure  breath  of  its 
summer  heaven,  were  upon  him;  ocean,  and 
vast  walls,  and  a  gallant  army,  girdled  him  in  ; 
and  the  repast  which  awaited  him  in  Tynemouth 
might  be  the  speedy  precursor  of  a  banquet  in 
the  palace  halls  of  Winchester  or  London ! 

While  these  iSattering  dreams  prevailed,  a 
few  tones  of  a  harp  awoke  near  him,  and, 
advancing  in  their  direction,  he  saw  that  a 
minstrel  had  placed  himself  where  the  ears  of 
the  new  monarch  might  listen  to  his  strain. 
It  was  rude  and  wild,  but  as  the  transition  even 
to  dull  rhyme  may  aflbrd  same  relief  to  the 
reader,  we  venture  to  transcribe  the  ^^Lay" 
sung  by  the  minstrel  on  Tynemouth  battle- 
ments. 
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THE  DEMON'S  ISLE. 

1. 

O  blythelx,  blyfchely  sped  the  bark 

That  Saxon  Eadmer  bore, 
With  his  fair-hair'd  bride,  in  her  beauty's  pride, 

From  Bamboroagh's  kingly  shore  I 
But  the  storm-fiend  came  in  cloud  and  flame, 

And  the  suites  whelmed  them  o'er  ! 
And  a  Demon  fired  a  beacon  red 

O'er  his  isle  of  terror  glaring. 
Whose  shore  was  spread  with  stranded  dead 

For  the  famish'd  sea-birds'  tearing  1 

2. 

Slowly,  slowly  the  pale  dawn  crept 

From  the  dark  embrace  of  night  $ 
The  storm  was  hushed  and  the  wild  winds  slept. 
Save  a  murmuring  breeze  that  lightly  swept 

A  raft  o'er  the  surges  white. 
Sir  Eadmer  there,  with  his  Lady  fair. 

For  weary  life  were  striving ; 
And  the  burdened  mast  on  the  current  fast 

To  the  Demon's  Isle  was  driving  I 

3. 

Sadly,  sadly,  o'er  paths  unblessed, 

They  passed  with  foot-steps  sore  ; 
O'er  tangled  wilds  that  ne'er  were  pressed 

By  mortal  foot  before. 
The  wild-dog  howled,  and  the  she-wolf  growled, 

The  wanderers'  hearts  dismaying, 
And  the  serpent  rolled  his  scaly  fold 

Where  their  lonely  feet  were  straying ! 
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4. 

Deadly,  deadly  nightshade  arched 

The  path  of  the  hapless  pair, 
And  thirst  and  hunger  gnawed  and  parched. 

But  fount  nor  food  was  there  I 
Alone  the  fruit  of  that  poisonous  root 

In  the  dim  drear  woods  was  growing, 
And  many  a  snake  hissed  loud  in  the  brake 

Where  the  lonely  stream  was  flowing  I 

5. 
Darkly,  darkly  feU  the  shade 

Of  night  on  the  Demon*s  I:de, 
His  lady's  couch  Sir  Eadmer  made 
Where  a  withering  fir  o'erhung  the  glade. 
And  he  Tow'd  with  sleepless  eye  and  blade 

To  watch  around  the  while. 
"Til  hurl  the  wolf  in  yon  craggy  gulf, 

If  near  thy  slumbers  prowling, 
And  the  serpent  shall  start  and  glide  apart, 

To  hear  the  savage  howling  I" 

6. 
Fatally,  fatally  Eadmer  drank 
Of  the  deadly  dew  as  it  fell ; 
Till  in  slumbers  deep  his  eye-lids  sank, 
O'er-power'd  with  a  magic  spell  I 
*  At  the  raven's  croak,  with  a  stark  he  woke, 
His  flesh  with  terror  creeping — 
And  he  softly  stept  where  his  lady  had  slept— 
But  he  found  no  lady  sleeping  1 

7. 
Wildly,  wildly,  o'er  rock  and  steep, 

Then  hurried  the  phrenzied  knight. 
With  many  a  curse  on  his  treacherous  sleepf 
And  maby  a  curse,  more  dread  and  deep, 

On  the  treacherous  elfin-sprite  1 
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Up  started  then  from  his  gloomy  den 
The  fiend  in  his  anger  proudly — 
"  I  care  not  for  ban  of  a  perjured  man ! 
He  cried  to  Sir  Eadmer  loudly  ! — 

8. 
Boldly,  boldly  Sir  Eadmer's  brow 

He  crossed,  then  hallowed  his  blade — 
Cried  **  Holy  Virgin  I  O,  help  me  now  1" 

Andjcleft  down  the  elfin-shade  I — 
With  an  eldritch  scream,  like  a  fading  dream. 

The  grisly  shape  departed ; 
And  his  lady  dear,  from  the  cavern  drear, 

To  his  eager  bosom  started  I 

9. 
Gaily,  gaily  carols  the  lark 

At  the  smile  of  the  rising  mom, 
And  gaily,  gaily  speeds  a  bark, 

O'er  the  ocean  surges  borne  t 
Sir  Eadmer  there,  and  his  Lady  fair 

A  boundless  joy's  pervading, 
And  the  Demon's  Isle  from  their  ken  the  while 

Far,  far  o'er  the  billow  is  Aiding ! 
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De  Albemarle  drew  nearer  to  the  Minstrel. 

'^  Art  thou  a  Saxon  ?"  he  said. 

"  I  was,  my  Liege,''  said  the  Man  of  Song. 

"  Thou  wastf  why,  what  art  now !" 

**  Nothing.  But  I  would  fain  be  anything 
that  best  pleases  your  Grace." 

*'  Thou  art  a  courtier  already,"  said  De  Albe- 
marle.— "  Dost  know  the  Saxon  Wolfsic?" 
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''ThepaUr 

^'  Pale  or  black — Wol&ic  the  devils  I  mean  ! 
Dost  wot  of  such  r 

'^  I  have  seen  and  heard  of  him,  my  Liege ; 
and  can  both  say  and  sing  somewhat  of  Se- 
Blaca :  —  but  it  were  ill-fitting  your  Norman 
1  would  say  your  royal  ear." 

^^  Make  me  mine  own  judge  of  that,**  replied 
Stephen,  "  and  say  not ;  but  give  me  song ; 
for,  if  the  matter  be  ungracious,  'tis  doubly  so 
lacking  both  time  and  tune.*' 

"  Aye,  but — my  Liege '^ 

"  Thy  song,  varlet !  and  bandy  not  btU  or  if 
with  me !  if  it  be  a  song  of  Satan  thou  shalt 
have  both  pardon  and  largesse  !" 
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WoLFSic  TEfK  Pale. 

1. 
Lo!  Wolfsic  Se-BUca  comes  down  in  the  Tale, 
With  the  foam  on  his  steed,  and  the  nut  on  his  mail ; 
He  rides  not  with  buckler — ^he  rides  not  with  lance, 
Bnt  his  heart  is  as  strong,  and  as  piercing  his  glance  I 
And  hauberk  and  helm  may  as  stoutly  aTail 
'Qaintt  the  arrows  of  Death  as  of  WoUuc  the  Pale  I 

2. 
Wolfsic  the  Pale  has  no  page  at  his  call, 
For  hif  slmmbers  no  ooudi,  for  his  couaer  no  atall 
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He  nuli^  alkr  with  no  itore  for  hii  lack. 
No  pane  at  his  udifie,  no  iqnire  at  his  back  t 
Tet  the  boldest  and  proudett  in  snrcoat  and  mail 
May  fl J  ftom  the  bow-craft  of  Wolfsic  the  Pale ! 

3. 

Though  the  trumpet  of  war  hath  forgotten  to  speak, 
There  are  spots  on  his  blade,  there  are  scars  on  his  cheek, 
There  are  shrieks  in  the  valley,  and  groans  on  the  hill, 
And  curses  on  Wolfsic  are  echoing  still  I 
Yet  the  finest  gallant  may  tremble  and  quail 
*Ere  he  ride  to  avenge  them  on  Wolfsic  the  Pale  I 

4. 
The  Lord  of  high  Ratcheough  his  vengeance  averred, 
And  forty  bold  vessels  rode  forth  at  his  word  ; 
But  the  sharp  spur  of  Wolfsic  was  dashed  in  his  steed. 
Like  lightning  his  eye,  and  like  lightning  his  speed  1 
The  deep  foss  to  swim,  and  the  high  walls  to  scale, 
And  the  Norman  to  slay,  was  for  Wolfsic  the  Pale  I 

5. 
There*s  a  Chief  of  the  proud  ones  laid  low  in  his  blood, 
There  are  smouldering  heaps  where  his  proud  turrets  stood ; 
And  the  maid  and  the  matron  may  sorrow  in  vain, 
For  the  dreadless  AVENGER  hath  swept  o*er  the  plain. 
And  the  might  of  the  Norman  shall  never-avail 
'Gainst  the  bow  and  the  shaft  of  stem  Wolfsic  the  Pale  1 

"  I  thank  thee.  Take  thy  largesse,*"  said  De 
Albemarle,  ^^  and,  when  I  have  hanged  this 
boasted  Se-Blaca,  thou'  shalt  sing  me  a  lay 
thereon,  at  the  gallow's  foot.     Qo.'" 

Soon  after,    the  Banqueting  Chamber   was 

VOL.  III.  K 
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again  filled.  The  rere-supper  was  splendidly- 
served.  The  wine  cup  again  mantled ;  and  the 
spirits  of  the  revolutionists  rose  rapidly  to  their 
highest  pitch.  Every  one  declaimed  furiously 
against,  the  tyranny  of  WiUiam  and  his  Minister; 
recapitulated  broken  oaths  and  pnnnises;  and 
cited  acts  of  oppression,  and  statutes  that  ground 
all  ranks  from  the  baron  to  the  serf.  All  were 
furiously  patriotic.  All  regarded  themselves  as 
dreadfully  injured,  and  seemed  determined  to  be 
as  dreadfully  revenged.  All  were  angry,  fluent, 
sanguine,  resolute;  and  fully  convinced,  although 
they  knew  not  how,  that  the  law  of  primogeni- 
ture was  absiu*d,  and  the  Conquerors  nephew 
quite  as  eligible  to  the  throne  as  his  son.  The 
enthusiasm  of  their  loyalty  to  De  Albemarle  was 
in  exact  ratio  to  their  abhorrence  of  Rufiis. 
He  was  ^^the  rascalliest  sweet  young  prince!" 
in  every  one's  estimation  who  had  his  clutch 
upon  a  goblet  of  rich,  wine;  and,  even  at  the 
lowest  boards,  where  double  ale  was  the  pre- 
ferred beverage,  oaths  and  protestations  flaggon- 
wide  and  black-jack  deep,  were  as  plentiful  as 
flowers  in  spring.  Upon  the  part  of  the  new 
Monarch  all  was  in  the  usual  magniloquent, 
promissoiy  vein.  The  grinding  tjnranny  of  the 
forest  statutes — the  exaction  of  moneyage  and 
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JlneSy  the  grievances  of  wardships  and  reliefs ; 
tbe  retention  or  simoniacal  disposal  of  benefices; 
in  fact  cdl  political  sores  and  maladies  were  to 
be  healed  for  ever  in  the  restored  body-politic 
of  the  Commonwealth.  Even  the  wretched 
English  were  at  length  to  pick  up  the  dropped 
crumbs  from  their  Master^s  table,  without  be- 
ing Spumed  from  under  it  like  dogs ;  and  the 
golden  age  of  government  was  to  be  restored  in 
England  under  a  Monarch  of  the  people^s  own 
choice,  who,  like  Shakspeare'^s  ''  King.Gon- 
salvo*'  should  cause  ^^  all  foizon  and  abundance 
without  sweat  or  endeavour — abolish  poverty 
and  occupation,  treason  and  felony,  and  make 
all  his  ^  innocent  subjects  ^  equally  happy  and 
pure.'"  So,  at  least,  by  interpretation  sub-vino^ 
ran  the  convivial  manifesto  of  King  Stephen ; 
and,  in  the  sanguine  spirit  it  generated  or  fos- 
tered, cities  were  taken  and  victories  achieved, 
with  more  and  more  admirable  facility  at  the 
brimming  of  every  fresh  goblet. 

'*  My  liege !''''  said  a  young  Knight,  starting 
from  his  seat,  ''  what  good  at  your  royal  hand 
shall  he  have  who  first  brings  news  of  the 
Tyrant's  march  ?" 

*^  Bonnet  of  Squirehood,  if  a  Yeoman,  '^  said 
Stephen ;  "  Spin*  and  Baldric,  if  a  Squire — and 
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if  a  Knight,  I  mil  cut  square  bis  peimou.*  God 
grant  it  be  claimed  speedily  !*' 

^'  Methinks/'  said  tbe  Earl  of  Nortbumber- 
land,  *'*'  Reginald  de  Lacy  batb  taken  that  quest; 
for  bere  be  tarried  not  after  a  single  goblet,  but 
leapt  to  saddle  and  away ;  malgre  bis  drencbed 
gambeson  and  boee.  Armour,  if  I  bebeld  arigbt, 
be  bad  none.*^ 

^'  Tbe  poor  fisb,'*^  said  De  Albemarle,  ^'  could 
not  swim  for  bis  sbell,  in  yonder  coral  grots. 
But  I  warrant  bim  sped  to  tbe  New  Castle, 
wbere  tbere  is  no  lack  of  dark-eyed  dainty  ones 
for  consolation.**^ 

Tbis  was  tbe  first  of  many  jests  upon  tbe 
absent  Lord  of  Newark,  and  little  did  tbe  jesters 
dream  bow  wide  of  tbe  mark  were  all  tbeir  face- 
tious guesses  as  to  bis  sudden  absence.  But,  at 
length,  came  sober  certainty;  for,  at  a  late  hour, 
wheif  the  tide  of  mirth  was  at  flood,  and  all  bad 
risen  to  retire  in  high  heart  and  hope,  Reginald 
de  Lacy  burst  suddenly  into  tbe  midst,  faint, 
staggering,  almost  breathless,  and  with  looks 

*  Gentle  reader !  *'  Ken  je  ought  o*  Captsin  Gr^e?*'  if 
vo,  yon  may  not  require  to  be  toid  that  **  on  tbe  performaace 
of  any  gallant  action,  the  Knight's  Penmrn  waa  converted  into 
a  Banner,  by  the  King  or  General,  by  cutting  off  the  point. 
This  raised  the  Knight  to  a  JkamereitV 
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harmonizing  as  ill  with  all  around  as  those  of  a 
mourner  at  a  bridal-feast. 

De  Mowbray  and  De  Albemarle,  each  grasp- 
ing an  arm,  almost  forced  him  into  a  seat,  and 
both  in  one  voice  exclaimed — 

"  Thy  news !" 

"  Evil !"  he  said,  in  a  low  tone,  but  with 
deadly  emphasis — ^'  Dismiss  these  brawlers." 

De  Mowbray  gave  a  courteous  signal  of  dis- 
persion, and  presently  none  remained  but  the 
chief  actors. 

"  Now,"  he  said,  "  thy  evil  news." 

"The  Newcastle  is  stormed  and  taken." 
replied  the  Baron. 

"  God  for  his  mercy !"  said  De  Albemarle — 
"  by  whom  ?** 

"  Raymond  of  the  Heart  of  Steel  f  *'  answered 
Reginald.  "  So  much  for  sparing  life!  He 
hath  spared  little,  I  promise  ye !  Two  hundred 
men  lie  dead  'twixt  keep  and  barbican  ! — Now, 
by  the  Mother  of  Heaven  !  siege  and  battle^ 
many  a  one  have  I  seen,  and  laughed  at  the 
shedding  of  Uood  since  my  years  were  twice 
seven ;  but,  as  1  live  and  breathe,  I  did  never 
yet  see  mortal  man  fight  like  yonder  incarnate 
Devil !  Oh,  the  curse  of  being  out-wearied 
and  well-nigh  drowned  ere  a  fray  begin !     Twice 
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did  we  cross  swords,  and  twice  had  I  good  kdp 
from  my  stout  merrymen,  or>  by  St.  Qearfga^ 
ere  this  I  had  been  with  those  who  tell  no 
tales!" 

**  Thine  is  a  $trange  tale,^  sdd  Hugh-le-Loup 
— "  Why,  where  hath  Ae  a  power  to  storm  a 
castle  r 

^'  I  cannot  tell,^''  said  De  Lacy ;  ^'  I  speftk 
but  what  I  have  seen — (Give  me  a  bowl  of  wine, 
I  pray  you !)  Some  say  it  was  Du  Coci'^s  strength, 
others,  the  van  of  the  Tyrant's  army.  But  they 
had  crossed  the  moat  on  hurdles ;  and  there  was 
a  postern  opened — treachery  belike ;  I  know  not 
what,  or  how.  One  had  arrived  who  swore  to  a 
great  battle ; — King  William  slain,  and  Stephen 
crowned ;  and  there  was  nought  but  tossing  of 
caps,  and  drinking  of  double  healths.  Alas ! 
poor  guUs !  Watch  and  ward,  when  I  arrived, 
were  forgotten  things  !  they  had  drowned  them 
in  jack  and  flaggon  !" 

De  Albemarle  struggled  hard  with  chagrin 
and  rage. 

'^  Thau^  Reginald  de  Lacy,*'  he  said,  '^  art  a 
brave  man,  and  would'st  bear  thee  full  knightly, 
I  doubt  not.  But  for  our  Castellan  De  Mor> 
ley r 

^*  Threaten^  my  Ltege,"  said  the  Baron,  ^^  that 
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he  may  live  long.*  'Twill  hardly  be,  else — very 
iiArdly,  if  ye  retake  him  not  before  the  power  of 
the  King  be  up.  MeanDdiile,  he  is  safe  from  your 
vengeance,  he  and  his  whole  garrison — ^but  the 
Lord  keep  him  from  that  of  Rufiis  V 

De  Mowbray's  countenance  was  dreadful.  No 
man  ever  saw  him  violent  in  action,  or  gesture, 
or  heard  a  burst  of  passion  from  his  lip, 

"  Within,  within,  'twas  there  the  spirit  worked." 

But  his  brow  became  almost  literally  black,  as 
he  asked  the  brief  question, 

"  Saw  ye  Torfin  PaganeH" 

"  I  did,*'  answered  De  Lacy,  "  and  so  wilt 
thou  never  again! — his  bolt  is  sped!  he  will 
never  more  carve  to  fair  Lady,  nor  rivet  a  har- 
ness-clasp !  I  saw  him  fly  from  the  avenging 
Raymond,  as  the  hare  flies  from  the  hound ! 
from  stair  to  stair — from  chamber  to  chamber — 
from  turret  to  turret  was  the  rdce;  at  last, 
upon  the  platform  of  the  Keep — and  there j  from 
whence  flight  was  none,  save  to  Heaven  above, 
or  Hell  beneath,  there  did  the  quarry  turn  to 
bay ;  and  there  they  fought,  and  closed,  and 
grappled,  and  tugged,  as  ye  have  seen  two  mas- 
tiffi!     In  brief,  as  your  Grace's  cousin,  Henry 

*  AUufSon  to  a  Northern  proverb. 
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4)f  Aquitain,  dealt  witix  the  rebel  Oooaa  in  Ratn, 
so  dealt  the  fiery  Raymond  \vith.  Tcnfia.  He 
hurled  him  sheer  over  the  batUemente,  and 
dashed  his  wretched  body  to  shapelesanesa  upon 
the  stones  beneath !  So  much  for  Torfin  Pa* 
ganel  !^ 

^'  And  so  much,"  cried  De  Albemarle,  '•'-  for 
our  trust  in  the  New  Castle!  What  then  I 
must  w^e  look  pale  for  that !  and  creep  to  bed, 
like  stricken  boys,  crest-fallen  T 

^^  Not  for  the  taking  of  a  hundred  towers !" 
cried  De  Mowbray  —  "  We  must  amend  the 
evil.  Come  !  be  of  cheer — *tis  but  a  vexing 
scratch,  no  killing  maim.  We  are  of  strength 
to  meet  the  tyrant  in  the  field.  This  night, 
sleep  they  who  will  or  can — my  couch  sliall  be 
my  saddle." 

''And  mine!"^  said  Stephen.  ''I  light  a 
clearer,  steadier  torch  of  Hope  at  thy  brave 
spirit.  It  is  well,  too,  by  St.  Mary,  that  tibe 
noble  Reginald  hath  escaped.*" 

''  Marry,  for  mine  own  part,^"*  said  the  Baron, 
''  IJbad  the  grace  to  cut  my  way  forth ;  but  if 
I  can  tell  ye  haw^  or  through  what  gate  or  pos- 
tern, strangle  me !  There  was  nought  for  it  but 
cleaving  down,  and  thrusting  through." 

''Lookr  said  Barl  Robert,   'M  will  have 
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Aiberic  Du  Ooci  led  beneath  the  wttils;  and 
threaten  to  wash  his  eyes  with  molten  lead,  and, 
after,  tear  his  heart  out,  if  they  redeem  him  not 
by  surrender,  and  that  speedily ! — Didst  thou 
break  forth  alone,  De  Lacy  V* 

"  Mary-mother,  no !"  said  the  Baron.  '*  1 
had  help  and  comradeship  from  a  remnant  of 
my  own  varlets — would  they  had  been  more  to 
resist,  or  fewer  to  yield  !  for  I  can  tell  ye  the 
fairer  half  are  in  limbo." 

"  7%at  craves  but  little  dole,"  said  De  Albe- 
marle. "  A  poor  handful,  albeit  of  stout  knaves 
— but,  at  the  worst,  what  hope  to  take  again  by 
storm  what  storm  hath  taken  V 

"  First  and  chiefly,"  said  Earl  Mowbray, — 
"  What  of  our  prime  foe  ?  What  of  the  red- 
haired  Tyrant  ?" 

**  This,"  said  De  Lacy — "  from  a  jaded  courier, 
who  passed  us  hurrying  northward  upon  the 
bloody  spur,  Rufus  is  at  the  gates  of  Durham, 
full  twenty  thousand  strong." 

"Strong  let  him  be,"  said  De  Mowbray, 
^'  and  stronger  by  five  thousand  more  ?  we  ihay 
upon  him  with  good  heart.  Our  battle  will 
shew  heavier  muster,  if  De  Vesco  make  but 
timely  head  at  Alnwick.^ 

'^  Aye !  but  ye  know  not  that,"  said  the  Earl 
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of  Chester;  ^^and  ye  know  not  if  the  King^s 
twenty  thousand  include  Montgomery  with  his 
western  host." 

"  Grant  that  it  doth  not, — we  will  fight  ere 
they  can  join ;  and,  if  God  gire  us  rictory,  I 
warrant  Montgomery  from  striking  stroke  after- 
wards !  I  know  not  the  hearts  of  others,  but, 
for  mine  own  part,  battle  for  me,  to-morrow  !" 

'^  St.  George  for  us  and  England  !'^  cried 
Stephen, — "  that  wish  is  mine.  My  heart  is  in 
mail  and  stirrup  even  now !" 

"And,  verily,"  said  Prior  Baldwin,  **'my 
soul  also  scenteth  the  battle  afar  off!  It  is 
eager  to  cry  '  ha !  ha  !  to  the  trumpets — ^to  the 
thunder  of  the  captains  and  the  shouting  f  " 

"Aye,  but  fight  not  with  broken  staves;" 
said  Hugh-le-Loup.  "  De  Vesco^s  power  is  a 
main  limb  of  our  preparation,  and  we  shall 
make  lame  march  upon  King  Rufus  if  it  be 
lacking." 

"Credit  me,  noble  Lupus,"  said  De  Mow- 
bray, "  it  is  not  so.  Better  De  Vesco  absent 
and  Ruius  fought,  ere  he  draw  levies  from  New- 
castle, than  wait  for  strength  from  Alnwick 
until  the  Tyrant  have  taken  Durham,  and,  it  may 
be,  crossed  both  Tyne  and  Wear,  commanding, 
as  he  then  will,  the  bridges  of  both  streams.*' 
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'<  Ri^  past  a  doubt !"  said  De  Laey— ''  In 
God's  iiame»  say  that  we  will  fight  to-morrow, 
and  there  an  end ;  for,  methinks,  if  we  debate 
long,  and  I  sleep  not  away  this  aching  of  my 
toiled  bones,  a  lad  of  twelve  shall  hurl  me  from 
the  saddle  with  a  sheep  crook." 

^^  Sleep  and  be  strong,  good  Reginald  !"  said 
De  Mowbray — '^  I  will  have  heed  that  thou  art 
roused  by  second  cock-crow.  Ho,  there!  a 
chamberlain  T 

'^  Nay,"  said  the  Baron,  with  rather  abated 
cheer,  ''*•  Hubert  and  De  .Belchamp,  my  stout 
squires,  shall  watch  in  my  chamber.  It  is  a 
foolish  wont  of  mine  in  strange  beds — /  have  ill 
dreamSf  and  arise,  sleeping,  and  walk  in  them. 
Good  night,  my  Liege  and  Lords ! " 

''  Good  night,  and  happy  dreams  of  to-mor- 
row ! "  was  the  reply. 

"  To-morrow  be  it,"  said  the  Earl  of  Chester ; 
adding,  however,  "  but  it  will  not  be.  Credit 
me,  Earl  of  Northumberland,  thou  can'st  not 
draw  to  head  in  so  brief  time." 

"  Why,  then,  the  next  day,^  said  Northum- 
berland, ^'  and  'tis,  indeed,  somewhat  of  the 
briefest;  for  we  must  needs  draw  levies  from 
the  castles  northward.  Meanwhile,  choose  ye, 
my   Liege,   Tynemouth   or   Bamborough?    for 
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thithw,  in  thy  chttge  or  mkie;  Cojiatftnoe  and 
Matilda  must  away  at  early  dawn,  since  neither 
may  tr«  follow  Rufiis  northward,  nor  he  ua, — 
leaving  them  in  the  rear.  Say,  then,  wili  thoa 
to  Bamboroagh,  or  tarry  here  in  Tynemouth  I 

"  In  Tynemouth,  1 1 "  said  the  Earl,  ''  lest 
it  be  said  the  new  King  loves  not  to  fiice  the 
old.  And  thou,  too,  noble  Robert,  knowest 
best  what  troops  to  pick  for  the  field  and  what 
to  leave  for  castle-guard." 

Thus  saying  and  agreeing,  they  parted  for 
the  night.  Scouts  and  couriers  were  then  dis- 
patched. The  warders  were  doubled  on  the 
battlements ;  and  while  the  other  heads  of  the 
rebellion  slept,  or  strove  to  sleep,  De  Mow- 
bray and  the  Prior  walked  the  rounds  from 
barrier  to  barrier,  arranging,  in  the  Uttle  in- 
4;erval  thus  allowed,  their  final  plan  of  defence 
and  co-operation. 

''  And  need  is  there,'*  said  the  warlike  Church- 
man, "  that  we  watch  the  way,  and  keep  the 
munition,  and  make  the  sword  sharp  and  the 
spear  ready ;  for  he  that  dasheth  in  pieces  will 
come  up,  and  will  make  a  fort,  and  cast  a 
mount,  and  lift  up  the  buckler,  and  set  engines 
of  war  against  us ;  and  with  all  his  axes  shall 
he  strive  to  break  down  our  gates.    Now,  by 
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the  jaw-bone  of  Samson  and  the  ox*goad  of 
Sfaamgar  the  son  of  Anath!  I  would  that  I, 
even  I,  unworthy  as  I  am,  might  deal  with  this 
fat  tyrant  of  England  as  Ehud  the  son  of  Qera 
dealt  with  Eglon  the  fat  king  of  the  Moabites, 
when  he  slew  him  with  a  dagger  of  a  cubit  long 
and  having  two  edges !  Verily,  I  would  run 
upon  him  as  a  giant,  and  defile  his  horn  in  the 
dust!" 
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CHAPTER  XII. 

They  went  on  boardi  the  wind  with  speed 

Blew  them  along  the  deep  ; 
At  length  they  spied  a  huge  square  tower 

On  a  rock  foil  high  and  steep. 
The  sea  was  smooth,  the  sky  was  blue ; 

As  they  approached  nigher, 
King  Ida*s  castle  they  well  knew, 

And  the  banks  of  Bamboroughshlre. 

Tke  "  Laidley  Worm  qf  Sprndiwion  Htughy 

All  night  long  the  sound  of  defeuBive  prepa- 
rations were  heard  in  the  courta,  and  along  the 
Tast  walls  of  Tynemouth ;  and,  with  the  first  paly 
light  of  dawn,  the  warder  upon  the  highest  tur- 
ret sent  his  keen  glance  on  every  side,  over  land 
and  sea,  to  mark  the  approach  of  either  friend 
or  foe.  But  all  was  quiet  and  peaceful;  the 
lifeless  quiet  of  sterility — the  sullen  peace  of 
desolation — of  abandoned  homes  and  forgotten 
tillage.  So  dreadful  in  ever)*  part  of  Northum- 
berland  had  been  the  ravages  of  the  first  Wil- 
liam, when,  with  fire  and  sword,  he  avenged 
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himself  for  the  rebellious  spirit  of  its  inhabit- 
ants !  Nearly  a  hundred  thousand  of  these 
unhappy  beings  perished,  as  well  by  famine  as 
the  sword,  after  feeding  upon  the  horses  aban- 
doned by  the  Normans,  and  even  upon  human 
flesh.  ^^  It  was  a  fearful  spectacle,"  says  an  old 
annalist,  '^  to  see  upon  the  roads  and  public  ways, 
and  at  the  doors  of  the  houses,  human  bodies  left 
a  prey  to  the  worms ;  for  there  was  no  one  left 
to  throw  a  little  earth  upon  them  r  The  whole 
extended  tract  between  the  Tyne  and  the  Ouse, 
a  district  of  sixty  miles,  once  full  of  towns 
and  cultivated  fields,  was  now  silent  and  barren, 
the  refuge  only  of  wild  beasts  and  robbers. 
Such  were  the  tender  mercies  of  the  Normans. 
The  warder  of  Tynemouth  saw  nothing  be- 
yond his  own  walls  that  indicated  life,  except  a 
distant  sail  or  two  hanging  between  sea  and 
sky ;  a  few  boats  upon  the  Tyne,  just  discernible 
through  the  blue  haze  that  tracked  its  wind- 
mgs,  and  a  Kttle  smoke  over  the  wretched  fish- 
ing  village  of  Shields,  and  in  the  direction  of  '^  the 
New  Castle,"  and  of  the  sister  monasteries  of 
JaiTow  and  Weremouth.  Not  then  was  *'  the 
black  banner  of  science^  flung  abroad  to  every 
point  of  the  heavens ;  the  eye  rested  upon  no 
masses  of  huge  enginry,  uttering  at  measured 
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intervals  their  voleanic  belchings:  *  Nd  drains  oF 
sable  carriages  shot  along  their  metiilie  paths 
with  the  level  directness  and  altnodt  trich  the 
speed  of  arrows.  The  earth  was  not  ran^cked 
for  hundreds  of  subterranean  miles  by  the  buffy 
hand  of  mining  speculation,  and  her  bitfrndnons 
treasures,  destined  to  form  the  wealth  of  future 
thousands,  to  raise  large  towns,  and  frdght 
innumerable  fleets,  slept  undisturbed,  if  not 
unknown,*  in  their  pitchy  depths. 

At  an  early  hour,  according  to  a  resolution  of 
the  previous  night,  De  Mowbray  embarked  his 
lovely  Countess  and  more  lovely  dau^ter  for 
Bamborough.  They  left  the  monastery  with 
little  attendance,  and  by  a  secret  postern,  that 
nothing  bearing  the  appearance  of  flight  might 
be  suggested  to  the  garrison ;  while  a  vessel  lay 
ready  in  Prior's  Haven  to  receive  them.  Pasen 
ing  down  to  the  beach,  MatSda  was  conducted 
by  her  Lord ;  Constance,  by  one  in  knightly 
attire,  but  so  masked  and  muffled  as  to  defy 
recognition.  He  lost  no  moment,  however,  in 
addressing  her. 

'^  I  have  greetings  for  the  Lady  Constance,^' 
he  said,    ''  from  (me  who  knows  not,  in  this 

*  Not  unknown  certainlj.    Even  the  Romans  had  worked 
coal  bj  the  Tyne. 
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stonny  day»  if  he  mny  ever  more  pay  greeting 
to  one  so  dear." 

How  ready  is  tibe  heart  to  be  deceived,  a» 
well  as  to  deceive!  The  image  of  Raymond 
flashing  upon  her  at  the  instant,  she  turned  to 
the  qpeaker  with  such  a  gesture  ot  listening 
eagerness,  as,  perhaps,  betrayed  to  him  her  mis* 
ooDstraction,  for  he  added  abruptly,  and  in 
undisguised  accents — 

^'  The  King,  Lady*  commends  him  to  thee.'". 

^^  My  King,"  she  said,  with  the  recovered 
coldness  of  disappointment,  '^  sends  no  greet- 
ing to  the  Daughter  of  Northumberland ;  and, 
tell  the  Earl  of  Albemarle,  if  thou  art  Knight 
of  his,  that  he  is  yet  no  Sovereign  to  Constance 
de  Mowbray.''^ 

''  Heartless  girl !"  exclaimed  Stephen,  '^  I 
have  loved  thee  with  a  passion  to  which  all 
others — even  ambition  itself,  are  but  as  leaves 
and  straws  to  the  whirl-blast !  to  which  all  ob- 
jects else  are  but  as  clay  to  diamonds !  I  have 
nursed  this  dream  of  Kingship  chiefly  for  thee, 
to  fix  a  crown  upon  thy  brow — to  see  thee  great 
and  feared,  as  thou  art  loved  and  lovely  !  At 
this  price  did  thy  father's  ambition  set  thee,  and 
for  this  have  I  staked  life  and  fame,  and  toiled 
to   the   dizzy  peak  from  whence   there   is  no 
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descent,  save  falling  headlong.  Yet  but  a  few 
hours,  and  the  host  of  the  tyrant  Rufua  vnil  be 
upon  us,  and  thou—thou  wilt  pray  for  its  auo 
cess — for  victory  to  him  whose  conquering  step 
must  be  upon  thy  father's  neck  and  mine !  Mine, 
who  would  have  bought  thy  love  with  the  sove^ 
reignty  of  the  whole  earth  T' 

'^  No  !"  replied  the  Lady,  ''  my  knee  shall  not 
bend — ^my  hand  shall  not  rise — ^my  heart  shall 
vent  no  wish,  in  orisons  for  victory  to  either 
host !  To  Him  who  is  the  God  of  Battles  and 
of  Empire,  I  leave  the  issue !  If  ruin  and  de^ 
feat  await  thee,  Stephen  of  Albemarie,  I  will 
give  thee  a  sister's  tears  for  her  defeated  faro* 
ther ;  for  I  have  seen,  or  fancied,  in  thee,  flashes 
of  nobleness  and  generous  thought.  If  thou  re- 
tumest  a  conqueror,  remember  my  last  words  in 
Se-Blaca*s  cavern — ^words  which  thou  shouldat 
take  Bhame  to  wring  again  from  my  buming 
lip — /  love  another.''' 

^'  Let  him  beware  of  me !"  said  the  exasperated 
Earl.  ^'  I  guess  at  whom  thou  pointest**-!  guess 
the  degraded  minion  whom  thoit,  obdurate  and 
perverse,  shouldst  take  shame  to  weigh  but  in 
one  moment'^s  thought  with  Stephen  of  Albe- 
marle !  Victor  or  vanquished— king  or  captive  ! 
IwiUrepayhim!  I  will  mete  him  fidl  meaame 
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With  heaped  hand— bis  scorns  to  me — ^his  trea- 
ehery  to  iky  father — ^his  purchased  crouchmg  to 
the  tyrant !  Know,  Lady,  that,  for  all  this,  De 
Mowbray,  but  yestereven,  spumed  him  as  a 
caitiff  from  his  casUe-hall !  and,  for  all  this,  let 
him  but  cross  me  in  the  coming  battle,  and  I  will 
spurn  with  my  mailed  foot  upon  this  boasted 
*  Heart  of  Steel !' " 

The  heart  of  Constance  became  like  the  high 
Roman's,  ^*  too  great  for  what  contained  it !" 

*'  O,  braggart  !^  she  exclaimed,  *^  traducing, 
slanderous  braggart !  for,  were  they  my  last 
earthly  words,  and  wert  thou  upon  England's 
throne  to  listen,  so  would  I  call  thee !  Raymond 
do  scorn  to  thee  or  thine  ?  He  is  all  gentleness 
and  courtesy !  Raymond  treacherotu  ?  He  is 
the  very  soul  of  truth  and  honour  !  Crouch  for 
hire  to  tyranny !  I  tell  thee,  Lord  of  Albemarle ! 
thou,  nor  RuJiUj  could  so  hire  him,  with  an  em- 
pire trebling  that  for  which  ye  strive  !  TAou 
spurn  and  trample  upon  the  '  Heart  of  Steel !' 
Oo !  thou  hast  now  given  me  cause,  indeed,  for 
prayer !  I  will  pray  well  that  victory  comes  not 
near  thee  !  and  if  it  be  sooth  that  Raymond  is 
in  the  host  of  his  King,  oh,  may  his  lance  be 
strong !  his  sword  be  sharp !  and  He^  in  whose 
hand  is  victory,  clothe  his  charger  s  neck  with 


212  nupus. 

thunder !  Thou  hast  deen  him,  with  his  single 
arm,  cast  the  strongest  of  Englirii  chivahy  fwai 
saddle  and  stirrup ;  and,  if  I  pray  that,  in  the 
ooming  battle,  he  crosses  not  thy  career,  know, 
proud  Earl,  that  it  tenders  thy  safety — ^not  his ! 
for  that  I  would  not  thy  blood  should  stwi  his 
lance. 

"  Go  l*^  she  concluded,  "  strive  with  my  Sove- 
reign for  a  crown  to  which  thine^  Robert  of 
Normandy,  is  lawful  heir,  not  thouy  usurpmg 
Rebel !  Peril  in  thy  unjust  cause  ten  thousand 
lives,  and  win  or  lose  as  Heaven  determines! 
But  I  will  show  thee,  Earl  or  King,  that  there 
is  one  ever-open  door  of  freedom  for  Constance 
de  Mowbray  !  If  thou  art  w&i'sted  in  the  fight, 
I  pity  thee !  If  thou  art  victor^  this  hand  may, 
indeed,  be  forced  into  thine,  as  I  have  heard  that 
the  crozier  was  forced  into  the  Primate  Anselm's; 
but,  from  that  hour,  I  swear  by  Heaven  and 
Earth  !  food  nor  drink — ^morsel  nor  drop,  shall 
ever  more  pass  these  wretched  lips  I*^ 

The  spirit  of  De  Albemarie  was  mastered — 
prince  and  warrior  as  he  was,  the  bitter  inspira- 
tion of  passion  made  her  eloquence  and  her 
beauty  alike  terrible  to  the  minstrel  and  the 
lover  !  He  felt  as  if  he  could  have  cast  himself 
in  contrition  at  her  very  foot !  but  Matilda  was 
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already  in  the  boat)  and  De  Mowbray  awaitiJQg 
Constance  on  the  beach.  He  could  only  utter  a 
few  confused  words  of  expiating  sorrow,  and^ 
wiUioutone  of  pardon  or  reply,  or  even  a  parting 
glance,  saw  her  rowed  off  t^  the  veesel  which  lay 
ready,  with  sloping  yards  in  the  offing.  The 
favoured  bark  hoisted  sail  in  a  few  minutes,  and 
bore  gallantly  away,  with  a  brisk  south-west 
breeze  setting  fair  in  all  her  canvass. 

Our  motto,  the  good  old  ballad- verse  of  Duncan 
Frazer,  gives  no  inadequate  description  of  the 
voyage.  But  who  will  grudge  to  dwell  for  a 
moment  upon  another  and  a  later  picture  ! 

"  They  saw  the  Blythe  and  Wandsbeck  floods 
Rush  to  the  sea  through  sounding  woods  ; 
At  Coi|Uet  Isle  their  beads  they  teU 
To  the  good  Saint  who  owned  the  cell ; 
Then  did  the  Alne  attention  claim, 
And  Warkworth,  proud  of  Percy's  name, — 
And  next  tbey  crossed  themselves  to  hear 
The  wbiteoing  breakers  sound  so  near. 
Where,  boiling  through  the  rocks,  they  roar 
On  Dunstanborough's  cavemed  shore. 
Thy  tx>wer,  proad  Bamborough,  marked  they  there. 
King  Ida's  Castle,  huge  and  square ; 
From  its  tall  rock  look  grimly  down, 
And  o'er  the  swelling  ocean  frown  I" — 

It  waa,  and  yet  is — ^a  fair  sight  to  see,  in 
calm  or  stQnn, 
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Bamborough,  the  castled  palace  of  British 
Ida,  crowns  the  whole  area  of  a  huge,  triangular, 
basalt  rock,  rising  suddenly  from  the  sea-beach, 
where  it  is  flanked  with  natural  rampires  of 
sand,  matted  together  with  searrushes,  to  the 
height  of  a  hundred  and  fifty  feet  above  low- 
water  mark.  A  battlemented  platform  springs 
seventy  feet  higher,  and  the  huge  central  Keep, 
or  Donjon,  surmounts  that  by  an  additional 
seventy.  The  hand  of  Time  has  now  dealt 
heavily  with  its  magnificence,  and  many  of  the 
ancient  fortifications  are  broken  and  defaced  by 
the  falling  of  the  landward  clifis  upon  which 
they  stood.  But  when  the  brightening  eye  of 
Constance  de  Mowbray  looked  once  more  upon 
the  home  of  her  childhood,  its  crowded  grandeur 
spread  over  the  entire  brow  of  the  rock,  without 
one  mark  of  feebleness  or  decay. 

For  many  miles  on  either  side  of  the  Castle, 
the  country  slopes  with  a  regular  descent  from 
the  high  inlands  to  the  sea.  The  surface  of 
this  descent  is  exceedingly  rugged  in  its  aspect ; 
a  great  stratum  of  whin-stone  occupying  the 
whole  space,  and  bearing  so  close  a  resemblance 
to  volcanic  lava  as  to  be  sometimes  mistaken 
for  it.     Frequently  it  bursts  from  the  gentle 

* 

slope,  and,  in  a  direction  almost  always  opposite 
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to  the  sea,  presents  a  bold,  precipitous  front, 
composed  of  irregular,  basaltic  looking  columns; 
large  fragments  of  which  have  been  broken  and 
rolled  down,  foiming  piles  of  ruin  at  their  feet 
in  every  direction.  As  these  crags  are  always 
defended  by  Nature,  at  least  on  one  side,  and 
are  easily  defensible  on  the  others,  they  have, 
in  every  age,  been  chosen  for  military  purposes, 
— by  our  British  ancestors  for  a  chain  of  hill- 
forts;  by  their  Roman  conquerors  for  a  like 
series  of  Stations;  by  the  Saxon  kings,  and 
Danish  and  Norman  Earls  of  Northumberland 
for  castled  palaces ;  and,  in  modem  days,  for 
a  succession  of  telegraphs.  On  such  a  crag 
stood  the  Danish  ruins  of  Legendary  Spindle- 
ston.  Such  form  the  heights  of  the  Holy  and 
Fam  Isles.  On  such  arise  the  noble  ruins  of 
Dunstanborough ;  and  on  such  the  kingly 
towers  of  Bamborough  look  far  over  land  and 
sea. 

It  was  little  more  than  noon — the  noon  of  a 
lovely  day,  when  the  voyagers  landed,  leaving 
their  vessel  to  run  to  anchorage  in  the  little 
roadstead  of  Budle.  A  signal  had  apprised  the 
(iovemor  what  visitors  were  about  to  disembark, 
and,  from  the  beach  to  the  castle-gate,  the 
whole  distance  was  lined  with   military,  their 
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polished  armour  flafihing  back  the  bright  sun- 
rays.  A  deafening  shout  arose  as  the  party 
quitted  the  boat ;  minstrels  sang  their  lays  of 
welcome,  and,  at  short  intervals,  the  trumpets 
rang  out  in  shrill  accompanying  flourislies. 

The  Earl  of  Northumberland  welcomed  his 
Bride  to  Bamborough,  with  a  stately  grace, 
uiider  the  portal  of  the  great  main  entrance, 
tt  was  a  gateway  upon  the  very  brink  of  the 
south-eaat  precipice  above  the  sea,  and  upon  the 
only  accessible  part  of  the  rock,  defended  by 
huge  flanking  towers  at  either  side,  aiid  by  a 
deep  ditch  cut  through  the  narrow  rock  com- 
municating with  the  mainland.  From  the  inner 
Barbican  thei^  was  a  covered  way  to  a  second 
gate,  and,  besides  these,  the  Keep,  a  vast  square 
structure  upon  the  highest  part  of  tho  rock,  had 
its  own  defences  of  grim  walls  and  tovreiis. 
Through  them,  wuth  the  homage  paid  to  princes^ 
De  Mowbray  passed  with  Matilda  and  Con- 
stance ;  marshalled  by  the  Castellan  himself, 
and  attended  by  a  whole  bevy  of  warders,  senes- 
chals, minstrels,  and  other  household  retainers. 

After  the  garrison  had  received  orders  to  be 
in  immediate  readiness  for  march,  and  the  voci- 
ferated cry, "  De  Mowbray  !  De  Mowbray!"  had 
evinced  how  joyous  was  their  obedience,  a  splendid 
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repast  ^'as  served  in  the  banquet  hall ;  and  the 
bewildered  Constance  saw,  presiding  at  its  almost 
regal  boaid,  as  the  Countess  of  her  father,  the 
very  person  who,  only  a  brief  month  before,  had 
spoken  those  strange  words  to  her  in  the  garden 
of  Nunna  Mynstre  — "  What,  if  in  the  grim 
towers  of  Bamborough,  thoii  hadst  a  sharp- 
tongued  step-dame,"  &c.,  &c. 

She  orazed  with  the  involuntan*  earnestness  of 
wonder  upon  the  Beiauty  of  the  West  Marches, 
thus  transplanted  to  the  no  less  stormy  borders 
of  the  North ;  and  who,  upon  her  part,  met  the 
unconscious  scrutiny  with  glances  of  triumphant 
significance.  The  EarK  hasband  and  father  to 
those  who  might  well  have  passed  for  contrasted 
sisters,  and  retaining  himself  so  much  of 
youthful  aspect  and  animation,  as,  to  a  stran- 
ger, would,  perhaps,  have  indicated  only  an  elder 
brother,  endeavoured  to  familiarize  both  with 
their  position,  by  referring  to  it  in  a  manner  as 
nearly  resembling  pleasantry  as  his  saturnine 
nature  could  allow. 

The  instant  their  repast  was  finished,  De  Mow- 
bray led  ta  the  highest  battlements,  and  shewed 
to  the  delighted  Matilda  that  splendid  prospect 
which  the  platform  of  the  Keep  presents  upon 
every  hand  ;  and  of  which  every  feature  recalled 
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to  ConetaDce  some  joy^iM  or-  teQ4er  aw>fii»- 

"  Ah  1  happy  hilla  t  ah,  pleaaing  fh»de«l 
Ah,  fields  beloved  in  Tain  I" 

To  the  East,  glittaing  lik^  burnished  gold  in 
the  sunlight,  and,  here  and  there,  spotted  witfi 
a  sail,  the  German  Ocean  expanded  its  billow)' 
glory.  Far  north,  Berwick,  then  ia  its  palmy 
state,  Bourishing  and  fortified,  showed  its  dim 
walls  and  smoky  battlements  indistinctly  through 
the  rich  hazy  blue  of  the  warm  atmosphere ;  a 
golden  twinkle  from  their  cpires  occasionally 
breaking  upon  the  eye.  Nearer,  upon  the  left, 
but  appearing  almost  to  melt  into  these,  they 
saw  the  long  yellow  stripe,  tufted  with  gveeii^  of 
the  low  shores  of  Holy  Isle,  swelling  iq>wards 
at  last  to  its  rocky  and  rounded  brew,  OfowsAd 
with  a. strong  oastle,  and  ovevBhadowiQg  the 
venerable  monastery  of  St.  Cuthbert-r* 

^  A  solemn,  huge,  and  dark^red  pilt« 

Placed  on  the  margin  of  the  I«le«" 

The  shore  line  opposite  was  graoefuUy  broken 
by  suooessive  woody  knolls,  Old  Law,  Fenwiek, 
BcaI,  Haggerston,  and  Tweedmoutli.  Lookiiig 
only  in  that  direction,  indeed,  the  view  almost 
su^iested  a  vast  inland  lake. 
Glaooiftg  to  the  right,  the  pkium  ehttiigeS. 
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Sea  Md  ^y,  with  tbeir  bright  azure  and  glit^ 
tering  green^  were  still  the  only  back-ground ; 
but  the  foot  of  the  Holy  Isle  intervened  upon 
the  left,  and  far  opposite,  they  saw  the  columned 
cluster  of  the  Fams.  Beycmd  these,  island 
aft^  island,  crag  after  crag,  reef  after  reef,  suc- 
ceeded, as  far  as  the  eye  could  penetrate ;  tiH 
the  spray  of  the  ''  Rumble-chum^'  at  Dunstan- 
borough,  might  have  struck  them,  as  it  has  since 
done  a  Minstrel  of  Romance,  when 

"  The  foam  as  it  broke 
Appeared  like  imoke 
From  a  sea-Tolcano  rising." 

Due  south,  the  delighted  eye  of  Matikla 
wandered  over  Beadneli,  Embleston,  and  Rat- 
etiet^b,  to  the  faint  distance  beyond  Dunstan- 
berottgh;-  and  then,  looking  wholly  landward,  up 
the  tugged  fiixsfe  from  Bamborough  at  her  foot, 
over  rocks  and  sk^eams  and  moors,  till  the  dim, 
doubtful  peaks  of  Swinhoe  Crag,  and  Coquet 
Isle,  bounded  and  closed  the  view. 

We  must  not  now  linger  to  accompany  Con- 
iitaooe  in  her  wanderings  over  the  locale  of 
loppy  ehildbood ;  the  toweis,  the  ramparts,  the 
rhnpelry,  the  little  ^ot  cS  gatdei^  ground ;  aU 
that  awoke  so  vividly  the  Iight^heartedneea  of 
the  paat,  and  the  eompanionaMp  of  Raymond. 

L  2 
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We  must  kftre  her  to  l^eee,  and  to  the  weliqoeM 
seeiusion  of  her  own  turret;  Jiad  listen ^^oir 
awhile  to  the  conversation  of  DeMoi^bniyiH^ 
his  bride,  when — ^alone  in  their  eeclufiion — 4he 
Earl  demanded  of  the  Lady  if  she  could  love  the 
halls  and  towers  of  Bamborough  as  well  and 
dearly  as  those  Of  Chester  i 

^^  Better,  a  thousand  fold  r  she  replied ;  ''  «o 
well  and  dearly  can  I  love  this  kingly  seat,  that 
I  would  not  lose  it  for  every  castle  upon  the 
Western  Marches.  No,  not  for  Powis  Imd  to 
the  boot  of  Shropshire  !  Were  /  your  Gastel* 
Ian,  great  Earl,  I  would  not  yield  it  to  ten  bdear 
guering  kings  with  all  their  hosts  !  while  there 
was  bolt  to  shoot  or  stone  to  hurl." 

^'  The  beleaguering  host  of  one  Kii^  may 
content  us,"  said  the  Earl»  ^^  and  to  that — God 
and  St.  Oswyn  speed  us ! — ^we  will  nai  yield  it* 
Nor  shall  it  come  to  trial,  if  we  have  grace  and 
fortune  to  meet  the  tyrant  in  open  field.  Bij(t» 
were  it  so,  Bamborough  would  laugh  to  aoon^ 
his  raging  worst.  Penda^  the  savage  Mercian — 
he  who  had  slain  five  monarcba — stormed  it  in 
vain.  As  vainly,  usurping  Eardulph,  when  a 
son  of  the  far-famed  Alfred  fled  hither  from  his 
grasp.  The  wretched  Walthepf,  from  these 
walls  defied  Midcoha  of  Scotland  $  and  .when 
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Cfif^fuftiiick  had  ravaged  Cumberiaaid  far  and 
neu",  within  these  wdls  he  piled  his  booty »  and 
mocked  all  threats  of  the  aiigry  Scots;  King, 
Lords,  and  Ohurls."" 

<^  Kings  may  be  mocked  and  foiled/'  returned 
the  Lady,  ^  that  have  the  rage  and  fiery  spleen 
of  dragons.  How  lightly,  then,  the  sceptred 
daws  and  jays,  that  flutter  only  while  calm  skies 
brighten  their  plumage^  and  the  hawk  sleeps  or 
preys  not !" 

*'Why,  they  are  plume-plucked  at  the  first 
swoop  :**  replied  De  Mowbray;  ^^  thus  have  been 
many  Saxon  dreamers,  the  royal  nothings  before 
our  so^ng  Bastard ;  kinged  and  un-kinged — 
crowned  and  dis^crowned^— throned  and  clois- 
tered, all  *twixt  change  and  change  of  the  moon. 
But  they  of  the  Norman  strain  are  of  other 
mould  and  mettle.  They  peak  and  pine  not — 
neither  do  they  dwindle.  They  are  the  eagle 
and  vulture — ^things  that  rend  and  tear,  and 
have  their  gory  eyries  built  so  high,  that  Ven^ 
geanee  itself  flies  after  with  weary  wing,  and? 
H  may  be,  drops  upon  shattering  cliflb  be- 
neath.'^ 

"  What,  then,  is  Rufus  ?"  said  Matilda. 

^^  Such,  and  no  less,^  answered  her  Lord  ; 
^  His  bt6od  is  flame — ^his  heart  hath  the  raging 
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puke  of  a  thoasaaid.  AD  tiift  P!litIiis^fik>ih'\!rowit 
totoet  He  wtU  fig^t for  1^ thfeateiied ^Hirane 
to  its  last  step — load  the  earth  wifh  AeaA^  and 
the  air  with  cursing  cries ;  and  hare  nothought 
that  land  or  sea  holds  a  grare  for  him  /  * 

"  Well,'*  i-esnmed  the  Goantess,  "  this  Wrd  of 
terror  once  stricken,  and  at  rest — yAM  of  the 
King  that  follows— the  gentle  Stephen  7*^ 

She  fixed  her  eye  upon  De  Mowbray,  while 
thus  speaking,  with  a  meaning  look,  which  could 
not  escape  him. 

^^  Stephen, '^  he  replied,  ^^is  of  their  haughty 
stock;  bred  out  of  their  bloody  strain;  and  taat^ 
that  in  him  which  thou  nor  I,  noble  Matflda, 
nor  one  of  our  confederacy,  need  shame  to  bow 
to;  albeit,  some  masking,  harping,  wandering 
follies,  throw  stain  upon  it.*' 

"  Blot  it  all  0  V,  my  noble  Lord  ;*'  replied 
Matilda,  ^^  make  drunk  with  kSj  the  e^rit  ihat, 
when  ambition  calls,  should  set  its  forward  step 
firm  as  a  marble  pillar  on  its  base.  Look  to 
him  well,  great  Elarl — a  minstrel  Will  one  day 
snatch  at  your  Chancellor's  wand.  Himsielf,  for 
a  dainty  love-lay,  wiB  part  his  very  realm  \AA  a 
Troubadour;  and  even  his  Queen,  the  gerrtfe 
'Cbnstance,  may  shake  him  to  her  foot,  if  she  be 
angry  with  him  in  minstrel  mood— ^»  sdiooDier 
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w^llt  n>y  Lo^  V>  queen  it  wisely ;  or  there  U 
QHBi  at  ie|Mst>  ia  the  realm,  to  whom  allegiance 
fRiU  be  a  jeflt/' 

^'  Why,  lovely  alanderer,"  said  the  Earl,  ^^  King 
Stephen  hath  an  early  tndtor  in  thee,  met^ink3 ; 
but  'tiB  not  'so.  ConJitance  shall  walk  by  thy 
counsel ;  and  /  will  look  weU  that  his  sceptre 
turn  not  to  a  harp-wrest.*^ 

**  Oh,  princely  Northumberland  ! " ex- 
claimed the  Countess — and  was  then  silent — but 
looked  upon  him  with  the  meaning  eyes,  which 
tcdd,  at  leasts  that  what  was  untold  sat  near  her 
beart 

"  What  wouldst  thou.  Lady  ?" 

^Much;  but  have  no  voice  to  speak  it.  I 
would  have  greatness  greatly  borne ;  and  shallow, 
glittering,  lightly-humoured  things  still  hold 
their  course  and  level.  I  would  have  nations — 
one,  at  least — kmg'd  with  the  wise  and  strong, 
and  not  with  bubbles  that  scarce  last  the 
blowing.*' 

"Matilda!" 

'^  Oh,  my  Lord,  my  Lord !  had  power  and 
wisdom  been  twin-gifts  to  one  bosom  I  wot  of — 
had  the  spirit  that  braves  a  king  beeq  yoked 
with  the  shrewd  and  subtle  one  which  makes 
revenge  itsdf  but  a  stepping-stone  to  all  beyond 
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':-^then  had  there  beep  ^n  JEat}  of,  Nprt^i^^^r 
land  who  would  have  shaken  a  Tyrant'A  tl^;%\c\ 
to  purpose  f  who  would  have  inade  this  Ca^tW 
once  more  a  PaUce — ^who  would  have  le^the 

m 

gay  and  shaUow,  even  thou^  a  Monarch'e.  blood 
ran  in  their  veins,  to  joust  in  wood  aad  wold^-r 
tilt  at  the  quintain — ^d  harp. and  '  vir-i-lai '  in 
hall  and  bower.     Then — ^aye — then  Matilda  d^ 

Aquila  had  seen   .'^    She  fixed   her  keeii 

dark  eye  again  upon  him — and  was  agai^ 
silent. 

^^  Seen  what  V  exclaimed  the  Earl»  a  littl^ 
sternly,  and  yet  impatient  to  hear  the  word 
spoken. 

'^  A  King  of  England !  to  whom  she  eould 
have  bowed  with  pride  and  joy!  whose  scc^^tit;, 
half  iron  and  half  gold,  treason  oould  never 
break.  A  King  who  would  have  been  migbt,y 
at  home  and  feared  abroad;  lov^d  by  the  noble 
few,  and  dreaded  by  the  million  base.  Such  had 
then  been,  and  such  will  Stephen  of  Albemarle 
never  be F 

'-*'  I  understand  thee,  my  fair  councillor,'**  said 
the  Earl)  "  but  that  King  methinks  would  have 
been  so  Qmened^  one  empire  had  been  too  little 
— ^too  narrow  for  their  ambition — ha !  Bethink 
thee,  lovely  Maud !  there  are  who — ^lacking  the 
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gblden  name  dt  Ifhig  or  Queen — have  yet  tlie 
pomp^flie  pride — ^the  state — ^aye,  and  per- 
cfiance,  double   the  poweTy  of  the   pnppetii  so 

giidear 

"  Never  !*'  said  Matilda,  "  the  name  is  power. 
To  that  the  many-headed  thing  faHs  down- 
pours out  its  treasures — «ues  to  be  trod  upon ! — : 
O,  my  great  lord  !  they  that  climb  high  moun- 
tains, e^en  but  for  a  boast,  content  them  not  but 
with  the  tap-most  p^ak ;  one  little  step  wanting 
to  thaty  and  they  have  achieved  nothing.  Nay ! 
I  am  dumb.  But  in  my  dreams — and  they  sure 
are  ho  traitors — ^a  voice  will  call  to  me,  *  Dr 
Mowbray  should  be  King  !'  " 

'*  Peace,**  said  the  Earl,  "  we  will  talk  of  this 

hereafter — ^it  may  be  that  tush  !    we 

prate  of  treasures  that  sleep  yet  in  mines 
undug.** 

He  paced  the  apartment  with  quickened 
steps  ;  and,  in  him^  even  that  symptom  of  irrita- 
tion denoted  a  feeling  more  disturbed  than  his 
wont. 

**  Yes  —  "  he  exclaimed  at  last,  pausing  in 
front  of  his  Countess,  "  Thou — thou^  Matilda  ! 
hadst  been  indeed  a  Queen  for  the  Monarch  of 
broad  Europe  !  and — ^had  the  dye  been  so  east 
— which  it  is  not  and  cannot  be — Robert  de 

L  3 
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Monarcb-4iO  sickly,  4^101  lAing  of  ^Mtmi^ 

^ve^*— I  had  been ^ttibh  !  t«tt*1  ^e^^d^eam, 

we  dream,  we  dreamt  Get  tJiee  M  OomrUfiio^, 
gentle  Maud  !'* 

And  to  Constance  the  gentle  Maud  w«tlt^iN^ 
cordingly ;  to  fsoixAA  the  depths  and  shallows  of 
her  ambition — ^if  ambition  she  had<Mx>  leftRi  h#r 
personal  feelings  towards  De  Albemarie,  and 
how  far,  in  any  event,  the  q)lendld  bribe  of  4l 
crown  would  inflaence  one  so  yMng'  and  so 
miworldly. 

It  is  needless  to  portray  the  interriew,  or  to 
state  the  result.  The  transparent  mind  Mid 
heart  of  Constance  could  hide  Htde  from  the 
keen  deep-reading  Matilda,  who  soon  took  as- 
surance that,  with  a  little  art,  the  utiicoi  so 
galling  to  her  pride  might  yet  be  prevented. 
She  even  vaitured,  but  in  Uidse  tones  of  sar- 
castic ambiguity  which  it  was  her  policy  to  pfaty 
off  upon  all  but  the  Ea^rl,  to  applaxid  her  step- 
daughter's repugnance  to  the  marriage,  and  to 
advise,  at  least,  steady  refusal  ontii  after  tlie 
approaching  battle;  if,  indeed,  sufficient  intervid 
oceprred  to  suggest  such  a  proposal. 

Thai  interval  was  not  to  occmr. 

Next  moming  a  horseman  rode  with  jaded 


xduraw^to(;^tJi6-J)ltriii9rs,  Jmi  ^muBLoMr  ^- 
ipiitieilii^,  to  be:Aad.«ii2i%bt  to  the  £arl. 

'  '^  Oood  newB  or  bad,  De  Lacy  T  cried  the 
hrtter^'fis  hiB  viiitor  advanced  with  the  Jiir.iof 
one  whose  tidings  gave  full  exemption  fi:om 
ceremony. 

'^  Piaaring  good  !*'  answered  the  Baron.  '^  The 
'Tynuit  is  marching  hither  with  every  banner  of 
faia  strength,  and  so,  too,  by  other  and  nearer, 
patths,  and.  with  all  our  host,  are  Stephen  de 
Albemarle  and  Hugb-le-Loup.''* 

^'  I  thank  God ! "  exclaimed  De  Mowbray. — 
'^  If  Stephen  ^r^^  make  good  his  march,  and  we 
conjoin  before  the  van  of  the  foe  be  up — ^St. 
Oeoi^!  a  battle  may  be  fought  and  gained 
before  to-morrow's  sun-down !  Good,  good, 
De  Laey,  what  more  I  What  of  the  siege  of 
Durham!" 

'^  Raised,"  said  the  Baron.  ''  It  was  the 
van^guard  of  their  power,  under  the  Constable 
De  Miles,  thait  lay  before  it*  Loudly  were  tl|ey 
defied  from. the  stout  walls;  and  loudly,  as  we 
had  news  1^  our  scouts  at  eve,  did  tiiey  threaten 
to  avenge  it;  hangiqg  and  thrusting  forth  of 
eyes  being  tbeir  gentlest  words.  Thereupon, 
well-minded  to  strike  the  first  blow,  we  arrayed 
a  band  at  nigfat-fatt — a  thousand  horse,  and 
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some. ten edore  offooi^  wiibhi)«iiea«RdrbdiM;}.iooW' 
ford  at  «Ubi  of  tide  ^^eatvmrdof  tb«>Nevf  CfMnHe,- 
aiid^  with  the  first  p0ep  of  dawn,  rushed  like  a 
swoUen  river  upon  Milo  de  Milea !  .Down  went 
many  a  hot  gaUaott  ehajrgi^  and-  knight,  old 
spurs  and  new !  and,  when  the  game  wm  at 
sweetest,  lo  ye !  a  pieked  troop  of  the  beleaguored 
garrison  sallied  me  forth,  full  kni^tly,  with 
brand  and  mace;  and  by  St.  Oecffgel  for  a» 
high«tomached  as  the  Constable  ia»  we  ha4 
given  him  a  blank  sanetus  for  his  morning 
mass,  had  not,  of  a  sudden,  the  royal  haaaer,  - 
broad  streaming  and  far  flashing,  sent  us  Hmmtf 
note  to  spur  steed  and  away !  Small  naed,  theft* 
to  bid  us  pack,  by  V  Lady !  but,  meaawhiie,  we 
had  reddened  the  grass,  and  emptied  I  know  not 
what  saddles,  and  laid  hand,  reeKsue  or  ao  nedcoe, 
upon  some  twenty  knights  of  name ;  no  lesa^or 
worse !  ^ 

'^  Why,  this  is  brave ! "  said  De  Mowbifiy^ 
exultingly ;  ^'  we  have  strieken  the  first  htow-^ 
— shed  the  first  blood!  Who  led  this  jciif 
troop!" 

*t  S^phen  himself;  and  had  wett  td^  fung 
De  Miles  upon  his  last  coneh,  but  that  good 
help  came  timdy.*' 

'*  And  ecmiSA  fieroe  Rufi«i  jmrlkvmxAy^  mH 


NbPthatiilie]*kaid,'^  ie^kig  two  holds  of  «trengtAi;  - 
Tytiemoatkand  Durham,  tuitaken  in  his  rear  T' 

"  Dp  and  away  I  **  cried  Reginald ;  "  with 
every  lanoe  and  banner  of  your  power,  or  Rufoe 
will  himself  make  answer  with  ram  and  cala^ 
pult  i^n  this  hold  of  strength !  I  promise  y^ 
we  sped  not  back  to  Tynemouth  to  lure  him 
thither;  bat,  on  and  on,  as  though  the  word 
were  Nortbward-ho !  and  he,  deeming  us,  be- 
like, bat  the  rear  of  our  joint  power,  gave  chase 
over  hill  and  holt,  until  the  game  was  lost  to 
the  royal  hunter,  by  special  trick;  for  one  that 
weH  knows  your  savage  wilds,  led  us  by  hidden 
paths  back  to  the  good  cheer  of  Prior  Baldwin, 
jolly  and  pert  as  bridegrooms !  ^ 

My  soul's  on  fire!"  exclaimed  the  Eari. 

What,  ho !  iwthin  there !  Torfin !— Hubert,  1 
would  say !     Hast  thou  told  all,  De  Lacy ! " 

"  No,**  replied  the  Baron  ;  "  every  white 
hath  its  black,  and  I  have  colder  news;  but 
they  must  oat.  Rescue  (and  with  a  heavy  hand) 
h«th  been  made  for  Alberic  du  Coci ! " 

"Ha!^' 

*^  The  bird  hath  flown,*"  continued  Reginald. 
'*  De  Tunbrif^,  as  ye  had  commanded,  led 
him  before  the  walls  of  the  New  Castle,  and 
threatened  lustily  to  torture  and  gibbet  the  poor 
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wight^  if  ihey  whiuri  8Uhi9ndered  notm^ihk  first 
flonriBh  of  trumpet.  By  Mary-mtftber  T  he  that 
blew  could  scaixse  put  biaas  to  lip  ece  that  j|0- 
cursed  Raymond  of  the  Heart  of  Steely  wfthraDcAi 
seanty  following  as  I  take  shame  to  teSL  ye  of, 
fell  like  a  thundeivbolt  upon  the  eammotiing 
band,  snatched  the  prey  from  their  grip^  and, 
to  the  boot  of  that,  made  prisoner  of  De  Tai- 
bridge  himself,  after  hurling  him  from  the  aiddl^ 
with  a  shock  like  a  falling  tower !  So  much  Hor 
the  gay  gallant,  Sir  Ubert,  and  for  tkB  reaooe 
of  Alberic  du  Coci." 

De  Mowbray,  like  the  higb-bred  Pirate  of 
the  Cyclades,  ^*  the  mildest  mannered  mah ! " 
quitted  the  chamber  without  a  wopd  of  rsge.; 
but  they  that  knew  him  might  have  read  eemigh 
in  his  burning  eyo  and  compressed  lipsc  He 
beckoned  his  guest  to  follow,  and  they  paeaed  to 
the  battlements  and  court  of  guard. 

Presently,  the  vast  fortress  resouadad  witih 
the  clang  of  steel,  the  heavy  tread  of  akenrat^ 
arms,  the  cries  of  women,  the  neigh  and  stamp 
of  coursers,  and  every  sound  of  pre^MUsatite  ktr 
departure ;  the  departure  of  all  but  the  mere 
number  essential  to  man  the  walla  i^sainst  aiiy 
detachment  of  the  Royalists;  while  the  mHin 
body  marched  to  the  junctloR  with  I>e  Albe-^ 
marie  and  Hiigh-le-Loup. 


BDPBS.  231 

:-^  I  karre  thee/'  «aid  Bb*1  Robert  to  MatiUa, 
HB- thci  Kkig^Uke  urairior  pressed  the  woukUbe 
%iden  to  his  bbamn, — ^^I  le&ve  tkee,  lovely 
Msudi  butitis  to  retvm  with  prouder  joy.  Be 
thou  my  OaBtelhm  of  B^mborough  indeed-*- 
•yioioiy  awaitB  us!  As  the  wolf  against  the 
feU — ^aa  the  falcon  against  the  quarry,  go  we 
against  the  Tyrant !  Farewell,  my  Bride !  my 
lOTseKest  I  and  my  bravest !  60 !  pour  some- 
what of  thy  i^irit  into  Conatanee,  whom  I  have 
left  with  the  white  cheek  that  shames  a 
daughter  of  my  race." 
■    And  sb  ihey  parted. 

Meanwhile  De  Lacy  had  snatched  a  soklier's 
meal,  and  was  about  to  hurry  to  the  ballium, 
where  a  fresh  horse  ^waited  him,  when  his  path 
was  suddealy  crossed  by  Constance,  with  the 
^^  white  chedc/'  which  had  so  scandalized  her 
warlike  father.  Earth  seemed  to  rock  beneath 
him !  and  oeean  to  give  up  its  dead !  for  never 
bad  the  conscience-stridcen  villain  dared  to 
breathe  even  her  name  within  the  walls  of  Tyne- 
mouih,  and  by  his  instant  flight  to  Newcastle, 
aft^  the  rescue  from  Se-Blaca's  caverns,  and  in 
the  oeveiveeasing  ^iiirl  of  military  events  which 
followed,  be  was  ignorant  that  the  heroic  girl 
still  lived  and  suflered.     Her  spirit  was  now 
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fixed — invulnerable — she  encountered  him  with- 
out a  start — ^without  a  shudder — without  a  word 
or  gesture.  She  gazed  upon  him  with  cold  un> 
changing  eye,  and  passed  with  slow  unvarying 
step  into  the  vaulted  gloom  beyond.  But  when 
her  gleaming  form  faded  in  the  darkness,  he, 
who  would  have  faced  a  host  of  foes — ^to  whom 
battle  and  storm  and  wreck  had  been  familiar 
things — uttered  a  cry  of  terror  so  loud,  and 
rushed  with  such  blind  and  headliuig  kaste  to  the 
open  air  of  the  ballium,  to  see  human  faces  and 
hear  human  voices,  that'  if,  indeed,  there  is 
power  given  to  the  spirits  of  evil  to  keep  sur- 
veillance over  their  slaves  on  earth,  the  triumph 
of  one  fiend,  at  least,  was  anticipated  that 
hour,  and  infernal  laughter  might  have  been 
heard  as  De  Lacy  fled  from  the  dnonbersof 
Bamborough  I — 


**  'Tis  conscience  that  makes  oowards  of  vaedl ! 
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CHAPTER  XIII. 


Out,  tlaa  I  what  a  grief  is  tkU  f 

That  princes'  subjects  cannot  be  true  t 
But  still  the  devil  hath  some  of  bis, 
WiU  play  their  parts  whatsoever  ensue  I 
Fongettia^^  what  a  grievous  thing 
'Tis  to  offend  the  anointed  king. 
Alas,  for  woe  I 
Why  should  it  be  so  ? 
This  makes  a  sorrowial  heigh-ho  I" 

Tht  Kmg  qf  Scott  and  Andrew  Browne, 


Wb  agree  with  the  poet  of  the  Orlando — 

*'  Come  raccende  il  gusto  ii  mutare  esca 
Cosi  mi  par  che  la  mia  Istoria  quanto, 
Or  qnkf  or  Ui  piik  variata  sia 
Meno  a  chi  Tndira  nojoso  iia/* 

And,  therefore,  while  the  Northern  levies  of 
the  insurgents  file  out  in  long  array  from  the 
towers  of  Ida,  banner  after  banner,  pennon  after 
pennon,  to  join  their  Southern  allies ;  and  while 
Matilda,  lance  in  hand,  like  the  presiding  Genius 
of  chivalry,  waves  adieu  from  the  battlements, 


we  will  outstrip  tiiem  ^^apoa  iBiBfpmeA:^^iag" 
and,  for  a  little  interval,  go  backta  the  Ifetrpre* 
ceding  dajs — to  the  banka  ci  Tyne,  andtotBaVr 
mond  CcBur  d''Acier.  •  - 

With  r»q)ect  to  the  gallaot  Squire,  however, 
our  purpose  may,  perhaps,  be  answered  by  aei* 
ting  before  the  reader  a  certain  Cavalier  in  eom^ 
plete  armour  of  trelliaed  mail,  of  that  blue  tinge 
which  is  given  by  fire  to  steel,  and  whom,  thfire^ 
fore,  as  is  known  to  all  readers  of  romance,  we 
have  a  privilege  to  call^  for  distiMetion'is  Bake, 
'' the  Blue  Knightr 

This  personage,  whom  we  shall  mwely  describe 
as  being  of  the  precise  height,  bulk, .  strtogth, 
activity,  and  so  on,  of  Raymond,  and-  as  con- 
stantly wearing  either  a  close  pyramidal  hebnet, 
or  the  hauberk  hood,  drawm  over  the  head  and 
neck,  was  an  object  of  mysterious  interest  to  the 
whole  royal  camp.  Immediately  afiei*  the  sue* 
cessful  storming  of  the  New  Castle,  as  related  by 
De  Lacy,  he  had  appeared  before  the  King  li^ioit 
jhis  march,  thrown  himself  at  the  royal  feot,:\v«lli 
the  keys  of  the  recovered  fortress,  and.present^ 
ing  them  as  an  earnest  of  his  future  WyaHy; 
prayed  to  be  admitted  in  any  honourable  capat 
city  to  serve  against  the.rebels^^  Birth,.  rakik» 
name,  fortunes,  all  were  a  shut  book.    He  4b* 
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clincd' 16  answer  one  qaestifm  respeeting  them, 
or;  rather^  made  it  hia  eaniesi  entreaty  that  the 
Mouacrek  would  not  so  mterrogate  Ura  until  be 
had  done  further  and  more  important  servioeB  in 
the  busy  seenea  about  to  follow.  Rafhs,  highly 
efairairoQa,  however  de^Mitic,  and  delighted  with 
the  youth's  fiist  achievement,  willingly  allowed 
of  the  incognito,  and  swore  by  St.  Luke's  face« 
tkatif  tbe  Spris^d  were  not  yet  ^  Right  Wor> 
shapfWl'"  (aa  the  gOded  spurs  did  not  appear),  it 
waahigh  time  he  should  be  so.  Striking  his 
kneeling  suitor,  therefore,  with  his  sword,  he 
hade  him  arise  with  the  designation,  pro  tempore^ 
of ''  Tke Knight  ^f  the  Stormed  Castle" 

The  new  chevalier  seemed  determined  to 
br^gltttiD  his  new  spars,  for,  returning  with  fiery 
speed  to  prepare  the  royal  entry  into  Newcastle, 
fae  was  m  time  to  make  the  equaUy  daring  and 
saeeessftil  sally  which  the  Baron  of  Newark  luw 
9^  described,  and,  by  which,  not  only  were  the 
vebeia  discomfited*  with  greatly  inferior  forces, 
but '  Da'Odei  was  snatched  from  a  dangerous  cap^ 
ti9ity,«nd<Sir  Ilbert  de  Tunbridge  made  captive 
hiUMetf.  The  exploit  set  Uie  etamp  of  the  King's 
favnur 'indelibly  upon  his  unknown  champion; 
altifough;  fer  some  reason,  we  must  observe,  the 
e^fftbr^  ooneeafed  the  name  of  his  prispner  from 
the  royal  ear. 
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Bftitle  in  generally  a  inid-4«ini7:p^t  bedweev 
rerd  and  Amccal ;  at  ifeasiit  Jbi^geoecaUj  b^eii 
80  ivkb  tbe  chivalry  of  this  iaUnd^fffom  the*  field 
of  Hastings  to  that  of  Wat^oo. 
•  There  was  a  banquet  m  the  great  hidl  at  th^ 
fortreiBi  so  often  mentioned  in  these  pages,  the 
now  OU  CasUe^  wliich  originally  gare  name  to 
iVetr-eastle,  and  was  built  by  the  King^s  brotfaen 
Robert  of  the  Short-hose,  t5  ke^  in  awe  both 
the  intractable  Northumbrians,  and  their  sava^ 
enemies  the  Scotch.  No  doubt  it  was  worth  all 
the  trouble  of  buildings  and  taking  and  re-taking. 
The  keep  wasa  O«ndo(f  nearly  ninety  feet  hi|^; 
the  walls  Were  fourteen  feet  in  thickness ;  the 
outworks  corresponded;  and  the  whole  stood 
high  upon  the  river  bank,  so  asto  command  not 
only  the  town  but  a  consideraUe  reach  of  the 
stream,  and  the  only  bridge  across  it  for  some 


In  the  hall,  now,  alas !  a  common  kitdien,  al- 
though decorated  with  some  mixed  ftagmenlB  of 
anns  and  armour,  aU  of  a  much  later  date 
than  our  tale.  King  Wfflian  Rufus  feasted  his 
byal  Bafons  and  Kni^tsnpan  the  eve  €»f  battle, 
and  played  the  royal  host  with  all  the  careless 
jollity  and  humour  proper  to  ''Li  Reis  Roa,'* 
(as  the  old  minstrel,  Wace,  calfe  him,)  when 
amongst  the  favoured  of  his  li«>;;es  in  convivial 
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Menfk^ntB.  Axoond  Bst  die  slatelj  Barsna^  of 
BnglanA;  the  adble  and  gallant  anceston  (with 
Ail  their  iMdtB)  of  the  m&gt  noble  and  gaiknl 
nobility  (with  all  their  fiEiults)  in  the  wor)d4 

There  were  tht  Percies  and  the  Bigods,  and  the 
Grantmisnile ;  the  Mortimers  and  the  Staffi>rdB ; 
the  Clares,  the  Beaochamps — ^the  Montgomerys 
— ^the  Warennes — ^the  De  Veres — and  a  long 
Hit  of  names  mighty  for  good  and  evil  in  English 
annals. 

There,  tooi,  quaffing,  p^haps,  from  the  same 
goUet,  and  carousing  with  one  heart,  sat  the 
*•'' forbear m"^  of  future  aspirants  to  Scottish 
royalty ;  the  Baliols  and  the  Braces,*  both 
fSJifted  by  the  Conqueror  with  estates  in  Mother 
England.  There,  in  all  the  distinction  of  con* 
quest  and  mystery  of  concealment,  sate  the 
Blue  Knight  of  the  Stormed  Castle ;  and,  near 
him,  attended  in  especial  by  our  worthy  friend 
Nicholas,  appeared  Sir  Alberie  du  Coci,  Gas- 
telbn,  at  length,  m  good  earnest,  of  those 
ooveted  towers.  And  there,  stru^  to  say,  and^ 
indeed,  to  the  surprise  (perhaps  disgust)  of 
many,  sat  the  venerable  Jodesac  eum  JBarbA 

*  The  lovely  estate  of  Castle  Eden,  half-way  betwixt  Wear 
aod  T«e8,  was  fgiteu  by  the  Conqutror  to  mn  Miceator  o( 
King  Rab«rt  JDmoe. 
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looking  ezceediiigty  like  wime  white^besrded 
prophet  of  tke  primal  da^y  ieB^ing  with  the 
armed  captaina  of  hondreds  mid  i*ftp<nitm  of 
thousands  of  the  rejoicing  host' to  which  he  -hod 
prefigured  Tictory.  Nor  after  saeh  mentMi, 
must  we  irreverently  forget  the  presence  cf  the 
Bkhc^  of  Rochester  and  of  Lioooln,  bct^ides 
some  ecclesiastics  of  lowergiade ;  Priors  bokmg 
for  fat  abbacies,  aad  Abbots  longing  for  tnmd« 
lation. 

Last,  but  &r  from  least,  and  neither  Earl, 
Baron,  Knight,  Squire,  Jew,  nor  (as  j-et) 
Bishop,  but  as  bold,  as  turbulent,  as  biythe* 
some,  as  rapacious,  and  as  stately  as  the  whole, 
there  sat  the  great  Justiciary  Flambard,  who, 
upon  a  special  missicm,  (the  mortgage  of  GujeHK 
and  Poictou  for  money  to  etfuip  their  Duke  for 
the  Crusades),  had  hurried  down  to  the  Royal 
camp,  and  sate  now  within  i^iqierii^  distance 
of  the  King^s  ear.  Council  was  thus  econo- 
mically mixed  up  with  ra>el,  and  the  Monardi 
and  his  favourite  might  confer  at  pleasure,  with- 
out "  displacing  the  goienil  mirths'' 

''  Now,  tell  me,""  said  Milo  de  Miles,  apart  to 
the  Marshal,  ^^  what  mnooth  eoneeit  in  yonder 
paper  doth  the  Kii^  love  sa  well  that  his  lungs 
are  tickled  thus  to  czowingl^ 


.  ^' Some  biting  je«t  of  the  good  BanulpiLB  ;'* 
answered  Montgomery.  ^^  S<«ie  fresh  device^  I 
warmat,  for  the  emptying  o(  other  men's 
pansee^  By  our  Lady  i  no  man's  pottage  is 
safe*  fron  their  njfoom  ;  Knight  or  wight — Earl 
or  chtud/' 

The  random  shaft  hit  the  faull  s  eye.  Rufus, 
naver  so  gay  as  upon  the  eve  of  battle,  especially 
if  mcney-ToUing  furnished  matter  of  conversa- 
tion, laughed  and  chuckled  over  a  scroll  given 
Mm  by  Flambard,  who  merely  curled  his  thin 
Up  widi  the  sardonic  nnile  which  was  his  ut- 
most visible  indu^nce  of  mirth.  The  scroll 
was  beaded  ^^  Fines  and  Oblatos,^  and  the  King 
read  from  it,  with  great  gusto,  the  following, 
and  other  minutes  of  like  decency: — 

"  Imprimis. — Twenty  marks  from  Richard 
the  eon  of  Gilbert,  for  the  King's  help,  that  he 
may  recover  his  debt  from  the  Jews. 

^^ /ife]ii«— Five  marks,  and  twenty  lampre}^, 
and  two  hundred  hens ;  from  the  wife  of  Hugh  de 
NevillO)  that  she  may  visit  her  husband  in  prison 
for  one  day  and  one  night. 

'^  J/e]n.'-*^T^enty  marks  and  twenty  shads, 
from  Peter  de  Peraris,  for  leave  to  salt  fishes 
as  Peter  GShevron  used  to  do. 

''  Item, — Two  Norway  hawks  and  a  hundred 
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shillingB  from  R&lph  de  Mitford,  that  the  King 
will  protect  him  in  the  matter  of  Roger  Ber- 
tram's mother. 

'^  Item. — A  hundred  marks  and  two  palfreys 
with  housings,  from  Hugh,  Archdeacon  of 
Wells,  that  his  concubine  and  his  childri^n  may 
be  let  out  upon  bail. 

'^  Item. — A  hundred  lampreys,  and  ten  pea- 
cocks,  and  one  tun  of  good  wine  from  the  UisH«kp 
of  Winchester,  for  his  not  putting  the  Kii^ 
in  mind  to  give  garters  and  a  girdle  to  the 
Countess  of  Gloucester. 

"  Item. — Ten  marks,  and  five  palfreys,  with 
housings,  and  a  cast  of  hawks  with  bel?i  and 
bewits  thereunto,  from  Robert  de  Burton,  i\M 
the  King  wiU  hold  his  tongue  about  Henry 
PineFs  wife." 

Such  were  the  substantial  jests  which  amused 
King  William ;  and  such  the  modest  registration 
of  Exchequer  Barons,  in  Uiose  golden  days  of 
equitable  government. 

Du  Coc^i  now  tdd  the  strange  tale  of  his 
adventure  in  Se-Blaca's  caverns,  and  for  his 
pains  excited  much  more  merriment  than  sym- 
pathy. 

'^  By  St.  Luke's  face !"  cried  Rufus,  v^ith  CNne 
of  his  tremendous  laughs,  "  much  fear  was  there 
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tfud  little  peril !  the  saw  is  old.  Sir  Alberie,  and 
well  approved,  they  drown  not  that  have  other 
weird  fore-doomed." 

"  T  thank  heaven  for  my  company  then !" 
answered  the  Knight ;  '*  but  I  can  tell  ye,  my 
Liege,  it  was  well  nigh  choking  time  with  the 
strongest  of  us ;  for  as  gamesome  as  the  matter 
seems  in  this  presence/' 

•  "  And  how  looked  our  gracious  Cousin  King 
Stephen  T  asked  the  Monarch. 

"  As  Hke  a  true  Prince,*^  replied  Du  Coci 
honestly,  *^  as  a  false  one  might. — Looking 
upon  the  billows  that  came  on  like  lions,  as 
though  they  would  go  back  as  such  at  his  royal 
glance.  Little  cared  the  roarers  for  that,  and 
uxmld  have  done^  had  a  true  Prince  been  there  ; 
even  he*  who  once  asked,  '  Didst  thou  ever  hear 
of  a  King  that  was  drowned  V  " 

"  And  how  bore  him  the  lost  varlet  Raymond, 
De  Mowbray's  fiery  gallant  ?  ha  ?  he  of  the  Heart 
of  Steel  ?" 

'*  Why,  with  stout  heart,  as  the  Heart  of  Steel 
shDuld,'"  answered  the  Knight.  '^  I  say  it  not 
ia  dfeoourtesy,  but  even  your  Grace'^s  new  Gallant 
yonder,  the  Knight  of  the  Stormed  Castle,  had 
borne  him  no  better." 

*  ltt{fk9  Mmsiff,  ttt  Par f mouth. 
VOL.  III.  M 
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"  And  the  remaining  twain  f  said  Rufua, 
"  what  of  them  T 

^'  One/'  replied  the  CasteUan,  ^*  wh<Hn  /  will 
answer  for,  wished  himself  in  Afaraham'^s  bosom, 
if  better  might  not  be ;  and  t'other  cussed  as 
horribly  as  though  he  had  been  already  in  Hell, 
and  knew  that  worse  oould  not  be." 

"  Rebellious  dog!"  cried  the  King.  ^' Ocean 
hath  cast  him  back  to  earth  that  fire  and  steel 
may  work  upon  him !  and  we  will  have  his  lands 
and  moveables — manors  and  castles!  hisy  and 
our  loyal  kinsman^s,  Lupus,  and  the  great  Devil, 
De  Mowbray^s,  and  those  of  all  their  &ction  i 
Marry,  my  loving  lieges,  'tis  but  in  good 
time !  for  our  Welsh  wars,  and  these  home 
bickerings,  and  building  castles,  and  (in  our 
feve  to  mother  church!)  abbeys  and  priories, 
have  shorn  our  treasury  of  its  last  golden 
fleece.''* 

''  Chiefly,"  said  Flambard,  ''  and  I  speak  it 
with  solemn  reverence,  your  Grace's  singwlar 
love  of  holy  church !  building,  as  ye  have  sud, 
huge  monasteries  (as,  for  example,  of  Carlisle,) 
and  priories  (as  of  Aimethwaite,)  and  haq>itals, 
(as  of  St.  Leonard's,  in  York.)  The  Lord  be 
bountiful  unto  you  and  us  I  and  make  us  thank- 
ful for  your  heavenly-mindedness !  in  eq>ecial^ 


BUFua;  243 

the  servants  of  mother  chnrch,  our  bishops^ 
abbots,  and  priors,  who,  if  grace  be  given  them, 
will,  of  a  surety,  come  forward  with  heaped  cof- 
fers in  this  time  of  pinching  need  ! — I  crave 
your  Grace^s  leave  to  fill  this  goblet  to  all  and 
sundry  such  holy  prelates,  wishing  them  the 
healthful  spirit  to  give  largely  out  of  their 
boundless  abundance!''' — 

The  toast  went  round  with  solemn  mocker}'. 

^^  I  thank  the  great  Justiciary,"  said  a  spirited 
Ecclesiastic  present,  "  for  my  own  poor  part 
herein ;  and  pray  well  that  he  remember  him 
vrhat  goodly  pickings  and  gleanings  fell  of  late 
firom  the  Abbey  of  Waltham  to  the  Royal  Ex- 
chequer." 

^^  Oood,  pious  souls  r  exclaimed  the  Favou* 
rite,  witli  the  same  sneering  gravity. — ^^  Over 
bountiful  were  they  at  our  request! — but,  as 
ensample  to  others,  I  will  pubUsh  it  aloud  in 
Uath  and  Askalon,  and  all  the  cities  of  the 
Philistines.  Six  thousand  six  hundred  and 
sixty-six  pounds,'*^  current  money  of  his  Grace's 
realm,  did  they  impart  unto  vaos  a  benevolence, 
by  melting  of  chalices,  and  pixies,  of  tabernacles, 

•  A  modest  /act.     Very  correctly  stated  by  the  Minister, 
such  being  the  sum  to  a  nicety.     "  Fbrtootht  a  great  aritk- 
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and  ampuls ;  and  candlesticks  and  philatories, 
and  basins  and  chrysmatories ;  and  by  a  modest 
yielding  up  of  copes  and  crosses,  and  albs,  an,d 
stoles,  and  chasubles,  and  morses.  Never- 
theless," continued  the  facetious  Procurator, 
"  there  are,  even  amongst  the  ungodly,  those 
who  cast  in  their  mite  with  a  willing  heart ;  as, 
for  example,  my  Liege  and  Lords,  this  pitiably 
poor  and  perishing  man,  Jodesac  of  Winchester, 
who,  in  his  unworldliness,  scarce  knowing  a 
shekel  from  a  bezant,  hath  yet  joumied  hither 
for  very  love  and  loyalty,  to  make  tender  to  his 
Grace  of  some  poor  sixty  merks  !" 

"  And  we  will  deal  with  him  after  his  desert," 
said  the  King.  '^  Let  him  advance,  and  make 
deposit  before  all  this-presence ;  that  he  maybe 
as  a  burning  light  to  the  Synagogue,  and  put  to 
shame  the  Gentiles  of  niggard  hand !  Hast 
thou  those  shekels  of  gold  and  shekels  of  mlver 
under  thy  gaberdine,  good  Israelite! " 

^'  Thou  art  gamesome,  O  King ! "  said  the 
child  of  the  Promise.  "  But  remember,  I  pray 
thee,  that  the  sixty  merks  were  as  a  price  and 
a  sum  for  the  power  of  thy  royal  breath.  Hast 
thou,  indeed,  turned  back  the  youth  to  the 
paths  of  the  steps  of  his  fathers  ?  and  made  him 
to  renounce  alike  the  fierce  and  superstitious 
doings  of  thy  people  V 
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"  lafidel  dog ! "  exclaimed  the  Bishop  of  Ro- 
ob^eter,  in  h^h  wrath  at  this  exordium. 

'^  Stiff-necked  abomination  I**"  cried  his  brother 
of  LiBcobi. 

^'  Get  thee  behind  us,  Satan ! "  shouted  a 
third  Dignitary. 

While  a  fourth  crossed  himself  and  repeated 
the  adjuring  formula : 

"  Per  hoc  ng^nm  sancti  cmcifl, 
Libera  me  de  malignis,"  &c.  &c. 

^'  Peace,  men  of  zeal ! "  cried  the  Monarch ; 
**  and  do  thou,  Jodesac,  deposit  thy  small  nothing 
of  a  gift.  The  shekels,  I  say,  Jew !  the  shekels  l"** 

Jodesac  looked  about  him,  as  if  to  gather 
from  surrounding  faces  what  course  were  best, 
and  then,  suddenly,  as  if  distrusting  his  own 
resolution,  laid  a  small  bag  at  the  King's  foot, 
whioh  the  nimble  fingers  of  the  Justiciary  closed 
upon  like  harpy  talons. 

''  Stand  forth,"  said  the  Monarch,  "  our  Cas- 
tellaa,  Alberic  du  Coci.  Hast  thou  a  squire  bight 
'  Nicholas  with  the  Sword  V "" 

«'  I  have,  my  Liege,*'  answered  the  Knight; 
*'  and  the  sweet  youth  is  here" — beckoning  for- 
ward the  modest  Nicholas. 
>    ^^  Who  made  thee  a  lover  of  pork  I  "  said  the 
King,  ^^  with  that  beaked  visage  of  thine  I  Back 
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to  thjr trough  and  wallow!  go;  kiss  the  beard 
of  thy  father,  and  repent  thee  mto  thy  bhrtii- 
right.  If  not,  by  St.  Luke's  face,  I  will  put 
long  divorce  'twixt  thee  and  swinels  flesh  !  I 
will  have  thee  shaven  a  monk  upon  yond^  grim 
islands  of  Fam,  and  scourged  from  matins  to 
i^ampUne  with  knotted  thongs ! " 

'^  I  swear  to  thee,  great  King ! "  answered 
Nicholas,  ^'  that  I  am  under  a  vow  to  St.  Abra- 
ham, St.  Isaac,  and  St.  Jacob,  to  do  my  devok 
in  the  coming  battle !  and  that  I  will  be  shaven 
from  crown  to  toe,  and  scourged  from  Pentecost 
to  mid*winter  ere  I  become  fcnrswom!  I  call 
these  holy  Bishops  to  witness,  that  I  am  a  Chris- 
tian sinner  and  no  Jew ! "" 

'^  Thou  hearest,  Jodesac,^  resumed  the  King. 
'^  Thou  hearest !  the  knave  is  a  stifl^necked 
knave !  he  must  needs  keep  his  vow ;  I  grieve  to 
say  it ;  and  doubly,  yea,  trebly  do  I  grieve  to 
give  thee  back  the  shekels.  But  we  are  just, 
even  as  thou  art  generous ;  and,  seeing  that  we 
have  not  wrought  out  fully  the  matter  in  hand, 
win  return  thee  the  price  appointed,  saving  only 
that  poor  moiety  which  is  righteously  due  to 
us  for  having  laboured  in  thy  cause ;  to  wit, 
thirty  marks !  Divide  the  spoil,  good  Banulph, 
and  let  the  son  of  Jacob  depart  in  peace." 


BUFU8. 


247 


JodeefMS  shrugged  his  venerable  shouldere; 
and  then,  without  speaking,  shook  his  thin 
fingem  in  the  face  (rf  Nicholas;  while  the 
Minister,  with  a  gravity  which  convulsed  the 
board,  told  out  thirty  pieces  of  money,  and  then 
gave  back  the  reduced  purse  to  the  Jew. 

''  And  canst  thou,"  said  the  latter,  undis- 
mayed by  the  mighty  presence  in  which  he 
stood;  "Canst  thou  do  this  thing,  and  rend 
from  me  that  which  is  mine,  even  whilst  the 
feast  brings  merriment  to  thee,  and  wine  maketh 
thine  heart  glad ! " 

^^  I  can,"  returned  the  ready-witted  and 
brazen-fronted  Flambard;  "  for  thou,  Jodesac, 
knowest  that  ^  a  feast  is  made  for  laughter,  and 
wine  maketh  merry,'  but  '  money  emswerethfor 
all  things!''  60 — ^make  thy  face  shine ;  let  not 
thine  heart  be  at  thy  left  side !    Go ! " 

"  I  go,"  answered  the  stately  Jew,  "  with  a 
sick  heart,  for  I  have  conceived  chaiFand  brought 
forth  stubble.  I  depart  from  amongst  ye,  seeing 
that  it  is  ever  as  the  Wisdom  of  old  spake — '  Be- 
hold !  the  Prince  requireth,  and  the  Judge  asketh 
for  a  reward.  They  do  evil  with  both  hands 
earnestly — the  best  of  them  is  as  a  brier — the 
most  upright  is  sharper  than  a  thorn-hedge  !  ^  ^ 

''  Fill  full,  my  lieges,"  said  Rufus,  after  the 
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jest  of  the  thirty  merks  was  oyer,  and  the  Jew  had 
•departed,  **  and  drink  we  to  the  speedy  division 
into  baronies  of  those  vast  earldoms,  Northumber- 
land and  Chester.  By  St.  Luke's  face !  we  will 
find  finger-room  in  the  pasty  for  laics  and  clericjs 
both !  Who  here  of  mother  church  would  be  an 
Abbot,  when  we  have  hanged  up  yon  burly  Bald- 
win of  Tynemouth  V* 

*'  I,  good  my  liege !"  cried  a  portly  Prior, 
*'  and  will  consider  your  Orace's  need  in  these 
pinching  days  !*' 

'^And  I,  great  King!"shouted  another  ^^round, 
fat,  oily  man  of  cloisters ;"  "I  would  full  fain  be 
the  shepherd  of  that  flock,  and  I  will  consider 
thine  exchequer  well !  I  will  lavish  gold  out  of 
the  bag,  and  weigh  silver  in  the  balance  !" 

^'  And  what  wilt  thou  do  V*  said  Rufus  to  a 
pale,  grave  monk,  whose  eye  had  turned  from  one 
of  these  Simoniacal  traffickers  to  the  other,  with 
genuine  glances  of  scorn  and  detestation ;  ^*  what 
wilt  thou  give,  ha  ?  *' 

"Nothing,*'  replied  the  Monk,  with  quiet 
.firmness. 

"  Nothing !"  repeated  the  King. 

^^  Nothing  !^  echoed  Flambard,  in  mock  asto- 
nishment— "  Nothing  ?  Bethink  thee,  good 
book-a-bosom !  bethink  thee  !  Nothing!  Knowest 
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thou  the  ric/tes  of  yonder  monastery  ?  its  lands  ? 
its  tithes!  its  villas?  its  mills?  advowaonsj 
fisheries !  and  rents !  its  fairs !  its  rights  of  sac 
and  socne?  infaTigeon  theoff  tol  and  team?  its 
privilege  of  courts  and  wreck  of  the  sea  ?  ha ! 
Knowest  thou  all  this,  and  sayst  thou  will  give 
nothing  ?** 

"  I  hear  it,'*  said  the  Priest,  "  and  will  give 
NOTHING.     It  were  a  deadly  sin." 

"  Then,  by  St.  Luke's  face !  thou  art  the 
honestest  feUow  of  the  three,"  exclaimed  Rufus, 
''  and  shalt  be  Abbot  of  Tynemouth,  without  pay- 
ment of  one  sinful  penny !  Fill  me  a  goblet 
there  !  fill  all,  and  drink  we  to  the  Abbot  elect ; 
he  hath  saved  me,  perchance,  from  seeing  the 
devil  caper  upon  money-bags,  as  Saxon  Edward, 
the  crowned  Confessor,  saw  him  upon  those 
filled  with  the  Danegelt  Tax.*' 

"  Aye,"  said  the  Bishop  of  Rochester  (an  old 
thorn  in  the  King's  side)  *'  thatiAn^  great  Sove- 
reign, for  the  levying  of  which  Archbishop  Aldred 
cursed  .thy  fiither  with  his  dying  breath  ! " 

"  Why,"  answered  Rufus, "  ye  be  good  cursers, 
ye  priests — curses  are  as  meat  and  drink  to  ye — 
ntLy?  ye  boast  of  being  clothed  with  them  as  with 
a  garment;  or  of  clothing  others,  I  know  not  well 
which.     But,  to-morrow,  he  that  fights  not  shall 
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pray;  and,  he  that  prays  not  for  ««,  I  wffl  dothe 
Am  in  a  doublet  of  stone,  with  hose  of  iron* 
Sir  Knight  of  the  Stormed  Castle !  thou  that 
hast  stricken  the  first  blow!  taken  the  fii«t 
stronghold !  made  the  first  knightly  prisoner ! 
what  sayest  thou  T  Shall  we  have  splintering  of 
lances,  and  cleaving  of  helms  and  shields  to  thy 
heart's  content?" 

^^  Let  me  not  answer  as  a  boaster,  great  King  !*' 
replied  the  Blue  Knight ;  ^*  I  have  done  no  more 
than  the  least  here  would  have  done,  with  the 
like  bitter  prompting.  For  this  fortress,  I  took 
it  with  borrowed  power — ^the  power  of  Sir  Alberic 
du  Coci — and  upon  him  (who  would  have  wrought 
as  fairly  had  he  been  free)  be  all  the  honour  and 
fair  fame.  I  crave  but  to  dispose  of  one  prisoner 
until  the  battle  be  over,  and  then  that,  if  my 
prayer  be  still  for  mercy  upon  his  head,  that 
prayer  may  be  heard." 

^^  Tush !"  said  Rufus,  little  accustomed  to  re- 
quests so  modest,  ^'  be  near  me  when  the  battle 
joins.'''  And  then,  tummg  to  Montgomery,  De 
Miles,  and  others  of  his  more  mature  chivahy, 
the  shrewd  son  of  the  Conqueror  ^ke  of  past 
victories,  jested  upon  past  follies,  and  siud  a 
thousand  things  which,  in  the  poetical  bmguage 
of  Scripture,  were  as  ^^  dew  upon  the  grass"  to 
the  spirits  of  all  around. 
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So  (MU9Bed  the  evening  with  the  ^^  court  and 
ca9ip"  of  William  Rufus;  but  an  early  hour 
finished  the  revel,  and  the  first  beams  of  the 
morning  sun  showed 

"  Battle's  magnificently-stem  amy  1** 

The  live^long  night  the  clink  of  armourers' 
hammers  had  been  heard  every  where  within  the 
double  walls  of  Newcastle-upon-Tyne,  and,  very 
soon  aft^  day-break,  the  whole  Host,  five-and- 
twenty  thousand  strong,  was  equipped  for  march 
and  battle.  These  were  fighting-men,  exclusive 
of  the  usual  hangers-on  of  an  army,  sutlers, 
women,  and  '^  camp-followers,"  in  general. 

The  greater  part  heard  mass,  and  made  confes- 
sion ;  and  the  Bishops  of  Rochester  and  Lincoln 
officiated  before  the  King  and  some  of  the  chief 
nobles,  in  the  little  chapel,  whose  beautiful  ruins 
are  still  the  pride  of  the  towers  of  '^  Courthose." 

The  Pursuivants-at-arms  of  the  Lord  High 
Marshal  then  rode  along  the  crowded  ranks, 
and,  at  every  banner-stand,  proclaimed  the  sta- 
tute of  the  King  for  military  observance,  as 

follows : — 

The  Statuth. 

L  For  Obeyionce. — That  no  man  be  so  hardy 
to  raise  banner  or  pennon  of  St.  George,  to  draw 
together,  or  withdraw  men  from  the  host ;  nor 


tQ  cry '^  bavoc ! '^  far  t(4ceii  of  pillage ;  nor  to  take 
priaoner  a  child  under  fourtoeo,  nnleiB  he  be  a 
lord,  a  knight,  or  a  worshiped  man  s  son ;  nor 
to  diaarray  him  in  the  battle  for  any  tidinga  thai 
come  into  the  host. 

'  II.  For  Holy  Church. — That  no  man  be  so 
hardy,  unless  he  be  a  priest,  to  touch  the  Sacra- 
ment of  God's  body,  nor  the  veasel  which  it  is 
in ;  nor  to  shiy  any  man  of  holy  church,  uidesa 
he  be  armed ;  nor  to  make  prisoner  any  snidi 
holy  man.  Upon  pain  to  be  drawn  and  hanged* 
or,  at  the  best,  to  be  imprisoned,  and  his  goods 
forfeit,  and  his  body  at  the  King's  will. 

III.  Far  Watch  and  Ward. — Eveiy  man  to 
keep  watch  and  ward  duly  and  truly,  nig^t  and 
day  in  his  herbergage* ;  to  waste  no  vietnala  ; 
and  to  look  well  that  his  men-at-arms  and  aicheia 
make  no  raidsf^  without  license  of  the  Constable 
or^Marshal. 

IV.  Far  Prisoners.— He  that  first  bears  a 
man  to  the  earth  and  taketh  his  ^'  fey,"^  to  faim 
he  shall  belong ;  but,  if  he  leave  him,  and  another 
come  after  that,  and  take  his  '^  fey,"  4;hen  shaU 
he  be  priaoner  to  them  both ;  but  in  the  ward 

•  Lodging. 

t  Pittagiag  ownnlont. 

X  Mth.    Fledge  of  jridding  and  tabmiaiion. 


of^the  first;  and,  in  respect  that  the  enemy  be 
all  rebek  and  traitors,  no  man  to  put  a  prisoner^ 
ttt  ransom,  but  to  bring  him,  when  the  battle  is 
stricken  and  done,  to  the  ward  of  the  Constable 
or  Marshal. 

.  V.  For  Provision  against  time  of  Siege  and 
Leaguer.-^lSvery  man  to  have,  or  to  make  him 
a  fair  and  goodly  faggot*  of  thirteen  feet  in 
length,  the  same  to  be  without  leaves.  Every 
Captain  and  Constable  to  have,  or  to  make  him 
a  goodly  fair  stake  of  eleven  feet  in  length,  the 
same  to  be  without  knotrgaule  or  freatf.  Every 
seven  men-at-arms  to  have  or  to  make  them  a 
goodly  fair  ladder,  strong  and  sufficient,  and  of 
fifteen  rounds ;  and  every  two  yeomen  to  have 
or  to  make  them  a  goodly  tairpavesseX  of  boards, 
that  the  one  may  hold  while  the  other  shooteth. 
VI.  For  'Jffaviour  and  Bearing. — That  no 
man  be  so  hardy  to  quarter  him  in  any  other 
wise  than  by  assignment  of  herbergage  from  the 
Marshal  or  Constable,  upon  pain  of  losing  his 
best  horse ;  or,  if  an  archer  or  a  foot-boy,  to 
have  his  ears  cut  off.  Nor  any  man  to  go  into 
any  herbergage  where  any  woman  lyeth  in  gesem§y 
to  rob  or  pill  of  any  good  which  longeth  to  her 

*  Faggot.    For  the  filling  up  of  castle  ditches. 

t  Imperfection  or  canker. 

X  Large  shield.  §  In  getem.    Child-bed. 
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refreshing.  Nor  any  to  give  reproachea  to  any 
because  of  the  country,  or  kind,  or  strain  he  is  of ; 
nor  to  say  any  villany  thereunto — ^through  the 
which  villany-saying  there  may  fall  out  sudden 
manslaughter,  to  the  shame  of  the  camp,  and  the 
scandal  thereof,  and  the  great  scathe  of  the  cause 
of  his  royal  grace  the  King  ;~-on  pain  of  hanging 
and  drawing,  or,  at  the  best,  to  be  im{n*i8oned, 
and  his  goods  forfeit,  and  his  body  at  the  Kingls 
disposal. 

These  ordinances  proclaimed,  the  Boyal  anioiy 
marched  through  the  north  gate  of  the  *^  New 
Castle,"  in  well-ordered  battalia ;  banners  wav- 
ing, and  pennons  fluttering;  armour  flashing, 
and  music  thriUing.  It  consisted  of  about  three 
thousand^  well  equipped  men-at-arms;  Earls, 
Barons,  Knights,  Esquires,  and  their  substitutes ; 
four  thousand  archers,  and  twelve  thousand  in- 
fantry, including  scouts,  and  perhaps  two  thou- 
sand of  what  were  denominated  ^'  naked  foot," 
as  of  inferior  arms  and  equipments;  wearing 
only  a  defence  of  amrbilly^  or  jacked  leatheri 

*  In  computing  the  nnmben  of  an  army,  every  mtn^at- 
amiB  should  he  counted  as  three ;  each  having  two  i^uires, 
one  to  hear  his  hmce,  &c.,  the  other  as  **  hody  squire." — See 
Froisart,  This  hrings  the  heavy  cavalry  of  the  Royalists  in 
the  text  to  nine  thousand. 
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imtead  of  the  jazerant  or  mailed  frock  of  their 
feUowa;  and  carrying  only  a  pike  or  mallet, 
whilst  the  better  furnished  bore  lancc^  swords, 
battle-axes,  and  brown-bills. 

The  whole  body  of  infantry  was  divided  into 
thousands,  hundreds  and  twenties ;  correspond- 
ing in  some  degree  with  our  modem  regiments, 
companies  and  squads.  The  cavalry,  into  con- 
stabularies^ or  small  bodies  of  twenty-fiye  or 
thirty  men,  and  so  named  from  the  constables 
or  petty  officers  who  commanded  them.  Two 
of  these  might  be  under  the  pennon  of  a  knight^ 
and  at  least  four  were  requisite  for  the  dignity 
of  a  banneret ;  that  is  to  say,  thirty-five  men-at- 
arms,  each  attended  by  two  of  inferior  rank. 
These  were  the  redoubtable  Norman  chivalry, 
whose  fame  rang  through  the  world,  harnessed 
from  crown  to  toe  in  mail  of  proof ;  mounted  up- 
on heavy  chargers,  and  armed  with  lance,  sword, 
battle-axe,  mallet  of  arms  and  dagger  of  mercy ; 
the  broad  heater  shield  hanging  from  the  neck, 
and  a  massy  helmet  protecting  the  head. 

The  hobilersj  or  light-armed  prickers,  for  re- 
connoitring, bringing  intelligence,  intercepting, 
harassing,  and  pursuing,  formed  another  distinct 
body.  They  rode  small  active  horses,  wore 
brigantines    and    bacinets,    and    were    armed 
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\vith  sword,  spear,  knife,  and  some  with  loiig-  . 
bow. 

Lastly,  the  archers,  of  whom  many  were  Eng- 
lish, and  deadly  shooters  of  the  '^  cloth-yard 
shaft,**  marched  in  coats  of  mail  and  skull-caps;  . 
with  bowy  target  and  sword ;  the  quiver,  contain- 
ing twenty-four  arrows,  hung  at  their  back  upon 
the  right  side,  balanced  upon  the  other  by  a 
huge  heavy  maul^  for  the  purpose  of  dispatching 
the  wounded.  Each  bowman  also  carried  with 
him  two  or  three  sharp  stakes  (like  the  classical 
valla)  to  be  fixed  in  the  ground,  as  a  sort  of 
chevaux-de-frize  against  cavalry. 

Amongst  the  ''naked  foot''  were  three  or 
four  himdred  Welsh,  wild  and  desperate  looking 
savages,  totally  without  defensive  armour,  al- 
most without  clothing,  and  carrying  only  a 
glaive^  or  a  long  knife,  which  they  used  with 
fearful  dexterity. 

Such  was  the  host  of  Rufus,  as  it  marched  out 
of  Newcastle.  The  scouts  first,  well  mounted, 
and  followed  by  a  sufficient  number  of  hobilers 
and  archers  for  their  protection.  The  masters 
of  offices,  provosts,  and  other  camp  function- 
aries were  next  in  advance.  Then  the  main 
vanguard,  both  foot  and  horse;  men-at-arms, 
archers  and  hobilers ;  headed  by  the  Constable 
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De  MOes.  The  Royal  Standard  followed,  borne 
by  the  first  esquire  of  the  esquiery,  and  attended 
by  chosen  knights,^  heralds,  pursuivants,  and 
pages  upon  trapped  war-horses,  leading  others 
for  the  King's  use,  loaded  with  his  helmets  and 
lances.  Next,  a  band  of  trumpeters  preceded 
the  banner  of  the  Monarch,  borne  by  Fitz-Ham- 
mon,  the  first  chamberlain  of  his  household,  and 
in  like  manner  attended  by  knights,  pages,  and 
heraldric  ofiicers.  Rufus,  himself,  rode  after 
these  upon  a  white  hackney,  amidst  a  glittering 
concourse  of  the  pride  of  Anglo-Norman  no- 
bility. The  rear-guard,  a  thousand  men-at-arms, 
and  nearly  twice  as  many  of  other  denominations, 
was  brought  up  by  Hugo  de  Montgomery,  the 
Lord  High  Marshal. 

They  slept  that  night  at  Morpeth,  the  castle 
of  which  continued  to  be  stoutly  defended  by 
Roger  de  Merley ;  and  there  the  surprise  of 
the  monarch  was  excited  by  the  non-appearance 
of  the  "  Knight  of  the  Stormed  Castle."  No 
one  could  make  any  report  of  him  after  the  ban- 
quet, either  upon  quitting  Newcastle,  or  during 
the  subsequent  march ;  and  the  shadow  of  a 
moment's  misgiving  crossed  the  King's  brow 
when  it  was  said,  that  one  had  seen  from  his 
"  herbergage*'  the  Knight  who  was  captured  by 
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the  Blue  Cavalier,  when  Du  Cooi  was  rescued, 
ride  out  of  the  main  north  saUy-port  of  the 
town,  at  a  kite  hour  of  the  preceding  nighi» 
attended  by  his  squire. 

At  a  kite  hour,  h6wever,  of  that  night,  la 
Morpeth,  letters  were  conveyed  by  unknown 
hands  to  the  royal  lodging,  and  to  that  of  Sir 
Alberic  du  Coci. 

To  Sir  Alberic,  the  writer  says,— 

^'  If  we  meet  not  again,  in  respect  that  a 
fierce  battle  must  soon  be  stricken,  have  kmd 
and  dear  remembrance  of  one  who  loved  well 
the  Knight  of  the  Broken  Lance.  And  let  not 
calumny  breathe  upon  my  name  for  this  depar- 
ture and  absence,  which  are  well-purposed,  an- 
swer they  never  so  ill.  I  am  not,  indeed,  so 
sad  of  cheer  but  that  a  hope  keeps  well  with 
me  to  greet  thee  once  more,  and  to  reveal  much 
that  I  have  yet  hidden :  yet,  should  that  hope 
prove  false,  I  will  but  desire  of  the  good  Sir 
Alberic  to  find  time  and  place  for  so  much 
whispered  breath  in  the  ear  of  Constance  de 
Mowbray  as  may  tell  her  that  he  (alas  !  she  will 
guess  whom)  was  true  to  Honour  and  to  Her. 
Be  that  the  sole  epitaph  of  one  she  might  have 
Ipved. 
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*'  As  I  journied,  last  night,  to  whence  this  is 
written,  8  fittle  watch-fire,  gleaming  in  a  wood, 
di^w  me  to  play  the  listener.  Thou  wilt 
clutch  at  thy  dagger-hilt  to  learn  that  they 
within  were  the  accursed  Saxon  Wolfsic  and 
the  fierce  crone  his  sister !  My  fingers  tingled 
to  grasp,  at  once,  his  throat  and  the  steel  that 
should  pierce  it  through!  But  their  words 
charmed  me  to  be  still  and  listen,  and  I  held 
back  the  hand  of  vengeance  as  he  that  holds  a 
bloodhound,  when  the  cry  is  loud  and  the  scent 
is  strong.  But,  O  the  listened  words !  O  the 
dark  tale  they  tell !  If  the  fiend  Regmald  de 
Lacy  escape  my  hand,  upon  thy  soul,  brave 
Knight,  be  the  quest  bound  to  hunt  him  to 
Destruction !  But  I  yet  trust  that  Gk>d  drew 
him  but  from  the  fierce  ocean  to  give  him,  in 
due  time,  to  my  fiercer  revenge !  This  Wolfsic 
too,  a  haunting  devil  to  me  long,  I  learned — ^but 
it  is  not  for  scribe-work  to  tell  thee — ^mean- 
while, the  fiend  he  serves  hath  again  saved  him. 
When  this  is  in  thy  hand,  the  King  too  will 
have  a  scroll  from  him  who  bids  thee,  again  and 
again,  forget  not 

"  The  Knight  of  the  Stormed  Castle." 

The  epistle  to  the  Monarch  was  as  follows : — 
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.  ^^  My  Liege  will  know,  ere  the  Host  be  loBg 
m&i^  tJiat  my  pennon  is  not  under  hid  royjJ 
banner.  If  this  be  not  redeemed  a  hundred 
fold  when  the  battle  joins,  I  will  take  heed  that 
life  hath  no  longer  date  than  honour;  meanwhile, 
I  conjure  your  royal  grace,  by  our  Lady,  an^ 
by  St»  George,  and  by  ev^  saint  in  Heaven, 
beware  of  an  ambuscade  upon  to-morrow's  march  ! 
Paas  not  forest  or  crag  without  quick  espial 
of  scouts,  and,  above  all,  if  a  lance  be  lilted  with 
two  streamers  at  its  head,  halt  banner  there  and 
then!  and  let  a  picked  squadron  sweep  round 
and  charge  in  flank.  My  soul  upon  the  issue ! " 
"  And  mine^^'  exclaimed  the  King,  ^'  upon 
%  faith  !^^ 

And  then,  summoning  the  Constable  and  Mar^ 
shal,  he  gave  order  for  their  observance  of  the 
warning  thus  conveyed. 

At  sunrise  they  pnrsued  their  march  in  the 
direction  of  Alnwick,  which  was  one  of  the 
strongholds  of  the  rebels,  secured  for  them  by 
Ivo  de  Vesco ;  but  as  certain  information  had 
now  reached  the  King,  that  De  Albemarie  and 
De  Mowbray  were  advancing  to  meet  him  in 
open  field,  no  time  was  lost  in  attempting  to 
invest  it. 
Glancing  to  the  right  from  tlie  scene  of  De 
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Mowbra/s  triiimpli  over  the  ScottiBh  King, 
they  crossed  the  Abie  at  Hawkahill,  and  pur- 
sued the  coast  road  by  Long  Houghton,  Ster- 
wick,  and  Standford. 

And  here  it  is  that  our  Geography  first  fails 
us.  By  some  defacing  stains,  and  other  inju^ 
ries,  the  very  valuable  and  curious  MS.*  which 
we  have  hitherto  followed,  as  to  main  facts  and 
military  movements  in  this  history,  becomes  sud- 
denly and  provokingly  illegible.  No  research  in 
other  quarters  has  yet  enabled  us  to  supply  the 
hiatus.      We  are,  indeed,   inclined  to  suspect 

*  It  is  well  known  that  in  historical  productions  of  this  kind 
every  deriation  from  ordinary  history,  that  is  to  say,  from 
the  works  of  Messrs.  Henry,  Hallam,  Hume,  Lingard,  &o.  is 
attributable  to  certain  valuable  MSS.,  possessed  exdusively  by 
the  anthor  or  editor,  and  incontestably  more  valid  and 
copious  than  the  mere  monkish  chronicles  which  the  above 
gentlemen  have  so  implicitly  followed.  Such  were  the  lite- 
rary treasures  of  those  great  and  fortunate  men.  Sir  Arthur 
Wardour,  Dr.  Dryasdust  ^and  Captain  Clutterbuck  ;  and  the 
author  of  Rufus  has  to  boast  his  own  felicity  in  possessiog 
the  sole  copy  of  an  invaluable  MS.  (a  history  of  the  Red 
King)  acomdited  beyond  a  shadow  of  suspicion,  and  which 
he  now  makes  known  to  the  world  by  the  title  of  ^^t  Moikt  Of 
Bebbanturg  ;  t.  e.  the  Book  of  Bamborough.  Whenever, 
therefore,  in  his  present  pages,  there  appears  a  variation  of 
stBJtement  from  oomoion  history,  the  reader  may  be  assured 
that  it  is  upon  the  sole  but  indubitable  authority  of  the 
said  MS.,  as  we  shall  not  fail  to  apprise  him  by  appending, 
marginally,  the  words  "  Boke  of  MbmUmrg,^^ 
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ihMi,  from  false  rumouiB  and  other  causee,  iBonie 
confused  movements  and  counter-marches  had 
taken  place  on  both  sides,  for  it  is  plain,  at  last, 
that  an  ambush  was  laid  for  the  Royal  Host  at 
the  foot  of  one  of  those  singular  ranges  of 
Basalt  which  we  have  already  described  as  oc- 
curring continually  in  that  district,  but  the  pre* 
cise  situation  of  which  we  certainly  cannot  *'  lay 
down*'  with  accuracy.  The  writer,  however, 
(of  the  MS.  we  mean)  has  given  us  the  scene,  in 
his  quaint  way,  with  so  many  identifying  touches, 
that  to  those  who  are  familiar  with  *'  Ueak 
Northumbria,'*  the  locale  may,  perhaps,  be 
sufficiently  clear. 

It  was  near  the  close  of  evening  when  a  cry 
of  ^'  Halt,  banner !"  ran  along  the  vanguard  of 
the  Royal  Host,  and  they  who  rode  forward  to 
meet  the  scouts  hurrying  back  to  the  main 
body,  saw  before  them  a  range  of  basalt  crag, 
with  a  wood  of  thick  dark  foliage  at  its  foot,  a 
chain  of  little  hills  upon  the  one  side,  and  a 
brook  of  rapid  water,  whose  banks  were  also 
wooded  to  some  distance,  upon  the  other. 

There  was  no  sign  of  life,  except  a  few  ravens 
hovering  far  above;  but  the  practised  eye  of 
Milo  de  Miles  saw  the  likelihood  of  the  spot  for 
^'  miching  mallicho"  as  Hamlet  calls  it. 
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^*  Ride  out,  Sir  Alberic, "  he  cried  to  Du 
Coci,  ^^and  bring  sore  word  what  maaner  of  road 
18  yonder/'' 

The  Knight  put  spurs  to  his  hackney,  and  was 
soon  within  arrow  flight  of  the  pass,  for  so  the 
road  might  be  called  as  it  wound  between  the 
forest  and  the  crag  Coot. 

There  was  no  sound  to  break  the  twilight 
stilhuess,  except  the  light  breeze  that  wared 
only  the  lightest  branches — the  distant  rush  of 
the  brook — and  an  occasional  neigh  from  the 
steeds  of  the  men-at-arms. 

Had  the  good  Sir  Alberic  been  only  upon 
^^  errant  quest,"  like  the  wandering  knights  who 
sought  adventures  ''  by  wood  and  wold,^'  and 
lingered  at  pleasure  upon  every  spot  that  charmed 
them,  he  might  well  have  doffed  his  casque  and 
shidd,  after  their  romantic  wont,  and  reclined 
him  to  meditate  upon  his  *'  ladye-love." 

The  broken  fragments  of  rock  rolled  down 
from  the  columned  front  of  the  great  mass,  lay 
in  every  variety  of  grotesque  form  and  fantastic 
grouping.  Nor  was  the  picturesque  wildness  of 
the  scene  that  of  sterility  and  gloom.  The  soil, 
in  sheltered  crevices  of  the  crags,  was  rich  with 
decay  of  moss  and  leaves,  and  with  earths  washed 
down  by  the  rains  from  above ;  and  tliere  the 
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purple-belled  rod  ef  the  fex«gk>ve  nodded  over 
its  broad  grey  leaves ;  And  thyme  and  faeathep, 
and  wild  sage  and  horehound,  the  blue  hare-bell 
and  the  honey-suolde,  quaffed  the  dews  of  heaven 
as  gratefully,  and  seemed  as  lavish  of  their  un« 
regarded  sweets,  as  though  they  flourished 
under  the  culture  of  some  gentle  hermit^Jady, 
^^  herself  a  fairer  flower."  Lumuiant  lichens, 
too,  everywhere  clothed  the  sides  of  the  columns, 
their  grey  tints  harmonizing  well  with  the 
leaves  of  the  mountain  ash,  and  the  silvery  coat 
of  the  birch ;  and  contrasting  as  finely  with  the 
deep  green  of  the  whin,  the  funse,  and  the  wild 
dog-rose. 

It  was,  we  repeat,  a  fair  scene,  but  the  Knight 
had  far  other  study  in  hand  than  botany  or  the 
picturesque.  He  looked  only  for  the  gleam  of 
steel ;  he  listened  only  for  some  sound  of  a 
hidden  foe. 

All,  however,  was  dim»  lifeless,  and  silent. 

Quitting  the  saddle,  and  climbing  a  severed 
rock,  he  loosened  one  of  its  fragments,  and, 
with  his  full  strength,  threw  it  amongst  the 
shattered  debris  beyond.  Its  fall  surprised  and 
startled  him,  the  sound  having  a  metaUie  and 
ringing  jar,  so  loud  and  sharp,  that  it  seemed  as 
if  his  missile  had  been  hurled  upon  the  ccnrslet 
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gf  a  giaat !  IgiH>miit  of  the  property  of  these 
erag9  to  produoa  such  sounds,  Du  Coci  strained 
hui  eye  in  every  direction,  and  almoet  instantly 
saw,  above  one  of  ihe  highest  points  of  the  rock, 
a  lifted  pennon  with  two  streamers  fluttering 
from  its  head — ^the  very  signal  of  admonition 
fixed  by  the  Blue  Knight.  It  waved  for  some 
time  in  clear  relief  against  the  sky — disappeared 
'^rose  again  above  another  point — ^again  sank, 
and  again  rose  above  another  of  the  columned 
peaks,  and  so  on,  until  lost  behind  intervening 
trees* 

Hastily  mounting,  Sir  Alberic  rode  back  to 
the  Host;  eager  and  joyous  to  communicate 
tidings  which  were  as  eagerly  and  joyously  re- 
ceived. 

The  rear  had,  by  this,  began  to  crowd  upon 
tiie  centre,  and  that  again  upon  the  van,  in  spite 
4>f  the  repeated  cries  of  ''  Halt,  Banner  ! "  these 
being  disregarded  in  the  general  impatience  to 
advance.  But  now,  Esquires  and  Hobilers  were 
dispatched  along  every  line  to  give  note  of  the 
discovered  ambush ;  and  the  King,  the  Marshal, 
and  Constable  took  council  for  immediately  dis- 
lodgbig  the  enemy. 

It  was  determined  tJiat  Gifford,  Earl  of  Back* 
ingham,  and  Sir  Alberic  du  Coci,  with  a  strong 
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detachment  of  men-at-arms  and  archers,  should 
try  the  pass  of  the  nearest  fork  of  the  lulls  upon 
the  right ;  and,  by  an  attack  in  flank,  either  shat 
them  l>etween  two  fires,  or  drive  them  to  open 
battle  upon  the  plain.  They  formed  accord- 
ingly, rode  slowly,  and  in  silence,  through  the 
hilly  pass,  and  came  suddenly  upon  "  a  plump 
of  spears,"  the  advanced  guard  of  the  enemy, 
whose  main  body  and  rear,  a  dense  mass  brist- 
ling with  spears  and  bills,  appeared  stretching 
far  north  and  west ;  while  the  hidden  van  occu- 
pied the  defile  between  the  forest  and  the  clifl^. 

There  was  a  loud,  shrill  cry,  and  then  the 
shock  of  meeting  coursers,  of  shivered  lances  and 
falling  riders.  Neither  party,  however,  had  de- 
finite advantage,  and  they  merely  fell  back  upon 
their  respective  Hosts ;  the  Royalists  to  increase 
their  numbers  at  least  before  another  attack 
in  flank,  and  the  Insiu*gents  to  report  the  dis- 
covery of  their  ambuscade;  advanced  parties 
upon  either  side  remaining  almost  within  bow- 
shot. 

Night,  however,  now  drew  on ;  and  it  seemed 
agreed  by  both  Powers  to  hold  their  several 
positions  until  morning,  when  the  fortune  of  the 
day  might  be  tried,  either  in  pitched  battle,  if 
De  Albemarle  cared  to  leave  his  entrenchments^ 
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or  by  a  struggle  in  the  defile,  if  he  determined 
rather  upon  the  defensive. 

The  rich  twilight  died  away.  There  was  no 
moon  till  a  late  hour,  and  only  a  faint  star- 
light glimmered  down  upon  the  opposed  Hosts. 
Both,  therefore,  prepared  for  battle  at  peep  of 
dawn.  Watch-fires  were  lit — and  horses  and 
men  refreshed — and  then  all  lay  upon  the  cold 
ground  in  their  armour ;  many  chargers  secured 
only  by  their  reins  bound  to  misericordes  thrust 
into  the  sod,  and  the  riders  pillowed  upon  their 
shields,  with  arms  laid  ready  to  be  snatched  up 
at  the  first  peal  of  the  trumpet. 


k2 


268  RUFCs. 


CHAPTER  XIV. 

**  Now  the  Btorm  begins  to  lour, 

(HastCi  the  loom  of  hell  prepare,) 
Iron  sleet  of  arrowy  shower 
Hurtles  in  the  darkened  air. 

Ere  the  mddy  sun  be  set. 
Pikes  must  shiver,  javelins  sing, 

Blade  with  tslattering  buckler  meet, 
Hauberk  crash  and  helmet  ring ! 

Horror  covers  all  the  heath, 
Clouds  of  carnage  blot  the  sun, 

Sisters,  weave  the  web  of  death  1 
Sisters,  cease,  the  work  is  done/' 

Grap.^*'  The  JlMid  Sfi»ter$." 

Before  sunrise,  all  doubt  as  to  the  intentions  of 
De  Mowbray  and  De  Albemarle  was  at  an  end. 
The  vanguard  and  a  considerable  portion  of  their 
main  body  had  defiled  while  it  was  yet  dark  from 
the  wood ;  and  in  a  short  time  their  whole  host, 
about  twenty-three  thousand  fighting  men  of  all 
classes,  appeared  drawn  out  in  form  of  battle. 

This  power  was  divided  into  three  masses,  or, 
as  the  phrase  went,  battles,  each  containing  an 
almost  equal  number  of  men-at-arms,  archers. 
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and  infantry;  the  heavy-armed  of  the  latter 
forming  the  centre  ranks ;  the  light-armed  and 
the  archery  the  front ;  and  the  cavalry,  or  men- 
at-arms,  stationed  behind  both.  The  central 
division^  however,  was  strengthened  by  a  reserved 
corps  of  a  thousand  horse  in  its  rear.  It  occu- 
pied also  a  rising  ground  secured  from  attack 
behind  by  trenches  ^  while  the  right  wing  was 
flanked  by  the  crags  and  brook ;  and  the  left  by 
the  hills  and  some  hastily  constructed  ramparts 
of  stakes  and  ozier-hurdles. 

The  sun  shone  magnificently  upon  this  triple 
host,  which,  from  the  perfect  state  of  its 
equipment,  made  a  very  gallant  and  formidable 
show. 

The  Royal  Army,  a  little  superior  in  numbers, 
was  also  divided  into  three  lines,  but  without 
intervals  between  them ;  the  first,  consisting,  as 
did  the  enemy's,  of  archers  and  light-armed  in- 
fantry, was  under  the  leading  of  the  Constable 
De  Miles.  The  second,  commanded  by  the  re- 
doubted giant,  Montgomery,  comprised  the 
strongest  and  most  heavily  armed  foot  battalions, 
ranged  in  close  order,  their  shields  locked  edge 
to  edge.  The  cavalry,  a  mighty  host  of  steel- 
clad  warriors,  under  the  King  himself,  formed 
the  third  line,  and  stretching  beyond  the  infantry 
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right  ftnd  l^ft,  Berved  effectuaHy  to  flank  both 
wings.  We  should  observe,  inde^,  that  the 
superiority  of  the  royal  numbers  was  enhimced 
by  its  consisting  chiefly  of  horse. 

Mounted  still  upon  his  hackney,  while  a  knight 
held  ready  the  reins  of  his  noble  charger,  the 
Monarch  rode  along  his  lines,  and,  by  short  and 
characteristic  appeals,  awoke  the  ardour  of  the 
troops  for  combat. 

'^  God  and  St.  George !  hurl  me  this  rebel- 
rout  to  Limbo  lake!  what  makes  the  TiU^ns 
here  i  Are  we  not  King  ?  their  King  i  the  son 
of  him  who  was  their  King  i  What  would  my 
father^s  nephew  with  the  crown  of  my  father's 
son !  Now,  by  St.  Luke'^s  face !  he  that  gets 
him  honour  in  this  fight  gete  him  riches  to  boot, 
and  a  king  for  his  debtor !  For  I  will  make  thi$ 
day  a  feast  in  his  remembrance !  What,  ho  ! 
who  hath  surveyed  these  traitors  ?  What  ban- 
ners be  those  even  now  flung  abroad  in  tlie  van  ! 
Cousin  of  Norfolk,  thou  hast  a  quick  eye  for  a 
far  blazon." 

''  In  the  main  front,^  answered  Earl  Bigod, 
**  I  see  De  Mowbray's,  the  dragon  with  the  crest 
and  tongue  of  fire ;  and  near,  upon  either  hand, 
De  Vesco^s  eagle,  and  the  twin  leopards  of  De 
Humphreville.   Upon  the  left  flank  are  the  triple 
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turrets  of  Reginidd  de  Lacy ;  and,  upon  the  right, 
the  old  wolf's  head  of  Hagh-le-Loup." 

''Stout  traitors  all!"  said  the  Kmg,  ''  and, 
yonder — midmost  of  their  seccmd  line  i  ha,  gentle 
coaT 

"The  banner/'  replied  Norfolk,  "is  De  Albe- 
marle's, a  griffin  crowned ;  but  I  take  shame  to 
tell  your  Grace  the  floating  blazonry  of  the  broad 
standard  beyond — ^there  are  the  lions  passant  of 
England  in  a  royal  shield ! " 

"Audacious  villains!"  cried  Rufus;  "and 
what  rebel  rags,  I  pray  you,  flutter  along  the 
wings !" 

There  was  no  answer ;  but  Montgomery  and 
Du  Coci  rode  off  towards  either  point,  and  re- 
turned speedUy  with  intelligence. 

"  To  horse,  my  liege,"  cried  Sir  Alberic  ;  "  if 
we  set  not  upon  them  they  will  charge  first !  A 
thousand  lances  are  in  the  rest — I  see  the  ban- 
ner of  the  wolfs  head  over  the  power  of  the 
Western  Marches ;  and,  as  I  live  and  breathe^ 
there,  too,  is  William  de  Aldery !  I  know  him 
by  the  strange  crested  helm." 

"  He  hath  broken  prison  then,"  said  the  Mo- 
narch. '^  No  matter.  To  thy  stout  lances,  Du 
Coci !  We  will  upon  them  I  What  •  ShaU 
we  play  the  Christian  King,  and  bid  a  herald 
cry  pardon  to  such  as  rue  their  treason!" 
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^*  Upon  my  Hfe,  my  Liege,"  said  Bigod,  ^^  \vnli 
not  be  listened  to.  Yonder  TiUams  are  mindBd 
ratJier  to  thrust  tibrou^  and  to  clea;^^  dotm, 
than  to  seek  grace,  even  were  it  offered !  ^ 

'^  They  will  fi^t  like  fiends  in  legion !  **  cried 
Montgomery,  ^^  now— upon  the  left  wing — I  see 
the  banner  of  Bernard  Newmarch ;  and,  on  the 
right  verge  of  their  second  battle,  the  soaring 
falcon  of  De  Tnnbridge  ! " 

"  Why !  we  will  be-smirch  Sir  Bbert's  trap- 
pings,*^ said  Rufos.  ^'  My  horse !  my  horse ! 
St.  George  I  St.  Michael  I  my  lance^  I  say !  and 
battle-axe ! " 

And  now,  while  the  Monarch  movnts  his  im- 
patient charger  and  gives  his  last  directions,  we 
will  glance  at  the  opposed  lines ;  the  more  so, 
having  mentioned,  as  within  than,  the  burner  of 
De  Tunbridge,  of  whose  escape  the  reader  has 
yet  had  only  a  doubtful  hint.  There^  however, 
appeared  the  falcon-banner,  and  the  highly- 
adorned,  half-fantastic  armour  of  the  Knight  of 
the  Falc<m ;  and  there,  indeed,  did  he  make  ao 
petty  figure ;  his  immense  wealth  and  tentorial 
power  enabling  him  to  bring  mto  the  field  a  very 
considerable  body  of  widl  appointed  troops. 

^'  By  Heavens  1'*  exclaimed  De  Albemarle, 
apart  to  De  Mowbray,  '^  I  have  evil  thoughts 
of  De  Tunbridge — I  like  not  this  wild  vow  of 


BfTFVS.  273 

fiilenee ;  when  he  should  speak  as  blythe  as  May, 

and  as  load  as  December  I Why  !  lo  ye !  he 

rides  like  a  thing  of  clay  I  his  very  heart  is  dead 
within  him!" 

^^  Peace !  ^  said  Northnmbeiland,  *^  all  is  well. 
The  glittering  fool  hath  mettle  in  him  when 
roused." 

"  Aye ! "  said  De  Albemarle,  "  but  roused 
will  it  never  be  for  this  day's  work !  I  would  to 
God  he  had  been  yet  fast  fettered  in  the  New 
Castle,  and  any  fat-brained  squire  of  our  array 
leading  his  power  !^ 

'^  If  he  blanch,  or  play  false,"  said  Earl  Ro- 
bert, *''  I  wiU  cleave  him  with  my  own  battle- 
axe  l"" 

'^  I  like  it  not !"  continued  De  Albemarle. 
^'  His  squire  tells  but  a  doubtful  tale,  and  much 
do  I  fear  Sir  Ilbert  is  bought  and  sold  !  I  will 
not  trust  him  in  the  van  of  the  fight  !*' 

^^  Why,  we  will  shape  pretence  to  hold  him 
rearward,'*  replied  De  Mowbray,  ^^  until  better 
hearts  and  arms  have  stricken  blows  to  shame 
him  from  this  moping  moodiness!  Leave  him 
to  me,  I  pray  you.  Who  leads  their  horse  f 
yon  vast  body  of  men-at-arms,  far  stretching 
west  and  east  beyond  both  flanks  of  foot !  their 
eiuurgers  are  as  black  waves  below,  and  their 
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plumeft  and  penoima  a^  white  foam  abovel  but 
my  sight  la  thick  and  short*" 

''  The  King,  himfielfy  be  sure,"  aidd  Stephen, 
''  I  see  his  banner  in  its  centre — ^himself  y&^ 
rides  in  front  of  the  archer-van— he  upoa  the 
snow-white  hackney.  Look !  he  sends  horsemen 
to  peruse  us!  Montgomery  one,  by  his  hi^ 
bulk — ^they  ride  towards  either  wing " 

'^  Now,  good  my  Liege,^  exclaimed  De  Mow- 
bray, "  give  me  the  leading  of  this  central 
hoBtl" 

*^  Take  it !  in  the  name  of  Him  who  gives 
victory !"  cried  De  Albemarle,  '^  and  tkcu,  brave 
Luipus,"  (as  the  Earl  of  Chester  rode  up  at  the 
moment  in  full  panoply,  attended  by  William  de 

Aldery,  Nigel  of  Halton,  and  his  esquires ,) 

'^  right  wing  or  left  {-—Choose,  and  away  P 

'^  Choose  ye,  my  Liege,"  answered  Lupus, 
*^  for  there  are  banners  on  both  flanks  that  it 
will  please  me  well  to  see  the  fangs  of  the  Wolf 
tear  from  their  staves !" 

"  Away,  ihen,  eastward  P  said  Stephen.  '^  Be 
the  right  wing  mine,  God  of  battles  !*"  he  «dded, 
looking  iq[>ward,  "  set  before  me  our  prima  foe, 
Bufus  himself^  that  with  my  own  good  lance  I 
may  win,  full  knightly  and  kingly,  the  sceptxe 
five  wUch  we  struggle ! " 


**  Amen  !**  cried  a  portly  Warrior  behind, 
grasping  a  tremendous  leaden  maul,  such  as  few 
modem  divines,  we  fear,  could  heave  up  with 
their  full  strength ;  and  having  another  most 
truculent-looking  weapon,  of  the  like  skull-shat- 
tering order,  slung  at  his  saddle-bow ;  but  with- 
out lance,  sword,  axe,  dagger,  or  any  sharp 
weapon  whatever — 

'<  Amen!  amen!  and,  for  mme  own  part,  if 
I  can  tickle  me  Hugo  de  Montgomery's  ear 
with  this  pretty  feather,  it  shall  content  the 
meek  modesty  of  a  poor  churchman'^s  desires  !" 

''  Truly,  worthy  Prior,"  said  De  Albemarle, 
'"-  thou  hast  there  a  delicate  riding  wand  !  But 
what  ails  thee  at  bright  steel,  O  thou  of  the 
church-militant  T 

'^  Against  the  canon,  my  gracious  Liege  V^ 
replied  Baldwin,  flourishing  his  club  of  Ascapart 
— "  against  the  canon !  It  is  not  given  unto  us, 
that  be  men  of  peace,  to  put  the  blood  of  war 
upon  the  girdle  that  is  about  our  loins!  and, 
therefore,  in  meek  humbleness  of  obedience,  do 
I  eschew  the  carnal  weapon  of  bright  steel  T 

**  Godly  man  !"  exclaimed  De  Albemarle — 
'•  Thou  say'st  well !  only  it  somewhat  puzzles  a 
sinfiil  layman  to  guess  how  thou  wilt  knock  out 
a  score   of  men's  brains  and  shed  no  blood! 


27fi  nvvos. 

Howbeit,  upon  them,  and  make  essay!  We 
inR  pay  pence  to  Peter,  bat  Urbaftshall  forgive 
thee !" 

'*  To  the  charge,  my  Liege  I"  cried  De  Lacy, 
riding  hastily  up,  ^'  the  ranks  of  the  foe  are 
marshaDed ;  many  a  thousand  arrows  are  under 
the  belt,  and  there  are  lances  lowering  for  ca> 
reerT 

*'  Command  the  reserved  horse,  brave  Regi* 
nald,  in  our  main  battle's  rear/*  said  Stephen, 
^^  and  so  farewell !  Farewell,  too,  noble  Lupus ! 
St.  Hugh  of  Climi  strike  witJi  thee  and  thine! 
For  thee^  princely  De  Mowbray  !  **  he  added,  as 
the  others  rode  off,  **  Father,  and  Friend,  and 
Councillor !  let  there  be  no  farewell  betwixt  us ! 
at  thy  glance  such  eagle-trust  of  victory  sits 
upon  my  heart  that  it  were  scorn  and  mockery 
of  the  omen  to  niune  even  the  word  farew^  !** 

^^  Away,  my  Liege ! "  answered  Nordnunber- 
land,  ^*  win  or  lose,  we  will  fight  this  battle 
with  twin  hearts  and  souls  !  •  Thy  spear  in  rat 
shall  be  my  signal  to  bid  the  archers  shoot ! " 

Thus  saying,  De  Mowbray  returned  the  stedy 
grasp  of  De  Albemarle,  and  the  latter  then  rode 
to'where  Ins  banner  waved  in  front  of  the  right 
wing. 

Both  Hosts    were    now  mareluilled— every 


nvFV9.  277 

leader  under  hk  banner-^very  knight  under 
his  pennon-«ev^  man-at-arms  with  levelled 
lance— every  bowman  with  arrow  fitted;  and 
there  was  a  brief  interval  of  dread  and  portentous 
silence.  > 

Almost  at  the  same  instant,  De  Mowbray 
and  Milo  de  Miles  gave  their  respective  signals 
— then  trumpets  pealed,  and  nakirs  resounded 
— ^a  cloud  of  arrows  darkened  heaven  and  earth, 
and  a  shout  arose  from  both  armies  which 
seemed  to  rend  the  summer  sky  from  welkin  to 
welkin,  and  to  shake  hill  and  plain  beneath  it ! 
It  was  the  wild  and  fiend-like  shout  of  defiance ! 
soon  to  b^  followed  by  that  of  rage  and  agony ; 
by  the  mingled  roar  of  triumph,  and  of  wrath, 
of  fury,  and  despair ! 

It  is  not  our  province  to  detail  the  order  and 
progress  of  combat  with  all  the  minutise  of  tacti- 
cians, or  the  heavy  formality  of  a  bulletin ;  but 
rather,  with  eager  yet  trembling  finger,  to  direct 
the  eye  of  imagination,  as  from  some  sliadowy 
eminence,  upon  the  waves  of  conflict  rolling, 
rushing,  and  breaking  at  its  foot,  as  the  con- 
flicting tides  of  ocean  and  a  vast  river  rush  and 
break  upon  the  strand  that  trembles  at  their  con- 
flux !  To  shew,  through  fearful  vistas  in  the  car- 
nage-clouds that  gather  around,  glimpses  of  the 
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luuroo  made  far  and  wide  benettih  by  the  Riderof 
the  Pale  Horse,  as  he  fiUe  all  boaoms  with  eommu- 
tnal  rage  to  glut  his  iiiry!  glimpaes  of  the  dark 
pieture  drawn  by  a  Cambrian  Bard,*  ^^  the  goah^ 
ing  of  blood — the  weapons  of  the  heroes  witii 
gore  bet  dropping — ^men  surromided  with  terror 
— ^the  crimsim  gash  upon  the  ehieftain's  brow-^ 
biers  with  the  dead  and  reddened  men — a  tunnil^ 
tuons  rushing  together — combatants  striWng  in 
blood  to  the  knees — and  ravens  feasting  en 
human  prey  T 

The  sun  shone  with  a  blinding  splendour  iull 
in  the  faces  of  the  Royalists ;  and  in  the  deadly 
exchange  of  arrow-flights  which  begua  the 
struggle,  they  were,  consequently,  the  greatest 
sufferers." 

^^  Upon  them  with  lance  and  bill ! "  exclaimed 
De  Miles — and  his  whole  line  charged,  mider  a 
cope  of  whizzing  shafts,  full  upon  their  shooters; 
each  bowman  discarding  his  ilret  weapon,  and 
grasping  his  bill  or  mallet ;  and  the  light  liorse- 
men  that  flanked  them  striving  with  their  long 
spears  to  break  the  o{^>osed  phalanx,  or  witlr 
their  axes  to  cut  down  the  projecting  stakes 
which  defended  its  squares  and  columns. 

*  Llwarch  Hen» 
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*  So-  fierce  was  the  in-buiiat  that,  upon  many 
pointo,  it  {Hroved  sueceasfnl^  and  the  first  line  ef 
the  tebel  centre  and  left  wing^  were  driven  bads 
upon  the  second.  These,  however,  the  heavy* 
armed  battalions  of  foot,  stood  like. rocks  of 
adamant  against  the  shock ;  and  would,  perhaps, 
have  cut  the  chaj^ng  foe  to  pieces,  had  not 
Mcmtgomery,  marking  the  crisis  with  burning 
eye  from  afar,  rushed  with  his  corresponding 
heavy  squadrons  to  support  the  ahnost  defeated 
Ck>nstable,  and  so  rendered  the  battle  general 
alo^g  all  the  lines  of  infantry ;  while  the  main 
squadrons  of  barbed  horse  on  both  sides  seemed 
to  await  the  issue — ^the  discomfiture  of  one  or 
other — ^before  throwing  their  own  tremendous 
power  into  the  scale. 

Loiig  and  terrible  was  the  struggle,  for,  '^  as 
Greek  met  Greek,"  so  the  flower  of  English 
yeomanry  was  set  in  deadly  array  against  itself! 
The  trumpet  sent  its  shrilling  voice  afar,  and 
the  hollow  beat  of  the  nakir,  or  kettle-drum, 
resounded  fnHn  host  to  host ;  while  shouts,  and 
yells,  and  wai^cries,  and  the  slmeks  of  expiring 
horsesi,  rose  over  all ;  amidst  the  clash  of  blade 
and  shield,  the  rii^ing  of  axe  and  brand  upon 
helmets,  and  the  crash  of  lance  and  pike  upon 
corslet  and  steel  cap ! 
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At  length,  the  teiron  of  De  Mowbn^s  battfet 
axe,  which  made  gi^is  of  shuog^ter  wheiem;  it 
arose  and  feU ;  and  the  wild  fury  of  the  sa3nige 
Borderers;  and  of  the  stubborn  daleaoMti  of 
Rede,  and  T;ne,  and  Wear,  reeled  back  the  broken 
tide  of  conflict  upon  the  royal  front!  Their 
array  was  shattered,  many  were  slain  and 
wounded,  banners  and  pennons,  thrown  to  earth, 
and  ccoifiision  spread  along  the  ranks  so  rapidly 
that  scarcely  all  the  energy  and  desperation  of 
the  Marshal,  De  Miles,  and  Du  Gdci,  availed 
to  keep  it  from  swelling  into  papic  and  utter 
rout. 

They  fell  back,  at  last,  with  a- heavy  loas, 
amidst  the  exulting  cheers  and  thrillmg  war- 
cries  of  the  enemy. 

''  Now,  by  St.  Luke's  face ! "  shouted  Rnfu, 
whose  soul  panted  within  him  for  the  chaige, 
^^  they  shake  our  columns  !  they  drive  them  to 
mid*field  !  Darkness  of  HeB  1  loot  and  horse 
upon  both  flanks  wheel  round  to  hem  them  in  f 
St.  George !  St.  Edward !  sound  trumpets !  ad* 
vanee  banner !  For  thy  life,  De  Baliol,  ride  to 
our  cousin  of  Norfolk,  and  bid  him  charge  upon 
their  right  wing,  as  though  St«  Michael  were 
hurling  Normandy  upon  England !  away  i  Now, 
gallant  Hearts !  my  faithful  Lieges !  my  noble 
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Ekr]a.'  my  tmsty  Barons  and  Knights!  upon 
Aensi,  in  God's  name  and  mine !  King  William 
to. the  rescue!" 

.  And  the  fiery  Monarch  dashed  the  rowels  into 
Ub  diarger,  and  with  about  six  thousand  of  his' 
noblest  chrvalry  (better  or  braver  the  world  in 
ajrms  could  not  have  produced  I)  rushed  in 
thunder  over  the  field ;  and  fell,  like  the  bolts  of 
Heaven  themselves,  upon  De  Mowbray  and  De 
Albemarle,  as  the  latter  wheeled  round  in  front 
to  crush  the  already  hard-pressed  squadrons  of 
the  Marshal  and  the  Constable  ! 

The  first  fiiry  of  the  charge  seemed  to  defy 
the  strength  and  courage  of  demi-gods !  Down 
went  banner  and  pennon — ^horse  and.man !  And 
far  into  the  gored  and  shaken  ranks  did  Rufus 
and  his  princely^nobles  spur  their  mailed  chargers, 
making  a  lane  of  dead  and  wounded  with  lance 
and  sword,  and  mace,  and  battle-axe !  the  King 
hknself  used  one  of  the  latter  weapons,  his  great 
strength  and  activity  making  its  every  blow  fall 
like  death's  own  hand.  No  helm  or  mail  could 
resist  its  crashing  and  tremendous  dint;  and 
when  the  Monarch's  eye  fell  upon  De  Albemarle^ 
who,  at  some  distance,  fought  with  chivalrous 
gallantry,  striking  down  every  foe  that  dared  the 
encounter,    he  cried  his  war*cry  with  fiercer 
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energy,  and  hb  blows  deBoended  man  fast  and 
terrible,  to  cleaYe  a  paasagie  to  the  boeom  of  hk 
rWal. 

G>]38pieaoii8  by  hk  daring,  as  by  the  loyat 
banner,  and  by  the  crown  upon  hk  hehDet-ereBt^ 
Rufus  waa  presently  distingukhed  by  De  Albe- 
nutrle ;  and  that  gallant  adYonturer,  nothing  loth 
to  put  the  struggle  at  once  to  personal  arbitre- 
ment,  strove  hard  to  cut  a  way  for  thdr  meeting. 
But  the  strife  was  not  yet  to  be  so  decided. 
Between  them  a  dense  mass  of  raging  comba* 
tants  still  fought  with  Norman  fury  and  despe- 
ration ;  many  with  uncouth,  but  deadfy  weapons, 
called  morganstemes  and  oncins,  staves  with 
spiked  iron  balls,  and  with  hooked  axes;  thelatter 
making  deadly  inckion  through  the  masdes  of 
the  linked  mail.  The  knights  had  broken  their 
lances  to  fit  them  for  close  combat ;  the  meo-at- 
arms  and  esquires  followed  in  the  surging  wake 
of  their  lords,  striving  gallantly  to  *'  win  tibor 
spurs  "  upon  a  stricken  field ;  and  every  bttuier 
and  pennon  became  the  nucleus  of  a  burning  orb 
of  conflict — ^to  tear  down  those  proud  ini^nia, 
or  to  preserve  them  flying,  and  to  slay  or  sac* 
cour  their  defenders,  being  the  great  objects  of 
mutual  fury.  Day  wore  on — but  hours  were  as 
moments  with  the  combatants — ^the  sun  poured 
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down  a  more  intcderable  heat  and  lustie — ^thick 
oiouds  of  dqst  roae  upon  every  hand — ^louder  and 
hoarser  grew  the  cries  of  aid  and  rescue — the 
fierce  thrust  and  the  cleaving  blow  were  dealt 
deadlier  and  faster.  Horses  reared  and  fell,  and 
with  their  plunging  hoofs  made  brief  the  anguish 
of  fallen  riders.  The  groans  of  the  dying,  and 
even  the  ydls  of  those  whose  deep  wounds  crim- 
soned the  feet  of  their  tramplers,  were  heard  no 
longer,  amidst  shriller  clarions  and  the  deeper 
beat  of  the  drum,  '^  the  thunder  of  the  captains 
and  the  shouting ! " 

Aldioogh  the  severest  brunt  of  the  royal 
chaige  fell  upon  the  insurgent  right  wing, 
goaded  to  it  by  the  banner  of  De  Albemarle, 
its  iury  extended  along  the  whole  of  the  cen* 
tml  front  as  well.  But  there,  De  Mowbray, 
whose  lines  were  flushed  with  advantage,  and 
re^arranged  for  the  coming  storm  behind  a 
fresh  body  of  archers,  made  the  new  assailants 
pay  dear  for  every  foot  of  ground  they  main- 
tained. Arrows  flew  upon  them  ^'  as  if  it 
snowed.''  The  knights  and  men-at-arms  mshed 
in  finn  phalanx — ^the  Welsh  foot  plunged  their 
long  knives  into  the  bellies  of  the  steeds ;  and, 
so  great  was  the  confidence  inspired  by  De 
Mowbray's  presence,  and   almost  superhuman 
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daring,  that  tlie  eagle  of  victory  seemed  once 
more  likely  to  sit  upon  his  banner.  He  saw, 
however,  that  Stephen  was  pressed  with  increas- 
ing fiirj  by  the  King,  and,  (knowing  well  the 
royal  prowess,)  feared  the  EarPs  death  or  defeat) 
before  succour  could  well  be  dispatched  to  him. 

"  Fly,  good  De  Aldery!"  he  exclaimed. 
'^  Spur  hard  to  the  left  wing — ^bring  aid  from 
HughJe-Loup,  De  Lacy  or  De  Tunbridge! — 
Mark  well  whose  banners  are  yet  a-field." 

The  Knight  gave  rein  and  rowel  to  his  steed ; 
burst  his  way  to  rearward  through  the  press, 
and  vanished  amidst  the  spears. — But  he  re- 
turned no  more ! 

When  the  main  royalist  division  of  heavy 
cavalry  first  charged,  before  the  f^ari  of  Nor^ 
folk  received  the  King's  command,  by  Baliol,  to 
throw  his  columns  upon  the  left  wing  of  the 
enemy,  headed  by  Hugh  Lupus,  a  great  part 
of  that  division  remained  yet  inactive.  The 
archers,  indeed,  still  poured  their  shafts  in  drift- 
ing vollies,  but  ihe  chief  squadrons  of'  men-at^ 
arms,  and  a  large  body  of  infantry  were  entirely 
out  of  action.  ^  Of  these,  both  foot  and  hoi;«e,  a 
great  proportion  formed  the  power  of  De  Tun- 
bridge, stationed  by  the  jealousy  of  De  Albe- 
marle in  the  rear  of  that  flank,  with  injunctions 
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to  make  no  charge,  or  advance,  without  solicita* 
tion  to  that  effect  from  one  of  the  three  great 
Earls.  De  Lacy,  with  his  reserve  of  a  thousand 
horse  in  the  central  rear,  had  like  instructions, 
and  awaited  with  burning  impatience  the  sum-^ 
mons  which  he  trusted  every  moment  would 
bring  him  to  rush  into  the  conflict.  The  Knight 
of  the  Falcon,  on  the  contrary,  seemed  to  pre- 
serve the  moody  coldness  which  from  the  first 
had  rendered  him  suspected.  The  Squire  who 
had  escaped  with  him,  stood,  indeed,  ready  with 
charger,  lance  and  axe ;  and  others  were  hurry- 
ing to  and  from  the  van  with  intelligence ;  but, 
he  stiU  rode  his  hackney,  and  sent  no  couriers 
to  any  of  the  engaged  leaders ;  seeming,  in  fact, 
intent  only  to  observe  De  Lacy,  whose  squadron 
lay  at  a  little  distance  upon  his  right. 

At  last  came  the  arousing  crisk  I 

Hugh-le-Loup  heard  the  thunder  of  the  royal 
cavalry ;  and,  through  the  thick  clouds  of  dust, 
caught  sufficient  gjiimpse  of  their  fearful  charge 
upon  the  centre  and  right  wing.  He  sent  a 
horseman  at  speed  to  bid  De  Lacy  advance  upon 
the  ground  he  was  himself  about  to  quit — cried 
his  war-cry,  "  St.  George  for  the  Western 
Wolf!"  and,  with  the  flower  of  the  Palatinate 
rushed  headlong  upon  the   Eari  of   Norfolk, 
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whose  squadrons,  at  that  moment,  had  also  gal* 
l(q>ped  for  the  charge. 

Fierce  and  loud  was  the  shock,  and  manj  a 
hmce  wais  shivered,  and  many  a  rider  thrown ; 
but  the  advantage  Iaj  manifestly  with  Lupus. 
He  spurred  his  powerful  hone  full  against 
Bigod,  and  hurled  him  sensdess  from  the  sad- 
dle ;  a  result  so  disheartening  to  the  Royafisls, 
that,  after  with  great  difficulty  regaining  their 
leader^s  body,  they  seemed  rather  to  if^  for 
life  than  victory. 

But  there  was  a  disparity  of  nnmbem  little 
anticipated. 

'^  Now,  by  every  saint  and  every  fiend ! " 
cried  Hugh-le-Loup,  '^  yon  treacherous  villain* 
De  Tunbridge,  hath  either  fled  the  fidd,  or 
joined  the  Tyrant!  Ride,  ride,  good  N^el! 
for  thy  life !  and  bid  De  Lacy  with  his  fresh 
horse  charge  on  yon  flank !  My  earldom  to  a 
knight's  fee  the  day  will  then  be  ours  !" 

Nigel  obeyed,  but  his  .career  was  shmrt.  He 
saw  the  whole  power  of  De  Tunbridge,  still  in  line, 
and  still  inactive,  but  with  its  front  marrfuiHed 
towards  De  Lacy.  He  saw  the  Faloon*leader 
in  the  war  saddle,  with  lance  in  rest,  and  banner 
advanced.  He  heard  a  thrilling  cry  of  oneet, 
and  then  a  loud  exulting  shout ;  and  an  the  next 
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infltant,  almost  before  he  could  wink  twice,  be- 
held the  whole  band  of  Reginald  de  Lacy  scat- 
tered like  hounds  through  which  the  stag 
charges  when  at  bay ;  or,  in  the  stronger  lan- 
guage of  the  Prophet,  like  a  rolling  thing  before 
the  blast ! 

So  fierce — so  tremendous — so  unlooked  for, 
was  the  chai^,  that  very  many  were  driven 
pell-mell  into  the  trenches  cut  for  their  secu- 
rity ;  and  the  Leader  himself,  taken,  it  must  be 
confessed,  at  unawares,  hardly  escaped  being 
hurried  headlong  amongst  them.  As  for  the 
amazed  Nigel,  equally  stout  of  heart  and  thick 
of  skull,  he  thought  it  decent  and  necessary  to 
avenge  the  feat  upon  its  hero ;  and,  rushing  on 
for  the  purpose,  was  rewarded  by  a  blow  that 
cleft  him  from  the  crown  midway  to  the  chin ! 

First  paralysed  with  astonishment,  and  then 
burning  with  fury,  back,  like  a  demon  for  his 
prey,  came  the  Baron  of  Newark  for  revenge. 

"White-livered  Popinjay!"  he  cried,  half 
choked  with  rage,  '*  treacherous  kite !  I  will 
repay  thee !  I  will  teach  thee,  poor  painted 
kestril!  to  play  the  paltering  haggard  with 
Reginald  de  Lacy!" 

^^Black-hearted  caitiiF!"  thundered  the  Knight 
of  the  Falcon,  no  longer  either  idle  or  mute,  and 
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with  a  voice  which  the  Bttrda  ireH  kMW  was 
NOT  that  of  De  Tnnbridge,  •*/wiB  repay ^Ae*/ 
once  for  all,  and  with  heaped  hand !  Dost  thou 
not  know  me,  skve  of  the  great  Devil  !*' 

^^  The  great  Devil  confound  thee  f  *"  e)cclaimed 
De  Lacj,  reining  back,  himself  greatlj  con- 
founded !     *'  Thou  here  !  can  it  be  possible !  '^ 

^^  I  will  teach  thee  to  believe!*'  med  the  Blue 
Knight,  ^'  this  is  not  the  cavern  of  Se*BIaca. 
Here  thou  canst  not  escape  the  penal  scourge !  I 
bless  God  thou  hast  no  wings  to  fly  from  Sim  I 
from  me  !  Robber  and  murderer !  have  at  thee  T 

And  they  closed  in  as  fieree  combat  as  ever 
rose  frem  wrath  and  hatred  betwixt  man  and 
man ! 

De  Lacy  was  bold — determined-^-muscular. 
His  antagonist  was  spare  and  sBm.  The  Baren's 
heavy  axe  threatened  with  one  blow  ix>  de<jde 
the  strife.  The  Blue  Knight  wields  only  tbe 
ordinary  Norman  sword ;  and  yet  Mne  who  had 
heard  and  looked  upon  the  chMiptons  woMd 
have  doubted  the  issue.  In  fjiree  minutes,  De 
Lacy  dropped  heavily  from  the  saddle'  with  a 
deep  wound  betwixt  the  oasqM  and  goi^,  the 
hood  of  maol  beneath  befaig  no  security  against 
a  blow  so  terriUe  as  that  which  had  fallen  upon 
it. 


*'0h»  Blay  him  not.  Sir  Knight!"  exelahned 
«  Squiire  who  eaw  the  weapon  point  of  the  victor 
at  his  lord'^s  liuroat ;  "  take  ransom,  and  spare 
life!" 

"  Not  for  the  wor^s  liehes !  "^  cried  the  dis- 
guised Knight ;  '^  This,  this!  for  Constance  de 
Mowbray !''' 

And  as  he  spoke  the  last  word,  a  deadly 
thrust  accompanied  it.    One  groan — one  con- 
vulsive gasp — ^and  the  fierce  spirit  of  Reginald 
de  Lacy  parted  for  ever !     The  death  of  their 
leader,  and  the  shout  of  triumph  which  hailed 
it,  completed  the  surprise  and  defeat  of  the 
rebel  squadron  of  rescue.     They  fled  for  the 
most  part  without  striking  another  blow ;  and, 
hurrying  fieldward  in  the    greatest  disorder, 
communicated  their  panic  to  the  forces  of  the 
left  wing  still  engaged  with  Bigod,  and  which 
only  straggled  against  superior  foes  in  expec- 
tation of  succour  from  the  very  men  now  flying 
post  or  amidst  them  in  utter  rout  and  confu- 
sion !     Well  Mkd  bravely  until  then  had  Hugh- 
le^Loup  maintained  the  fight,  and  perhaps  the 
lost  reinforoem^it  would  have  given  him  instant 
victory.     Nmp,  irremediable  coniusion  spread 
along  the  lines ;  and  when  the  Conqnerer  of  De 
Lacy  rushed  upon  them  with  his  exulting  troops, 
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fi*esh  and  fiery  as  morning  eagles,  every  banner 
and  pennon  fell  or  fled.  The  Earl  of  Chester 
H-as  himself  unhorsed  and  abandoned  in  the 
shock ;  and  all  that  remained  of  his  division  were 
either  slain  upon  the  spot  or  hurried  out  of  the 
field  in  total  defeat — ^pursued — cut  down — ^tram- 
pled  over  by  the  unsparing  foe  ! 

A  body  of  Royalists,  both  foot  and  horse,  who 
had  remained  to  guard  the  great  standard, 
seeing  the  rout,  gladly  joined  the  pursuing 
squadron;  and  bore  a  sanguinary  part  in  the 
chase  of  slaughter  that  ensued. 

The  victor-leader,  however,  knew  or  guessed 
that  Fortune  showed  another  aspect  upon  the 
centre  and  right  wing  of  the  foe.  He  gave  up 
the  pursuit  to  the  new  comers,  wheeled  round 
his  whole  force,  and  swept  with  unabated  fury 
into  the  thickest  of  the  conflict ;  where,  by  this, 
De  Mowbray  had  once  more  broken  the  lines  of 
Rufus,  and  cooped  the  raging  Monarch  within  a 
narrow  circle  of  his  bravest  chivalry,  who  thus 
threw  themselves  between  him  and  the  fate  they 
well  knew  he  would  rush  upon  in  his  despera- 
tion. Once  had  he  struck  De  Albemarle^s  horse 
dead  beneath  him,  and  once,  with  a  mighty  but 
glancing  stroke,  cloven  the  helmet  crest  of  the 
rider,  and  stunned  him  to  the  earth ;  but  the 
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whirl^mnd  rush  of  Northumberland  to  Stephen'^s 
aid  again  turned  the  current  of  fortune,  and  of 
battle. 

Full  in  the  van  of  those  who  fought  stoutest 
for  the  King,  and  had  done  so  through  all  the 
struggle,  fought  Alberic  du  Coci.  Backed  by 
his  trusty  Nicholas,  and  the  remnant  of  his  free 
lances,  he  did  not  (to  use  the  quaint  language 
of  Saxon  minstrelsy)  "  doze  in  the  war-saddle, 
or  strike  drowzily  with  dull  hand !"  Though 
pained  and  weakened  by  a  spear^ wound  in  the 
left  side,  the  brave  knight  cried  his  war-cry 
cheerily,  and  struck  down  every  assailant,  until 
encountered  by  on«,  against  whom  no  champion 
of  the  royal  host  had  stood  that  day  without 
dearly  abying  it. 

It  was  De  Mowbray  upon  his  foaming  charger, 
black  from  the  spur  to  the  crestxwith  blood  and 
dust,  and  still  wielding  the  heavy  war-axe  as 
though  the  fi^t  were  but  begun. 

*'Ha!"  he  exclaimed,  "St.  George!  St. 
Oswyn!  Thou  art  the  dishonoured  villain  Du 
Coci,  and  my  long  debt  of  blood  and  vengeance 
shall  now  be  paid  I" 

*'  Take  back  the  '  dishonoured  villain,' "  cried 
the  Knight,  "  back  in  thy  rebellious  teeth  \  But 
I  am  that  Alberic  du  Coci  who,  in  past  years, 
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dubbed  thee  the  false  traitor  thou  ha/st  tliis  day 
well  approved  thyself! " 

*^  And  1"  said  the  fierce  Northambcoflandy 
'*  I  am  that  Robert  De  Mowbraj  who  swore 
that  if  ever  again  thy  foot  pressed  EngBsh 
ground,  two  moons  should  not  fill  and  wane  ere 
a  death-mass  was  chaunted  for  thy  soul  in  Dur- 
ham aisles !  Now — new  is  the  fiiHilKng  hour ! 
the  cup  of  trembling  is  at  thy  lip !  Drink,  vit 
lain,  and  die  !'* 

His  charger  made  but  (me  bound — ^his  fatal 
axe  but  once  swung  aloft  and  descended — and 
the  work  of  hatred  was  done  !  the  debt  of  long- 
hoarded  vengeance  was  discharged.  Strength, 
skill — a  heavy  opposing  mace — ^wrought  meshes 
of  double  mail — ^were  all  idle — all  as  gnuss  to 
the  sickle,  against  that  one  terrible  blow  i  With 
its  single  energy  it  defb  the  right  arm  of  the 
victim  down  from  the  v«ry  shoulder  almost 
through  the  whole  limb!  and  the  brave,  tlie 
generous — ^the  kind — the  true-hearted  Du  Coci 
fell  with  a  mortal  wound« 

''  St.  George !  St.  Edward  !"  shouted  the  vin- 
dictive C!onqueror,  and  raised  his  hand  for  a 
stroke  to  make  assurance  ddubly  sure— when,  at 
the  instant— amidst  shouts  of  rage  and  triumph 
— ^the  shock  of  a  heavy  diorge  drove  upon  him. 
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irresistibly,  harae  and  man,  friend  and  foe, 
victors  and  vanquished ;  and  swq)t  together,  in 
one  suiging  hurley  of  confusion,  the  fighting 
and  the  fallen,  the  wounded  and  the  flying,  the 
living  and  the  dead ! 

It  WBB  the  charge  of  the  Blue  Knight — of 
him  who  had  slain  De  Lacy  and  routed  Hugh- 
le^Loup,  and  who  was  now  swooping  with  like 
victorious  wing  upon  the  main-battle  ! 

His  well  known  voice  thrilled  upon  the  ear  of 
De  Mowbray,  and  not  even  when  Du^Coci  fell 
had  the  eye  of  the  dark  Northern  warrior  flashed 
with  a  gloomier  fire !  He  rose  high  in  the 
stirrup  to  look  around  for  this  next  and  fast- 
approaching  victim ;  and  saw,  to  his  surprise,  a 
banner  charged  with  the  national  cognizance  of 
the  Saxons,  the  aleirion,  or  martlet,  streaming 
from  the  right  towards  the  quarter  of  the  Blue 
Knight's  attack;  as  if  the  forces  marshalled 
beneath  it  were  bent  to  repel  his  onset.  De 
Mowbray  exulted  in  the  timely  aid — spurred 
furiously  to  clear  the  press,  and  cried  his  war- 
cry  again  and  again  to  cheer  his  disordered 
band ;  but  his  voice  was  drowned  by  one  louder 
and  fiercer,  thrilling  over  all  the  roar  of  the 
strife — 

The  Avenger  cfthe  Saxons  to  the  rescue  !" 
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it  thundered  forth ;  and  then  an  arrow 
from  abow  that  never  failed,  and  the  great  Earl 
fell  back  upon  the  arcon  of  the  saddle,  with  the 
barbed  point  in  his  side,  just  where  the  plastron, 
or  under  corslet,  ceased  to  protect  it.  A  mist 
came  over  him.  The  battle  reeled  and  swam — 
there  was  a  fierce  shout,  and  a  crj  of  panic- 
terror,  for  the  spirit  of  the  rebels  fell  with 
their  falling  lead»;  his  bannerman  dropped 
dead  with  a  spear-thrust,  and  the  instant  the 
proud  and  £A^-cheering  ensign  of  De  Mowbray 
sank  from  its  ^^  pride  of  place,"  all  that  re- 
mained of  his  late  victorious  troops  fled  in 
irretrievable  rout  and  disorder,  excepting  here 
and  there  a  little  cluster  of  knightly  and  more 
determined  spirits,  that,  side  by  side,  or  back  to 
back,  fought  with  the  fury  of  deq)air,  not  for 
victory  or  life,  but  for  revenge  and  honourable 
death. 

One  such  heroic  knot  struggled  for  the  shield 
and  body  of  the  fallen  Earl ;  but  the  victorious 
Raymond  (for  why  affect  longer  mystery!)  burst 
at  last  into  the  press,  and  saved  once  more  (at 
least,  for  a  little  space)  the  little  remaining 
life  of  Robert  de  Mowbray !  His  charger^s  hoof 
struck  powerless  the  hand  of  De  TEp^  rising 
with  a  keen  weapon  to  avenge  his  lord;    and 
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then,  as  the  overpowered  defenders  fled,  fell,  or 
were  taken,  he  sprang  down  and  stooped  over 
the  body  of  the  wounded. 

He  saw  that  the  barbed  shaft  had  pierced  too 
deep  to  be  withdrawn  without  occasioning  instant 
death ;  and,  amidst  all  his  triumph,  turned  with 
a  heavy  heart  from  the  pallid  face  of  him  whom 
he  had  once  so  honoured,  loved,  and  reverenced. 
He  gave  charge  for  the  body  to  be  conveyed 
gently  to  the  rear,  and  promised  a  high  reward 
to  whomsoever  should  first  procure  surgical  aid. 

Cries  and  sounds  of  fierce  conflict  from  the 
right  wing  hurried  him  again  to  the  saddle,  but, 
as  his  foot  pressed  the  stirrup,  he  felt  the  de- 
taining grasp  of  Nicholas  de  UEpee,  (how 
changed  from  his  once  light-hearted  aspect !) 
and,  looking  down  where  the  squire  pointed, 
saw  the  prostrate,  helpless,  expiring  Du  Coci ; 
the  seal  of  death  upon  his  brow,  and  the  turf 
beneath  him  a  red  swamp  with  his  gore. 

"  Great  God !'"  he  exclaimed — ^flinging  himself 
upon  the  earth  beside  the  sufierer.  '^Is  it 
indeed  thus,  brave  Alberic!  art  thou  sore 
stricken !  Nay — speak  to  me  gallant  heart ! 
how  fares  it  with  thee  f 

"  Cold,*"  answered  the  wounded  Knight — ' '  cold, 
dear  Raymond — ^sick — feeble — dying  ! — but  it 
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is  well— paasbg  well  {  better,  thug,  a  ibaaumd 
times,  than  efaoked  with  ihe  salt  flurf  in  yonder- 
caverns.  I  die,  like  all  my  fathers,  upon  a  weit 
stricken  field,  with  the  cry  of  victory  fw  tny 
death-hymn." 

''  Oh,  be  ot  cheer  !*'  said  Baymwd,  altiion^ 
with  a  heavy  consciousness  that  he  spoke  idly — 
"'thou  shalt  not  die!  we  will  have  hdp — leecb- 
craft — kindly  tendance — I  will  nuise  thee  myself, 
as  a  mother  would  nurse  her  son! — arouse 
thee,  Nicholas !  for  shame !"  (he  was  holding 
water  in  a  steel  cap  to  his  master's  lip,  and 
shedding  tears  into  it  as  fast  as  rainnlrops  fall  i) 
'^  Arouse  thee,  and  prepare  a  litter !" 

"A  bier— ^  bier — "  said  the  dying  man, 
feebler  and  feebler ;  and  his  head  drof^^  apoa 
the  bosom  that  strove  to  solace  him.  Raymond 
took  the  cold,  powerless  hand,  and  pressed  it  witli 
poignant  anguish — his  heart  sickened — ^his  eyes 
gushed  over  with  bitter  tears. 

Du  Coci  rallied  a  little  once  more.  Faintly 
returning  the  pressure  of  his  friend's  grasp,  he 
murmured  in  low  tones ; — 

''  I  am  sped.  The  tooken  hiree  is  broken  for 
even  It's  last  splinter  i^  hearth-4iiel !— -Tell 
me,  Raymond — how  goes  the  fi^t  I  how  Cares 
De  Mowbray  f** 


Rtyp0s. 


297 


'-^Sp^  too,"  replied  Ooeur  d'Acier,  "de- 
t^sAK^ — ^woufided— dyings— a  day  of  Bfe  is  his 
bist  beasi !— " 

The  Knight  started  convulsively,  and  seemed 
striving  to  rise.  His  eye  was  fixed.  A  little 
foam  came  to  his  lips,  and,  as  they  muttered 
something  indistinctly,  Raymond  bent  his  ear 
close,  and  caught  a  few  broken  words — 

"  In  Durham — ^holy  Father ! — Durham — a 
deaUi-mass — he  swore  it — ^benedicite  !" 

They  were  his  last  accents.     His  head  dropped 
as  he  uttered  them ;  and,  when  Baymond  again 
raised  it,  the  gallant  spirit  was  gone  for  ever  ! — 
Let  us  quit  this  scene  of  individual  death, 
and,  allowing  a  little  interval  of  renewed  slaugh- 
ter to  elapse,  "  look,  once  more,  ere  we  leave 
this  specular  mount,"  over  the  field  of  battle. 
It   is    covered   with    dead  and  dying  —  with 
abandoned  arms  and  ensigns — with  groups  of 
flying  wretches  who  have  no  hope  but  to  save 
life*-of  savage  pursuers  who    have    no   wish 
but  to  destroy  it  i    Every  column  of  the  rebels 
is  now  broken  and  scattered.    All  the  chival^ 
rous  daring  of   De  Albemarie  being   in  vain 
against  the   royal  fiiry,  when  the  banner  of 
De  Mowbray,  like  an  extinguished  beacon  in  a 
storm,  sank  from  before  them ;  and  tiie  cham^ 
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pknn  who  had  first  tunied  the  fortones  of  the 
day  made  hia  third  and  last  diaige  upon  their 
already  wavering  columns. 

North)  west,  east,  and  soulJi — to  the  towers  of 
Bamborougfa — ^to  the  caverns  of  the  sea-beach — 
to  the  wilds  <^  Redesdale — ^to  Tynemouth,  and 
the  forests  of  Tyne  and  Wear,  the  scattered 
,  wreck  hurried  as  fast  as  wearied  steeds,  or  their 
own  wearied  st&fBj  could  bear  them  !  Where 
now  are  the  arrayed  squadrons,  and  the  fiery 
leaders,  and  the  proud  hopes,  and  the  fierce  ener- 
gies of  the  morning !  Gone,  with  its  mists  and 
dews !  drowned  in  gore,  or  quenched  in  despair- 
ing flight ! 

'*  Ambition,  half  oonvicted  of  her  foUy, 
Hang!  down  the  head,  and  reddens  at  the  tale  I" 

Yon  little  cloud  of  dust  rolling  southward, 
with  a  few  glimmerings  of  steel  breaking  through 
it,  trades  the  flying  courser  of  De  Albemarle 
himself,  spurring,  with  a  little  remnant  of  his 
power,  for  Tynemouth.  When  all  was  lost,  (after 
Raymond's  last  charge,)  the  would-be  monarch 
flu^g  the  reins  over  his  charger^s  neck,  grasped 
his  sword  with  both  hands,  and  (not  unworthy 
in  spirit  of  a  martial  kingdom)  was  rushing  into 
the  thickest  of  the  fight  for  revenge  and  death; 
but  Hugh-le-Loup,  unwounded  and  remounted. 
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although  far  behind  his  own  rouied  columns, 
crossed  the  path  of  the  Earl,  seized  the  aban- 
doned bridle,  and  hurried  him  from  the  field  ; 
heedless  in  what  direction,  reckless  of  life,  and 
seeing  nothing  but 

**  Blaek-nrenoiu  Ruin,  with  her  sail-stretched  wings  1'* 

We  snatch  a  glimpse  of  the  conquerors — at 
a  late  hour,  when  wearied  with  pursuit  and 
slaughter,  and  when  the  trumpet  of  recall  had 
sounded — and  then  gladly  dose  the  blood-stained 
pages  of  battle. 

"  Now,  by  the  Mother  of  Heaven  !"  exclaimed 
Rufus,  *'if  Ilbert  de  Ttmbridge  hath  indeed 
stricken  this  blow,  he  hath  fed  on  strange 
meats  these  evil  days — ^he  is  the  serpent  that 
hath  eaten  a  serpent,  and  so  sprung  to  a 
dragon!" 

"  He  slew  De  Lacy  with  one  mighty  blow,'" 
observed  a  Baron  who  stood  near. 

"  I  saw  him  scatter  De  Mowbray's  host  as 
the  wind  scatters  stubble/'  said  De  Miles. 

"Aye,  marry,"  said  Montgomery;  "but  he 
had  wit  to  time  it  when  a  cloth-yard  shaft  was  in 
Earl  Robertas  breast.** 

"  Not  so,  by  &t.  Mary  !^  cried  another,  "  he 
charged  ere  the  shaft  sped,  and  was  then  within 
lance-length  pf  the  Rebel  Earl." 
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t  '^  Never  agatin  Bebel  or  Earl^^'ntdtibeKbig^ 
^  but  flfty— wbo  batir  newa  <if  the  Traitor  f ' 

"I,  my  laege,"*  fiaid  De  Miks,  '"^boA  fair 
and  foul.  He  was  priBcmer  to  De  Tunfaridge, 
but)  wkile  conveying  to  the  tear,  rescued  by  the 
burly  Prior  of  Tynemouth." 

'*  A  cuise  upon  that  meddling  Book-arboeom^ 
with  his  hi^  maUet ! "  said  Montgomery,  ^^  twice 
did  he  rally  a  band  of  beaten  villains^  cryiii^ 
aloud,  in  Ood's  name,  to  fight  like  Sanl  and  Jo^ 
nathan,  and  to  smite  us  hq>and  thigh,  even  from 
the  rising  to  the  going  down  of  the  sun.^ 

*'^  A  gory  twilight  hath  their  sun-down !"  said 
the  King ;  **  and  I  will  flay  me  the  priest  alive^ 
to  be  a  terror  henceforth  to  all  villanous  peel- 
pates  that  betake  th^n  to  club-law  rather 
than  the  canon.  But,  ho  !  by  St.  Luke's  fiiice, 
stand  apart !  here,  with  a  thousand  laurels,  comes 
the  champion  of  the  day,  the  marveDousfy 
changed  De  Tunbridge !" 

^owly  riding  up,  the  exhausted  Raymond 
dxopped,  rather  than  alighted,  firom  his  founder* 
ing  charger^— kneh  at  the  royal  foot — removed 
the  faloon-crested  helmet,  and  throwing  back  the 
hood  of  nudl,  sohred  in  one  moment  the  whole 
enigma  of  poor  Sir  Ilbert's  heroJsm. 

Of  those  that,  with  eyes  ct  amasEement,  wit^ 
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nesaed  the  transformatioD,  some  looked  pale 
with  envy — flome  black  with  maHee — and  the 
Red  King  himself  ten  times  redder  than  usual 
with  surprise  and  pleasure  I 

Pardon,  my  gracious  Liege,"  said  Baymond, 

a  pardon,  if  I  have  done  wdl,  for  Ilbert  de 
Tunbridge;  with  whose  armour,  banner,  and 
forces,  and  by  his  own  freely-accorded  will,  I 
have  thus  dared  to  play  the  masquer,  and  strike 
this  blow  for  my  royal  Liege." 

And,  in  the  fiend's  name — ^  said  Rufns, 

where  lies  the  gallant  himself  ?" 

^^  Fast  in  the  dungeons  of  the  New  Castle ; 
hostage  that  every  leader  of  his  power  should 
obey  his  signet  upon  my  hand.  With  that,  and 
his  trusted  squire,  and  in  his  gay  harness,  I 
rode  to  the  rebel-camp,  pleaded  a  vow  to  my 
saint  for  needful  silence,  and  passed,  in  very  deed, 
with  their  whole  host,  for  Ilbert  de  Tunbridge,'" 

'^  With  a  whole  Host,  and  a  whole  Realm,*' 
answered  the  King,  ''Thou  shalt  pass  for  ^ 
better  man — better  a  thousand  fold !  Give  me 
thine  hand.  Sir  Varlet  of  many  names  and 
shapes!  and,  to  the  boot  of  Steel-Heart  and 
Stonned  Castle,  arise  Raymond  de  Mandeville, 
Earl  of  Essex  I  son  of  that  Geoffrey  de  Mande- 
ville who  fought  bravest  of  the  brave  at  Hastings ! 
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Hago  of  Shrewsbury,  our  good  and  faithful 
Marshal,  know  this  gallant  for  thy  fellow  Peer; 
cut  square  his  pennon  with  diine  own  hand,  and 
look  well  that  his  title  hath  fair  blazon.  Now 
bid  our  Heralds  ride  over  the  field,  and  take  we 
charitable  thought  for  the  dead — ^the  dying — 
and  the  groaning  wounded  who  may  yet  live. 
Bring  me  a  written  file  of  the  chief  dead — (ah ! 
brave  Du  Coci !) — blow  trumpet  yet  again !  a 
tucket  of  recall.  Down  banner,  and  up  tent ! 
here  will  we  sup  to  night ;  for,  laud  be  to  God 
and  my  stout  Lieges !  I  have  this  day  won  a 
brave  field  against  a  stubborn  foe !  Up  tent !  up 
tent!  By  St.  Luke'^s  face,  we  will  drink  joy 
and  health  to  Raymond,  Earl  of  Essex ;  and 
the  curse  of  the  churlish  heart  vfoa  wfaoeo 
gainsays  hifi  worthiness  r 
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CHAPTER  XV. 


CONCLUSION. 


(( 


•t  no  more  of  this,  so  God  you  blessei 


Your  tale  annoyeth  all  this  companie  I" 

Chaucer, 
Eieunt  Omnes  I 

The  Battle  we  have  attempted  to  describe* 
was  decisive,  not  only  of  the  political  struggle 
which  caused  it,  but  of  the  foi-tunes  of  all  those 
for  whom  we  have  endeavoured  to  awaken  inte- 
rest or  sympathy. 

Nearly  eight  thousand  of  the  rebel  army  lay 
dead  upon  the  field,  besides  the  wounded,  of 
whom  a  great  proportion  had  mortal  hurts  ;  and 
the  slaughter  during  the  flight  was  very  great. 
Of  the  remainder,  though  some  fled  to  the 
castles  still  garrisoned  for  De  Albemarle,  the 
greater  number  was  scattered  over  the  kingdom ; 

*  It  is  a  singular  fiict,  and  shameful  to  the  monkish  sorib- 
blers,  that  no  History  extant  contains  any  account  or  even 
mention  of  this  great  Battle  1  we  supply  the  hiatus  now,  for 
the  first  time,  upon  the  sole  authority  of  the  '*  Boke  of  Bebban- 
burgh.*' 
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every  man,  in  his  deepair  aiid  ^ilfiififoti,  dUflitig' 
as  he  best  m^ht  for  himself. 

The  body  of  De  Laey  was  foond  just  as  be 
had  fallen  nnder  the  sword  of  Raymond;  and, 
being  thrown  into  the  trendies  behind,  had 
brief  and  unhononred  burial  with  the  pronnsh 
cnons  dead. 

"  By  hii  gjsTe,  dishonour  ihall  sit. 
Ever,  O  erer ! 
mcnnig  ahaU  hallow  tt» 
Never,  O  never!*' 

Not  far  remote,  upon  the  ground  occupied  by 
the  left  wing,  De  Aldery  was  ako  recognised, 
after  a  pile  of  dead  had  been  dr^ged  from  above 
him;  his  noble  features  retaining  to  the  last 
that  deep  melancholy  which  seaned  now  to  have 
been  prophetic  of  his  early  doom.* 

The  remains  of  Du  Coci  had  been  cared  for 
by  his  trusty  Nicholas ;  a  mourner  aa  deep  and 
true,  with  all  his  levity,  as  ever  wrapped  himself 
in  the  inky  cloke  of  more  ost^itatious  sorrow. 
It  was  the  first  task  of  the  Earl  of  Essex,  im- 
mediately afler  recall  horn  pursuit,  and  before 
either  sleep  or  food  refreshed  him,  to  have  the 


*  **  Boke  of  Bebbanbnii^'*  Vulgar  HUtorians  give  another 
aMoant  of  Be  Aldtfy'a  death. 
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lMM}y  luppu^t  to.kicf  own  twt,  that  the  woI( 
the  Yultore,  and  the  raven  m^t  gorge  upon 
meaner  iiffe.  When  the  Host  was  next  morn- 
ing divided  into  two  bodies,  one  for  the  reduc-* 
tion  of  the  more  southern  eastles,  Durham  and 
Tyn^BOuth;  and  the  other,  for  the  sieges  of 
Alnwick  and  Bamborough;  Raymond,  upon 
being  appointed  to  command  the  former,  carried 
with  him  the  relics  of  his  friend,  trusting  to 
inter  them  in  hallowed  ground  in  one  or  other 
of  the  places  to  be  reduced.  This,  as  Alnwick 
and  Durham  both  surrendered  upon  the  first 
summers,  he  accomplished  in  the  cathedral  of 
the  latter  city ;  and  i^e  visitor  who  now  wanders 
where  "  Saxon-Eadmer's  towers'**  look  down, 
in  monastic  pomp,  from  their  wooded  throne, 
upon  the  lovely  Wear  girdling  their  base,  may, 
perhaps,  heighten  an  evening  mood  of  gentle 
enthusiasm,  by  remembering,  in  his  cloistered 
walk,  that,  amidst  the  nameless  graves  of  the 
foi^otten  dead  beneath,  he  paces,  somewhere, 
over  that  which  holds  the  shrunk  ashes  of  ^^  the 
brave,  the  generous,  the  true-hearted  Alberic 
duCoci!" 

Earl  Raymond  then  marched  to  Tynemouth, 
and  sat  down  before  the  fortress  stubbornly 
defended  by  the  Prior ;  as  upon  the  northeni 
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frontier,  Bamborough  was  by  Matilda.  To  the 
Monarch,  however,  as  to  our  readers,  De  Mow- 
bray was  the  great  personal  object  in  the  first, 
and  Constance  in  the  latter. 

The  fate  of  Hugh-le-Loup,  as  it  was  com- 
paratively gentle,  may  soon  be  told.  He  was 
taken  in  the  pursuit,  and,  upon  submis^on  to 
the  Monarch,  and  payment  of  three  thousand 
marks  as  a  fine,  returned  at  once  to  lus  alle- 
giance and  to  his  western  fastnesses,  '^  a  sadder 
and  a  wiser  man.^ 

De  Albemarle,  hurried  off  the  field,  as  we 
have  described,  when  the  battle  was  totally  lost, 
escaped,  during  their  flight,  by  sheer  deqperar 
tion  of  combat,  from  the  band  of  Royalists  that 
made  prisoner  the  less  desperate  and  less  active 
Eari  of  Chester.  Hard  chased  by  his  pursuers, 
the  unfortunate  Stephen  fled  to  the  sea-shore, 
secreted  himself  for  a  day  and  a  ni^t  amidst  its 
caverns,  and,  at  last,  reached  Tynemouth  in  a 
fishing  boat,  haggard  with  toil,  with  loss  of 
blood,  with  thirst,  hunger,  and  ruined  hope. 

In  the  castled  monastery,  (no  longer 

**  Within,  a  palace,  though  without ,  a  fort/') 

he  found  De  Mowbray  upon  his  death  pallet, 
still  breathing  the  difficult  breath  of  parting 
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life ;  but  how  changed  from  the  haughty  noble — 
the  stately  courtier — ^the  dreaded  warrior,  who, 
but  two  days  before,  could  wield  half  the  ener- 
gies of  an  empire,  and  strike  a  fearful,  though 
unavailing  blow,  against  the  most  warlike  Mo- 
narch in  Europe ! 

What  De  Albemarle,  however,  beheld  and 
heard,  he  shaU  himself  relate,  when,  upon  the 
following  night,  favoured  by  storm  and  darkness, 
he  eluded  the  watch  and  ward  of  both  besieging 
Hosts,  and  suddenly  presented  himself  before 
Matilda  at  Bamborough. 

"  Fallen  Prince!"  she  exclaimed,  "if  it  be 
not  a  mockery  to  call  thee  even  that^ — where 
is  my  lord  ?     How  fares  it  with  De  Mowbray?*' 

^*  111 !  never  worse  with  mortal  man !  sick — 
helpless — dying  in  his  beleaguered  castle.  His 
sun  is  set !  " 

"  And  thou,"  said  the  Countess,  her  cheek 
turning  deadly  pale,  "  why  art  thou  here !" 

"  To  bid  thee,"  answered  Stephen  gloomily, 
"spare  slaughter  that  avails  not— yield  the 
castle — ^make  peace  with  Rufus  \^ 

"  Yield  r  exclaimed  the  fiery  Matilda,  "yield! 
Saints  of  Heaven !  when  ?  wherefore !  Tell  me 
that — who  gives  command !  Is't  thou^  spiritless 
fugitive  ?" 
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"  Insulting  woman  1  No  !**  replied  tbe  Earl, 
*'  nor  here,  nor  upon  other  spot  of  EngKsh 
ground,  hath  Stephen  de  Albemarie  now  a 
voice  of  command !  I  go — ^if  my  tyrant  cousin 
seize  not  upon  me — to  the  Holy  Land,  to  strive 
for  the  sepulchre  of  Christ.  Such  is,  at  hst,  the 
only  warfare  that  would  not  demean  him  who 
has  thus  battled  for  a  kingdom,  /  nor  command, 
nor  counsel  thee  to  yield  this  castle.  It  is  the 
hest  of  De  Mowbray — wflt  thou  obey  it  !'* 

^^  When  its  towers  are  sand-heaps  T'  said  Ma- 
tilda ;  '^  when  the  besieging  Host  pours  through 
the  breach  we  cannot  man — ^when  famine  hath 
stripped  us  to  the  skeleton-ghosts  of  defenders — 
then  shall  Rufus  of  England  call  Bamborough 
his — ^but  not  till  then,  unless  it  be  mine  to  name 
at  pleasure  the  terms  of  yielding." 

**  This,"  said  Stephen,  "  is  the  madness  of 
obstinacy,  and  not  heroic  firmness.  What  terms 
canst  thou  demand  that  he,  the  flushed  conqueror, 
wiD  deign  to  grant  ?  '* 

**  Full  pardon  for  De  Mowbray — ^his  wealth — 
his  rank — his  power — his  friends  unscathed — 
these,  or  defiance  to  the  death !  There  was  a 
Countess  once,  Emma  de  Guader,  that  from  the 
walls  of  Norwich  defied  the  father  of  this  tyrant, 
until  his  pride  was  quelled,  and,  with  spread 
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baaiier,  the  defending  host  passed  from  its  towers, 
whither  they  listed.  Her  s^mt  is  mine.  ■  So 
will  1  keep  these  towers !  their  walls  shall  be  my 
couch — ^my  prison— my  grave!  or  I  will  have 
pledge  from  the  King  of  life  and  fortmie  for  my 
lord." 

"  For  thy  Lord's  life,"  said  the  Earl,  "  make 
[dea  with  the  King  of  kings,  or  not  beyond  the 
dragging  of  twelve  wretched  hours  will  it  en- 
dure \  I  tell  thee,  Lady,  if  thou  wouldst  look 
upon  him  alive,  fly  with  me  even  now,  under 
\antage  of  this  stormy  darkness,  to  Tjne- 
mouth — ^there  gaze  upon  the  wreck  that  was  De 
Mowbray !  his  mail  changed  for  a  Benedictine 
gown — ^his  helmet  for  a  hood — his  hauberk  for  a 
scapulaire — ^his  lance  and  shield  for  a  missal  and 
a  breviary.  Gaze  upon  all  thisj  and  then  strive 
or  yield  as  ye  list." 

Matilda  clasped  her  brow  with  both  hands, 
like  one  whose  every  mental  faculty  is  stunned 
by  an  intolerable  blow ! 

The  picture  of  De  Mowbray's  degradation, 
from  the  hero  to  the  mcHik,  appeared  to  her  ar- 
dent and  tamcJess  spirit,  so  dreadful — so  revolt^ 
ing,  that  it  was  as  if  shame  and  obloquy  had 
fallen  heavily  upon  her  also,  until,  by  a  burst  of 
passionate  invective^  she  had  vindicated,  to  her- 
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self,  as  well  as  to  De  Albemarle,  her  exemption 
{it)m  such  a  blot. 

"  Great  God  !"  she  exclaimed,  "  did  I  for  this 
link  heart  and  hand  with  one  whose  life  and  for- 
tunes trembled  upon  a  cast !  to  see  him,  when 
the  stake  is  lost,  lose  with  it  all  pride  of  heart 
and  will — ^all  manly  wish  or  thought  to  do  or 
dare  !  O  Heaven  !  O  Earth  !  a  thing  of  books 
and  beads — of  stripes  and  penance  !  The  war- 
rior and  the  prince  sunk — ^humbled — ^abased  to 
the  whining  monk !  Go !  thou  that  hast  yet 
some  sparkle  of  knightly  fire,  take  comfort  to 
the  fallen — such  comfort  as  Matilda  de  Aquila 
can  send  to  the  Monk  de  Mowbray  !  Take  him 
that  puling  thing,  his  nun-like  daughter,  meeter 
for  a  cloister  than  the  throne  thy  folly  luid  shared 
with  her!  Bid  him,  to  her  care  confide  his 
shameful  sorrows — upon  her  sickly  spirit  pour 
out  his  own,  in  kindred  feebleness !  For  never 
more  upon  earth  shall  he  behold  the  nobler  wo- 
man, whom,  by  this  monstrous  self-abasement, 
he  hath  wronged  and  ruined  !  O !  how  unlike,  in 
his  priestly  garb,  that  Earl  of  Northumberland, 
who,  when  sickness  wasted  him,  tore  the  quoif 
from  his  brow — the  nursing-vesture  from  his 
limbs,  and,  in  steel  harness,  hauberk  and  helm, 
and  plastron;  with  shield  and  lance  in  his  grasp. 
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and  his  spread  banner  above  him — died  like  the 
hero  of  a  hundred  fields;  full  knightly,  full 
nobly !  I  tell  thee,  Stephen  of  Albemarle !  I 
had  rather  have  been  the  widow  of  that  Saxon, 
buried  alive  in  his  grave,  than  lived  the  wedded 
wife  of  De  Mowbray,  to  be  thus  shamed  and 
shunned !"" 

The  indomitable  Matilda  kept  her  word.  She 
dismissed  Constance  with  De  Albemarle,  through 
a  secret  postern  in  the  seaward  battlements — 
while  yet  favoured  by  night  and  storm.  She 
held  out  the  castle  against  all  the  power  and 
threats  of  Rufus.  She  never  again  looked  upon 
the  fallen  De  Mowbray. 

We  leave  the  Monarch  to  build  his  fort  of 
Malvoisin  against  Bamborough ;  and  once  more 
change  the  scene  to  Tynemouth,  closely  invested 
by  Earl  Raymond. 

It  was  night,  in  the  magnificent  church  of  the 
monastery — ^another  night  of  raging  blast  and 
driving  rain,  with  the  added  terrors  of  light- 
ning and  loud  thunder;  the^ intervals  of  whose 
turret-rocking  peals  were  filled  by  the  scarce 
feebler  roar  of  ocean,  breaking  tremendously 
below,  and  sending  its  spray  over  the  highest 
towers. 

The  rite  called  the  Nocturnal  was  closed,  but 
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a  little  group  of  varied  figures  gtimmered  in  the 
beam  of  the  tapers  that  lit  the  tomb  of  Kii^ 
Malcolm  and  his  son,  slain  near  Alnwick,  by  De 
Mowbray.  That  De  Mowbray,  the  conqueror 
of  a  king — ^the  terror  of  two  realms,  is  the  ghastly 
figure  recumbent  upon  the  marble  slab  below, 
wrapped  in  the  black  vestments  of  a  Benedictine, 
and  with  the  seal  of  death  upon  his  brow !  Look, 
Moralizer  upon  human  vanity !  look  upon  that 
tomb,  and  upon  him  for  whom  a  tomb  now  gapes ; 
and  cry  with  the  Northern  Minstrel — 

"  Oh  1  fcding  bonoun  of  the  dad  1 
Oh  i  high  ambition  lowly  bud  1'' 

Kneeling  upon  the  cold  floor,  chafing  the  colder 
hands  of  the  dying — stooping  over  him,  like  a 
pitying  seraph,  to  wipe  the  clammy  brow,  and 
catch  the  feebly-whispered  word — ^need  we  say 
that  form  of  bending  loveliness  is  Constance 
de  Mowbray!  The  armed  figure  at  her  side 
is  De  Albemarle;  and,  near  him,  extending  a 
crucifix,  the  Prior  kneels,  to  bid  peace  be  to  the 
parting  spirit. 

Hours  wore  away  over  the  melancholy  group 
that  still  kept  place  and  sorrow,  while  the  suf- 
ferer still  drew  his  miserable  breath. 

Sudden — ^far-thrilling  above  the  roar  of  the 
storm,  they  heard  a  cry — a  shout !  and  then  the 
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voiee  of  tnimpets  and  naidrs,  and  screams  and 
yells,  and  a  hondred  mingled  somids  of  rage  and 
terror,  and  conflict  I  The  besiegers  had  sur- 
prised a  tower  while  the  storm  raged  fiercest. 
De  Albemarle,  sword  in  hand,  shot  along  the 
aisles,  but  was  met  by  Elfin  Puckfist,  wild  with 
terror,  and  pointing  distractedly  to  the  thick 
gloom  of  the  portal  arch — ^then  came  a  gush  of 
torch-light,  and  a  warrior  at  the  head  of  a  strong 
band  of  men-at-arms  broke  into  the  chancel : — 
It  was  Raymond. — Stephen  rushed  upon  him ; 
dealt  a  blow  which  shivered  his  own  weapon  in 
his  grasp,  and  then  stood  defenceless,  at  the 
mercy  of  his  uninjured  foe. 

'^  Strike  not !  nor  advance  !"  exclaimed  Es- 
sex to  his  followers — ^then,  to  De  Albemarle — 

^^  Against  thy  life  I  have  no  weapon — ^nor  bar 
against  thy  freedom  !  Fly,  whither  thou  wilt, 
— yet  lead  me  first  to  De  Mowbray — ah !  noble 
Earl  r — ^and,  throwing  himself  beside  the  dying 
man,  he  cast  but  one  glance  upon  his  pallid  face, 
and  buried  his  own  in  his  mailed  hands. 

The  lamp  of  life  lit  up  De  Mowbray's  spirit 
with  an  expiring  flash.  He  raised  himself  in 
the  arms  of  Constance,  ^d,  as  she  hung  over 
him,  conjured  her  to  take  an  oath  for  the  peace 
of  liis  parting  soul,  ere  his  cold  ear  was  deaf  for 
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ever.  She  gsve  soleana  promise  to  comply'^ 
and  then,  with  aToioe  such  as  mig^t  have  issued 
flrom  the  tomb  above,  Earl  Robert  worded  for 
her  repetition  a  form  of  terrible  imprecation 
iqton  her  head,  if  wer  Constance  de  Mowbray 
govt  her  hand  in  marriage  to  a  vassal  of  the 
Tgrant  WUUam! 

^^Oh,  Constance!  swear  notT  exclaimed 
Raymond — his  sympathy  for  the  dying  yidding 
to  alarmed  aflection,  and  to  so  terrible  a  blow 
at  his  own  dearest  hopes.  Bnt  it  avauled  not. 
She  cast  upon  him  a  heart-renouncing  look  of 
agony,  and,  holding  up  her  Father's  bloodless 
hands  during  the  sacrifice,  gaq)ed  out  the 
fearful  oath. 

The  youi^  Earl  bent  to  the  earth  under  the 
infliction ;  and  was  only  roused  by  a  quick  and 
bitter  sob  from  his  fellow-victim.  He  looked  up 
— De  Mowbray  was  dead  on  the  chancel  floor.* 

That  night  parted  for  ever  Raymond,  De 
Albemarle,  and  Constance. 

For  the  latter  a  royal  order  quickly  arrived, 

*  <«  Bate  ^  BeMmtery."  The  ignonat  aosks,  followed 
by  Hume  and  oUien,  pre  other  and  varioiu  aoooimte.  Some 
My  tbat  the  Eari  died  a  prisoner  in  Windsor  Castle— 4ome  a 
shaven  monk  in  the  Abbey  of  St.  Albans.  We  cannot  donbt 
onr  own  anthority. 
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and  was  as  quiokly  obeyed,  that  she  should  set 
out  for  the  Convent  of  Nunna  Mynstre,  and 
await  in  its  dim  solil^des  the  Monarch's  further 
commands. 

The  Earl  of  Essex  kept  faith  with  his  fallen 
rival.  He  led  him  by  the  private  postern  down 
to  Prior's  Haven,  and  saw  him,  accompanied 
only  by  his  faithful  Dwarf,  embark  upon  a  stormy 
sea,  from  a  kingdom  which  he  had  shaken  to  its 
very  centre. 

Soon  after  Raymond  learned  the  safe  arrival 
of  the  vessel  in  a  Flemish  port ;  but  nothing 
more  of  De  Albemarle,  until  his  own  steps  were 
upon  a  far-foreign  strand ;  until,  in  short,  avail- 
ing him  of  the  King's  reluctant  license,  im- 
mediately after  the  fall  of  Bamborough,  and  the 
consequent  extinction  of  the  last  spark  of  rebel- 
lion, he  had  liimself  bade  a  long  farewell  to 
Britain. 

With  Nicholas  de  KEp^e  as  his  chief  squire, 
he  joined  the  crusaders  under  Robert  of  Nor- 
mandy, and  strove,  in  the  whirl  of  battle,  to 
drown  the  bitter  remembrance  of  Constance  and 
of  his  ruined  hopes.  It  was  then  that  he  heard 
of  Stephen  de  Albemarle  as  fighting  gallantly 
under  the  banner  of  King  Philip,  and  likely,  in 
the  fields  of  the  Holy  Land,  to  lay  the  founda- 
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tions  of  a  better  kingdom  thaB  My  leaa«aered 
warfare  could  have  won  for  him  in  Eurc^. 

Meanwhile  years  rolled  away,  and  GooBtaBoe 
(whom,  to  the  surprise  of  many,  the  King  never 
molested  with  threats  of  any  allianee,  although 
he  forbade  her  to  take  the  vows),  hid  her  Jovdi- 
ness  under  the  veil,  and  her  nearly  broken  heart 
in  the  silence  of  a  cloister.  Sometimes,  even  to 
the  secluded  cells  of  Nunna  Mynstre,  the  name 
of  Raymond  Earl  of  Essex  came  linked  with 
many  a  eulogium  upon  his  chivalrous  ccmduct 
and  lofty  and  generous  nature.  But,  at  last, 
rumour  itself  died  away ;  and  only  sad  conjec- 
ture remained,  when  the  Lady  Abbess,  more 
bigoted  than  ever,  spoke  of  some  great  victory 
won  by  the  army  of  God  ovar  the  usurfMng 
Moslems. 

We  have  now  brought  the  structure  of  our 
Drama  to  that  point  where  the  keynstone  alone 
is  wanting,  and,  before  briefly  supplying  it,  must 
again  premise  the  lapse  of  several  years  from  the 
period  of  De  Mowbray's  death. 


As  the  steed  to  its  starting  post — as  the  hare 
to  its  form — as  the  mariner  to  his  port — as  the 
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rgtrettns  of  Cfidypdo's  Ide,  back,  after  many  wind* 
ings,  to  their  source, — we  return  to  Hampshire 
— to  the  bosky  wilds  of  "  Ytene*' — ^to  the  leafy 
solitudes  of  "  Boldre-Wood.'' 

Jerusalem  had  fallen  to  the  Crusaders.  Many 
of  these  had  hurried  back  to  their  western 
homes,  and  in  the  forest-glades  where  our  last 
scene  opens,  a  Red-Cross  Knight  was  riding 
pensively  upon  his  return,  attended  only  by  a 
single  squire ;  his  retainers,  of  other  grade,  who 
had  escaped  disease  and  the  scimitar  in  Pales- 
tine, being  yet  in  a  foreign  port. 

The  golden  eye  of  Morning  had  opened  broad 
and  bright  upon  the  Travellers,  and  darting 
through  many  a  lovely  vista,  gave  emerald  bril- 
liance to  the  dewy  sward  and  mosses  upon  their 
path ;  tinged  with  hues  of  fiery  splendour  the 
stems  of  oak,  and  elm,  and  beech ;  and  lit  up 
with  autunmal  glory  their  waving  masses  of 
foliage.  There  was  a  laughing  joyousness  over 
all  the  woodland,  and  the  few  sounds  that  were 
heard,  seemed  all  in  jocund  accordance  with  its 
aspect ;  the  crowing  of  chanticleer  from  distant 
hamlets,  the  murmur  of  insect  myriads,  the  song 
of  the  soaring  lark,  and  last,  not  least,  the 
varied  sounds  of  the  chase;  the  cheering  of 
hound  and  courser,  and  the  merry  notes  of  the 
horn. 
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'<  Si.  Hubert ! "  exclraned  the  Knight,  "^  either 
there  be  bold  outlaws  in  these  woods,  sinoe  thoa 
and  I  last  rode  in  them,  good  Nicholas,  or  King 
William  himself  rides  fast  and  far  this  merry 
morning,  in  the  wake  of  a  gallant  stag ! " 

Just  as  he  spoke,  a  gallant  stag  indeed 
bounded  past  them  down  a  cross  glade  of  the 
forest ;  a  greyhound  followed  in  full  care^,  and 
thai  a  rider,  whom  the  Earl  of  Essex  immedi- 
ately reoognii^  as  Sir  Walter  Tyrrdl  of  Pon- 
toise,  a  zealous  huntsman,  and  a  noted  hero  of 
bow-craft  in  that  primal  day. 

Earl  Raymond  and  his  squire  drew  bridle  to 
mark  who  followed.  The  stag,  doubling  almost 
at  the  instant,  swept  again  across  their  path, 
while  a  horseman,  superbly  mounted  and  equip- 
ped, and  whose  form,  complexion  and  voice, 
there  was  no  mistaking,  dashed  over  a  thicket, 
and,  leaping  from  the  saddle,  fitted  an  arrow  to 
his  bow  with  surprising  celerity*  Just  then,  a 
shaft  whizzed  firom  another  poi^t,  and,  glancing 
from  a  tree,  struck — neither  a  stag  nor  a  long, 
but  simply  the  green  sward  it  fell  iq)on« 

''Ha!  by  St.  Luke's  face!"  cried  the  dis- 
mounted Rufus,  and  discharged  his  arrow  with 
unerring  precision;  but,  at  the  veiy  mom^it, 
another^  with  aim  still  more  deadly,  .came  from 
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an  uiuseen  shooter  behind,  and  pierced  him  to 
the  heart ! 

'*  Saints  of  Heaven  !"  cried  Baymond,  leaping 
Arom  his  saddle,  as  the  body  dropped  near  him, 
without  an  effort,  a  struggle,  or  a  groan,  ^^  the 
King  is  slain!" 

"  Not  by  my  shaft,  I  call  God  to  witness,"* 
cried  the  terrified  Knight  of  Pontoise,  bursting 
into  the  path  and  lifting  his  own  harmless  mis- 
sile in  attestation,  and  then  throwing  himself 
beside  the  luckless  Monarch,  who  was  indeed 
quite  dead,  with  the  arrow  nearly  through  his 
whole  body. 

There  was  a  rustling  stir  amongst  the  trees 
behind,  and  a  sound  resembling  hoarse  laughter, 
half-suppressed,  followed  by  the  beating  of  horse's 
hoofs. 

A  light  broke  upon  Essex  and  his  Squire 

^^  To  horse  and  chase  !^  cried  the  former,  and 
each  springing  to  his  saddle,  darted  into  head- 
long pursuit;  De  I'Ep^e  taking  a  path  which 
promised  career  of  interception  by  the  cross- 
glades,  and  the  Earl  himself  following  that 
which  brought  him  speedily  in  the  traces  of  the 
fugitive. 

The  latter,  driven  to  bay,  drew  bridle  in  mid- 

*  Boke  of  Bebbanbnrg. 
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flight — fitted  an  arrow  to  his  bow,  and  shot  it 
with  unfailing  skill  at  his  pursuer.  Good  cause 
had  Raymond  to  bless  the  ^^  cunning  work ""  of 
the  Milanese  armourers,  when  the  long  keen 
shaft  struck  fiurly  through  the  linked  hauberic 
to  the  steel  corslet  beneath,  with  a  toree  which 
nothing  but  solid  and  well-wrought  plate  could 
have  resisted  I  But  it  uhu  resisted,  and  before 
the  archer  could  make  second  trial,  his  enemy 
flung  upon  him  (with  the  precision  and  dexterity 
of  long  practice  against  the  Saracens)  a  mace  of 
iron,  that  struck  him  from  the  saddle  without 
power  to  rise  or  resist  further. 

^^  Thou  Saxon  devil !  thou  murderous  caitiff!" 
cried  the  furious  Raymond,  his  foot  upon  the 
breast,  and  his  keen  sword  at  the  throat  of  the 
fallen,  ^*  long  years  have  not  saved  thee  from  my 
commissioned  hand — ^my  treasured  vengeance! 
Behold  the  hour !  the  minute !  and  the  wear 
pon !  look  up !  'tis  I !  Raymond  de  Mandeville  !*' 

Se-Blaca  looked  upward  with  a  scowl  and 
glare  of  inextinguishable  hatred ;  only  muttering, 
betwixt  his  grinded  teeth, 

*'*'  Accursed !  accursed !  oh  I  that  I  hadstabbed 
or  strangled  thee  at  Mazston !  But  let  my  hour 
come  !'^  he  added  in  other  tones,  ^^  I  have  wrought 
out  my  mission  in  all  save  thee — I  have  avenged 


HCFUS.  321 

a  thousand  and  a  thonaimd  wrongs !  Rejoice ! 
children  of  the  fallen  race !  Rejoice,  Saxons ! 
your  Tyrant  is  no  more ! — this  hand — ^the  hand 
of  a  Saxon,  hath  destroyed  him  !^ 

'^  And  this,**  said  Raymond,  ^^  the  hand  of  a 
Norman,  shall  avenge  him — thus  P 

He  plunged  the  sword  into  the  wretches 
throat,  and  then,  turning  immediately,  rode  back 
to  the  royal  corpse,  leaving  to  beasts  and  birds 
that  of  the  long-dreaded  and  far-famed  Avenger 
of  the  Saxons,  Wolfsie-se-Blaca ! 

Raymond  found  the  body  of  "  the  Red  King/' 
deserted ;  Sir  Walter  Tyrrell,  with  little  trust  in 
his  innocence,  having,  as  every  body  knows,* 
^^  put  spurs  to  his  horse — ^hastened  to  the  sea- 
shore— embarked  for  France,  and  joined  a  body 
of  the  crusaders."*' 

It  remained  only  for  the  Earl  and  his  Squire 
to  hurry  on  to  Winchester,  and  obtain  befitting 
conveyance  of  the  dead ;  but,  before  reaching 
the  White  City,  not  only  was  their  object  anti- 
cipated, by  some  poor  chnrcoal-bumers,  who  flung 
the  body  into  their  cart,  after  stripping  it  naked, 
but  Raymond  encountered  a  party  of  the  royal 

*  But  (as  every  body,  perhaps,  does  not  know)  protesting 
vehemently  afterwards,  with  solemn  oath,  to  the  Abbot  Suger, 
that  he  had  no  hand,  even  accidentally,  in  the  death  ot  Rufus. 

VOL.   Ill,  Q 


322  RUFUs. 

hunters,  amongst  whom  was  Prince  Henry,  sor- 
named  Beaaclerk,  and  who,  upon  receivmg  the 
very  welcome  news,  soon  found  other  and  more 
hnportant  missions  for  the  Earl  of  Essex  than 
the  obsequies  of  a  dead  king. 

And  now,  why  should  we  play  the  **  strong* 
tedious  talkers,*'  and  lengthen  out  a  narrative, 
of  which  the  crowning  event  may  readily  be 
guessed: — 

Who  does  not  inunediately  perc^e,  that 
Baymond  Earl  of  Essex  was  no  longer  **'  a 
vassal  of  the  Thfrant  WiUiamf  that  Constance 
de  Mowbray  was  therefore  no  longer  bound  by 
a  cruel  vow  to  waste  her  youth  and  beauty  in 
a  convent,  when  the  noble,  the  brave,  the  gene- 
rous and  virtuous  object  of  her  first  and  only 
love,  esteemed  and  favoured  by  the  new  Mo- 
narch, threw  Imnself  imploringly  at  her  foot  I 

They  were  united  soon  after,  in  the  flalden 
Mynstre  of  the  White  City.  Archbishop  An- 
selm,  recalled  from  unmerited  exile,  performed 
the  holy  rite ;  the  clerhely  King  acted  himself 
as  sponsor  to  the  Bride,  and  Sir  Nicholas  de 
L'Epee  graced  the  ceremonial  in  all  the  virgin 
glories  of  new  silk  baldric  and  gilded  spurs. 
It  was  a  festal  day  throughout  all  Winchester. 
Even  Jodesac  cum  Barbdy  "  rejoiced  and  was 
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exceeding  glad  f"  and  gifted  the  bridal  pair  with 
caskets  of  such  jewellery  as  might  have  blazed 
with  admiration  upon  the  nuptial  garbs  of  Sol- 
dans  and  Sultanas.  Lastly,  the  holiday-keep- 
ing  multitude  flung  up  their  caps,  and  drank 
treble  healths,  and  swore  by  more  saints  than 
any  calendar  has  brought  down  to  us,  that  never 
had  Bride  so  lovely,  or  Bridegroom  so  noble, 
passed  from  the  portal  arch  of  Eald^i  Mynstre  ! 

Our  remaining  actors,  whose  fate  we  have  not 
yet  related,  may  now  soon  be  disposed  of. — 

De  Tunbridge,  pardoned  by  Rufus,  at  Ray- 
mond's solicitation,  continued  from  that  time  a 
loyal  subject;  and,  through  all  the  reign  of  Henry, 
hawked  and  hunted  with  more  zest,  and  dressed 
and  danced  with  more  coxcombical  gallantry 
than  ever. 

Montgomery,  the  grim  Marshal,  fell  like  his 
late  master,  by  an  arrow,  but  it  was  upon  the 
battle  field,  while  bravely  defending  the  Isle  of 
Anglesea  against  Magnus,  King  of  Norway,  who 
also  fell  in  the  struggle. 

Flambard,  the  fierce  and  facetious  Minister 
of  Rufus,  was  rewarded  by  that  King's  grateful 
successor,  Henry,  with  a  pension  of  two  shillings 
per  day,  in  the  solitude  of  a  strong  prison.  He 
contrived  to  break  from  this  well-deserved  incar- 
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ceration,  but  it  was  only  to  periah  in  greater 
misery. 

Matilda,  the  lion-hearted,  met  at  last  with 
her  match.  She  married  Nigel  de  Albini,  to 
whom  Henry  had  given  all  the  lands  of  De 
Mowbray,  and  who,  it  appears,  took  the  free- 
dom, one  pleasant  evening,  to  shut  up  his  gentle 
Countess  in  a  certain  grim  tower,  grated,  walled 
and  moated,  ^^  conform ;"  from  whence  it  was 
never  known  either  .that  she  had  the  wit  to 
esd^,  or  how  the  fierce  spirit  endured  a  doom 
80  galling  and  so  wretched. 

And  now,  when  we  have  said,  in  good  old 
story-telling  wise,  that  the  Eari  and  Countess 
of  Elssex  lived  long  and  happily,  and  bequeathed 
to  their  country  a  line  of  gallant  Nobles,  sturdy, 
we  may  take  leave  of  our  kind  readers,  in  the 
full  spirit  of  Spenser's  cheering  philosophy — 

"  After  long  stonns  and  tempests  overblown, 
The  Sun,  at  length,  his  joyoos  fine  doth  dear, 
So,  whenas  Fortune  all  her  spite  hath  shown. 
Some  blissful  hours  at  lost  must  needs  appear  1" 


THE   END. 
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